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Chapter 1: Leaving Home

I stood in the middle of my childhood bedroom, surrounded by the glorious carnage of eighteen years’ worth of accumulated stuff, and wondered how on earth I was supposed to cram my entire existence into two suitcases and a battered old rucksack. The walls were still plastered with posters that had been up there since I was about fourteen: Geralt of Rivia looking moody as hell, the sprawling Elden Ring map with all its handwritten notes, and that classic Half-Life lambda symbol that Dad used to take the mickey out of every time he walked past. My bed was buried under piles of hoodies, jeans, and random cables. The duvet still had the dent from where I’d tossed and turned half the night, too excited and nervous to sleep properly.

“Ian! Breakfast’s on the table, love!” Mum’s voice floated up the stairs, bright and cheerful with that little wobble underneath that she got whenever one of us was doing something big. Like when Ellie started secondary school, or when I passed my A-levels. Today it was my turn to fly the nest.

“Coming in a minute!” I shouted back, though I had no intention of rushing. I grabbed another armful of clothes, mostly black hoodies, a few band tees from the one Download Festival I’d managed to blag tickets for, and my lucky jeans with the proper worn-through knees, and stuffed them into the bigger suitcase. It was already bulging like it had eaten too much Sunday roast.

My old gaming PC sat on the desk like a faithful old dog I was about to abandon. The RGB fans were a bit faded now, but that machine and I had been through some wars together: all-night raids, desperate essay deadlines, and more than a few rage-quits. Dad had helped me build it when I was fifteen, grumbling the whole time about “bloody expensive lights” while secretly grinning like a kid when it fired up first go. “You’ll have to leave it behind for now, mate,” I muttered, patting the tower. New city, new start. I’d build something better once I was settled.

I wrapped my mechanical keyboard in an old towel like it was the Crown Jewels and tucked it carefully into the rucksack along with my laptop, chargers, and a ridiculous tangle of cables that looked like they’d lost a fight with a spaghetti monster. A couple of textbooks on programming went in too, even though I knew I’d probably just use online resources. Better safe than sorry.

Downstairs the kitchen smelled like absolute heaven: bacon sizzling, eggs frying, beans bubbling, and toast popping up at the perfect moment. Mum was at the cooker in her dressing gown, hair scraped back, wielding the spatula like a wizard. Dad sat at the table with the newspaper, though I could tell he wasn’t really reading it. Ellie, my twelve-year-old sister who already acted like she ran the house, was glued to her phone, smirking at something that was definitely not age-appropriate.

“Morning, runaway,” she said without looking up, voice dripping with that perfect sibling sarcasm.

“Pack it in, you,” Mum said, sliding a plate in front of me that could have powered a small army through a siege. Sausages, bacon, eggs, beans, fried bread, the full works. Proper northern send-off. “Eat up, Ian. You’ll need your strength for the big adventure.”

I tucked in, suddenly ravenous. The nerves were there, bubbling away, but mostly it felt like that electric buzz you get right before loading into a new game, a bit scary, but mostly brilliant. University. Computer Science. A whole new city. No more Mum asking if I’d done my homework or Dad reminding me the bins needed taking out on a Thursday. Just me, my code, and whatever came next.

“So,” Dad said, folding the paper with a crisp rustle, “you’re definitely against the student halls then?”

I nodded, mouth full of bacon. “Yeah. Shared flat sounds way better. More freedom. I don’t fancy queuing for the shower with a load of freshers or listening to someone blasting music at three in the morning while I’m trying to debug something.”

Mum made that little worried hum she did whenever she pictured me in mortal danger. “Just promise you’ll be careful who you move in with. Make sure they’re decent sorts. Not… weirdos.”

Ellie snorted into her orange juice. “Mum, he is the weirdo. Remember when he spent an entire weekend coding that virtual pet that only spoke rude Welsh phrases?”

“That was high art,” I protested, grinning. “Mr Snuffles could insult the neighbours in three languages. Absolute classic.”

Dad chuckled, the sound deep and warm. “Your mother’s got a point though, son. Vet them properly. Don’t just jump at the first cheap room you see online. There’s plenty of horror stories out there.”

We chatted through breakfast about all sorts, Ellie grilling me on whether I’d miss her (I lied and said no), Mum reminding me about eating vegetables and calling home twice a week (more lies would be required), and Dad slipping me an envelope with some cash “for the train and emergencies.” They told stories from their own student days, the kind that got dragged out every time someone left home or there was a family gathering with enough wine flowing. It was warm, familiar, and properly bittersweet, like a hug that squeezed just a bit too tight.

Dad leaned back in his chair, eyes twinkling with mischief as he launched into his classic tale. “Right, so there I was, first year, thinking I was proper Jamie Oliver. Decided to make a massive chilli for the whole corridor, economy cooking, I called it. Used every spice in the cupboard, three different kinds of beans, and enough mince to feed a rugby team. Only problem was, I’d never actually tasted it before serving. Ladled it out to everyone, dead proud, and then sat down with my own bowl.”

He paused for dramatic effect, fork hovering mid-air. “First bite and my mouth was on fire. Proper nuclear. Turns out I’d used half a jar of some bloody mental foreign chilli pepper flakes by mistake. Within ten minutes the entire corridor sounded like a bloody zoo, people coughing, eyes streaming, one lad actually ran to the showers fully clothed. Fire alarm went off because someone thought it was a chemical spill. The warden hammered on my door demanding to know what ‘illegal substances’ I was cooking. Ended up with a written warning and a reputation as ‘Chilli Boy’ for the rest of the year. Still can’t look at a jar of spices without flashbacks.”

Mum burst out laughing, nearly choking on her tea. “Oh, tell him about the aftermath, love. The smell lingered for weeks. People were avoiding that floor like it was haunted. And you still tried to save it by adding more yoghurt!”

Dad grinned sheepishly. “Waste not, want not. Though I’ll admit, the second batch tasted like regret and sour milk.”

Then it was Mum’s turn. She wiped her eyes, still giggling, and launched into hers with that perfect mix of fond exasperation. “My flatmate was something else. Linda, lovely girl, but obsessed with garden gnomes. Proper collection. Started with two or three on the windowsill, harmless enough. By Christmas she had thirty. Little buggers everywhere: fishing ones, drunk ones, ones doing yoga. I’d come home from lectures and find another new arrival staring at me from the toilet cistern or perched on the fridge like a tiny ceramic overlord.”

She leaned in, voice dropping like she was sharing state secrets. “One night I woke up to this shuffling sound. Thought we had mice. Nope. She was rearranging them at 3 a.m. into some sort of gnome battlefield on the kitchen table, complete with tiny flags made from cocktail sticks. The landlord eventually had words after the fire escape got ‘gnomeified’ and someone reported a ‘cult’ to the student union. I still find the odd one in my cupboards when I’m cleaning. Little plastic bastards multiply like rabbits.”

Ellie was in stitches by the end, and even I couldn’t help cracking up. Dad’s chilli disaster had apparently inspired a whole floor-wide ban on communal cooking for a term, while Mum’s gnome saga ended with her hiding the worst offenders in a bin bag that mysteriously reappeared on the doorstep the next day.

Listening to them, plates pushed aside and tea going cold, I felt that proper ache in my chest. These were the stories I’d grown up on, daft, exaggerated, and full of love. The sort I’d probably be boring my own kids with one day. It made leaving feel real, but in the best way. Like I was carrying a bit of their chaos with me into whatever madness waited in that new city.

After we’d cleared the plates came the real business: loading the car. Dad’s estate boot swallowed my suitcases, the rucksack, a box of random tech bits that looked like metallic spaghetti, and a couple of pillows Mum insisted I’d need. She fussed the whole time, pressing extra twenty-pound notes into my hand and making me promise everything under the sun.

Ellie gave me a surprisingly fierce hug. “Don’t turn into a complete nerd up there,” she whispered. “Or do. Whatever. Miss you, idiot.”

Dad shook my hand firmly, then pulled me into a proper bear hug that smelled of aftershave and engine oil. “Proud of you, Ian. Work hard. Have fun. Ring if you need anything at all.”

Mum cried, of course. Proper tears on the driveway. I hugged her tight, my own eyes stinging more than I expected. “Love you, Mum. I’ll be fine. Promise.”

The drive to the station was quiet except for Dad’s favourite old indie tracks on the radio, stuff from the nineties that still held up. Manchester Piccadilly was the gateway: a couple of changes and I’d be in the new city. My train ticket felt heavy in my pocket like a ticket to a whole new life. This was proper independence.

At the station the goodbyes were messy. More hugs, more tears from Mum, a final wave as they disappeared into the crowds. I lugged my bags onto the platform, heart hammering with a mix of excitement and that weird hollow feeling of leaving home. The train pulled in, and I found a window seat, stowing my rucksack and collapsing into the chair. The carriage had that classic British Rail smell, slightly damp upholstery, takeaway coffee, and a hint of yesterday’s sandwiches.

As the train pulled away, the familiar streets gave way to rolling fields, motorways, and distant towns blurring past. I watched it all with my headphones in, a massive grin spreading across my face despite everything. This was it. No more curfews, no more family dinners where everyone wanted a full report on my day. Just me and whatever the future decided to throw at me.

The journey passed in a pleasant haze. I demolished a ridiculously overpriced sandwich and crisps from the trolley, scrolled through playlists, and let my mind wander. I imagined myself in lectures, surrounded by fellow coders arguing about the best programming languages like it was a blood sport. Lazy Sundays with a controller in hand. Maybe even joining a society or two. University was supposed to be full of possibilities, right?

I thought a lot about why I’d chosen Computer Science. It wasn’t just because I was good at it. Building things, games, tools, little stupid projects that made people laugh, had always been my thing. The idea of turning that into a proper career felt exciting in a way nothing else had. The course had good links to game development, which I kept quiet about back home because it sounded too much like “playing games for a living.” But it was my quiet dream.

By the time we pulled into the new station, the sky was that typical British grey, threatening rain but not quite committing. I hauled my bags onto the platform, the weight suddenly very real. This wasn’t a weekend away. This was moving out.

The temporary accommodation the uni had sorted was a short bus ride away, a functional brick building full of other lost-looking freshers wandering around with maps and suitcases. I checked in, got the key to a tiny single room that smelled faintly of disinfectant, and dumped my stuff. Flopping onto the narrow bed, I stared at the ceiling and let out a long breath.

Freedom. Proper, slightly terrifying, exhilarating freedom.

That afternoon I couldn’t sit still. I headed out to explore. The campus was only a fifteen-minute walk, a nice mix of shiny new glass buildings and older red-brick ones, with green spaces where students were already sprawled despite the weather. The Computer Science department looked spot on, noticeboards plastered with posters for coding clubs, hackathons, esports societies, and game dev meetups. My kind of people.

The streets around the uni had that proper student vibe: rows of Victorian terraces turned into shared houses, kebab shops, charity shops, cheap takeaways, and clusters of freshers already acting like they owned the place. I passed a group of lads arguing about which pub did the cheapest pints and felt a little spark of belonging. This was my world now.

I found a massive gaming store and spent far too long inside, browsing peripherals and feeling the pull of new kit. I treated myself to a decent mouse mat as a little moving-out present. Essential, obviously.

Back in the temp room that evening I ordered a Deliveroo, sweet and sour chicken, special fried rice, the works, and ate it sitting on the bed. The reality of it all was sinking in. Tomorrow I’d start properly looking for a room in a shared flat. No halls for me. I wanted something more relaxed, more like a home.

I opened my laptop and started browsing general accommodation sites, just getting a feel for what was out there. Plenty of options, some dodgy, some promising. Nothing specific yet, but the search had begun. I made a mental note to be sensible, decent location, reasonable rent, people who wouldn’t drive me mad.

That night I slept better than I had in weeks. The future felt bright, full of potential, and just the right amount of scary in the best possible way.

The next morning I was up early, buzzing. I showered in the shared bathroom (dodging a hungover second-year who looked like he regretted every decision), grabbed a bacon butty from the campus café, and spent the day wandering further afield. The city had a proper pulse: markets, record shops, street food, students everywhere laughing and chatting. I sat in a park for a while, watching everything, letting it all sink in.

Every detail felt new and exciting, the accents from all over the country, the buzz of possibility, the freedom stretching out in front of me like an open map. I thought about home: Mum’s Sunday roasts, Ellie’s eye-rolling at my gaming sessions, Dad’s terrible dad jokes. I’d miss it, of course. But the pull of this new chapter was stronger.

By evening I was back in the temp room, tired but happy. I opened the accommodation sites again and started scrolling more seriously. Somewhere out there was the right flat, the right room, the right start to this whole adventure.

I didn’t know it yet, but one particular advert would change everything.

For now, though, I was just a lad from up north who’d left home, ready for whatever came next.


Chapter 2: The Search

The next morning I woke up in that tiny temp room feeling like I’d been hit by a bus made of mild regret. My back ached from the rock-hard mattress, and the faint smell of disinfectant still lingered, reminding me this wasn’t home. I stretched, checked my phone, no urgent messages from Mum demanding I’d eaten vegetables, and decided today was the day. Time to find a proper room. No more faffing about. I grabbed a quick bacon butty from the campus café (extra brown sauce, obviously), downed a coffee that tasted like it had been brewed in a student union kettle, and fired up the accommodation apps on my phone.

The listings looked promising at first glance. Plenty of rooms in my price range, under £400 a month, bills included if I was lucky. Walking distance to campus was the dream. I saved a few and set off on foot, rucksack slung over one shoulder with a notebook and my best “I’m a responsible adult” face ready.

The first place was ten minutes from campus, which was a good start. The house looked alright from the outside, a standard Victorian terrace with a battered front door. But as soon as the landlord opened it, I knew I was in trouble. The smell hit me like a slap: damp, old takeaways, and something that might have been socks marinated in regret. The “room” was basically a cupboard under the stairs with a single bed wedged in at an angle. Mould decorated the walls like abstract art, and the shared kitchen looked like a crime scene, plates with things growing on them, a fridge that hummed like it was dying.

“Sorry mate, bit of a fixer-upper,” the landlord said, scratching his belly. “Previous tenant was… creative.”

Creative. Right. I made my excuses and legged it before I caught something.

The second viewing was even worse. Further out, but still supposedly walkable if you fancied a daily hike. This one had three other students already in residence, all lads who looked like they hadn’t seen daylight since freshers’ week. The living room smelled of weed and despair, empty beer cans forming a pyramid on the coffee table. My potential room had a carpet that stuck to my trainers and a window that overlooked a alley full of bins. One of the flatmates burped loudly from the sofa and asked if I was “up for a sesh every night.” I smiled weakly and said I’d think about it. I wouldn’t.

By midday I was starting to lose the initial buzz. My feet hurt, my optimism was fading faster than my phone battery, and I’d already seen enough dodgy bathrooms to last a lifetime. Most places in my budget were absolute dumps, sticky floors, questionable stains, and landlords who clearly hadn’t heard of “ventilation.” I grabbed another coffee and sat on a bench near campus, scrolling through more listings while pigeons fought over a discarded chip.

“Anything nice is going to be way over budget,” I muttered to myself. Classic student trap. You either lived in a hovel or paid through the nose for something decent. I was determined not to blow all my loan on rent, but the thought of another mouldy cupboard was depressing.

Still, I pressed on. Third viewing: a basement flat that smelled like feet and regret. The “modern” part must have been aspirational. The bathroom had black mould doing its best Jackson Pollock impression, and the advert had conveniently forgotten to mention the flat was above a kebab shop that blasted music until 2 a.m. The current occupant, a sleepy-looking girl in a dressing gown, shrugged and said it was “fine once you get used to the smell of doner meat.”

I was about ready to call it a day when I saw one more listing that looked half-decent. Shared house, two other people, en-suite (miracle!), decent photos. The guy who answered the door seemed normal enough at first, mid-thirties, friendly smile, neat beard. “Come in, mate. Room’s this way.”

He showed me around. The place was tidy, nothing special but clean. Then the touching started. A hand on my shoulder as he pointed out the kitchen. A pat on the back that lingered a bit too long when we looked at the living room. I shifted uncomfortably, but tried to play it cool. Maybe he was just one of those overly tactile people.

Then we got to the bedroom. “Nice big bed, see?” he said, sitting on it and patting the space next to him. “Plenty of room for two.” His hand brushed my arm again, then my thigh as I tried to step back. Alarm bells were ringing properly now.

“Look, I appreciate it, but I’m not interested,” I said nervously, my voice cracking like a thirteen-year-old’s as I took a step back towards the door. The room suddenly felt ten times smaller, the air thick and stale.

He didn’t listen. Instead, he lunged forward and grabbed my buttocks with both hands, yanking me closer with surprising strength. “Don’t be like that…” he whispered, his breath hot and heavy against my ear, almost panting now like some dodgy character from a dodgy film. One hand kneaded my arse roughly while the other slid up my leg, fingers digging in, moving higher and higher towards my crotch. I could smell his aftershave mixed with stale sweat, and my stomach twisted.

My heart was hammering so hard I thought it might burst out of my chest. “Oi, get off me!” I tried to shove him away, but he was stronger than he looked, his grip tightening like a vice. Panic properly set in, this wasn’t just creepy anymore; this was full-on wrong.

That’s when things went properly mental. He stood up straight, blocking the doorway completely, then kicked the door shut behind him with a loud click that echoed like a prison gate. With a creepy little smirk that made my skin crawl, he fumbled with his belt and pulled his cock out right there in front of me, already half-hard and waving about like some grotesque party trick. “You can live here rent-free, lad. Just a few favours now and then. No big deal.”

Before I could even process the horror, he came close again, grabbing the front of my hoodie and yanking me into him. His mouth crashed against mine in a forced, slimy kiss that tasted of stale coffee and desperation. I gagged, twisting my head away, my arms flailing as I tried to push him off.

“I’ll pay you to let me fuck you.” He said, snarling into my mouth. “Five-hundred quid now to let me fill that tight arse with cum.”

I froze for half a second, brain short-circuiting. Then pure northern fight-or-flight kicked in. “Fuck that!” I shoved past him, nearly tripping over my own feet as I bolted down the stairs and out the front door. My heart was hammering like I’d just sprinted a 5k. I didn’t stop running until I was two streets away, chest heaving, feeling sick and furious all at once.

“Jesus Christ,” I gasped, leaning against a wall. What the actual hell? I’d heard horror stories about dodgy landlords, but that was next-level. I checked over my shoulder the whole way back towards campus, half expecting him to be following. Safe but rattled, I slumped onto another bench and stared at my phone.

This was turning into a nightmare. Dumps, perverts, and nothing in between. Anything half-decent was double my budget, shiny new builds with gyms and Netflix parties that students like me could only dream of. I was seriously considering crawling back to the temp room and just living there until term started properly. Or phoning home and admitting defeat. Mum would probably drive down with a van full of cleaning products and Dad would offer to “have words” with any dodgy landlords.

Part of me wondered if I should go to the police about the weirdo, before something happened to some other poor sod who wasn’t as quick on his feet. I could picture myself in the station, trying to explain it all to some bored copper: “Yeah, he showed me the room, then showed me his knob, then tried to barter rent for… services.” Sounded mental even in my own head. But it was his word against mine, wasn’t it? He could easily spin it the other way, claim I was the one coming on to him, some desperate fresher offering favours for a cheap room. What proof did I have? No photos, no witnesses, just my word and a massive dose of the ick still crawling up my spine. My hoodie still smelled faintly of his dodgy aftershave, but that wasn’t exactly Exhibit A.

I stood there for a good five minutes, heart still racing, weighing it up like it was some ethical dilemma from a philosophy lecture I hadn’t attended yet. Reporting it felt like the right thing, proper adult, hero-of-the-day stuff. But the thought of sitting in a police station for hours, filling out forms, maybe even having to go to court if it went anywhere… nah. I was knackered, rattled, and the last thing I needed was my first week in the city turning into a proper drama. Mum would lose her mind if she found out. Dad would drive down with a cricket bat. And Ellie would never let me live it down.

“Leave it, Ian,” I muttered to myself, spitting on the pavement again to get rid of the ghost of that slimy kiss. “You got out. That’s what matters. Some other lad’ll have better luck… or worse.” Guilt twisted in my gut for a second, but practicality won. I was here to start uni, not launch a one-man crusade against dodgy landlords. I’d just be extra careful from now on. Screen everyone properly. Maybe take a mate along to future viewings. Lesson learned the hard way.

I was about to give up and head back when my thumb kept scrolling almost on autopilot. And there it was. One last advert that caught my eye.

“Room available in modern, spacious flat. Walking distance to university campus. Affordable rent, bills split. Suitable for male or female student. Smoker preferred but non-smoker okay too. Serious enquiries only.”

The photos looked proper nice, bright living room, big windows, none of the usual student grot. It seemed too good for the price. I hovered over the message button, then thought sod it and tapped the call option instead. Better to get a feel for the person.

It rang a few times before a voice answered. “Hello?”

Deep. A bit nasal. Definitely a woman, but with a rich, almost smoky tone that sounded older than your average student. Confident, though.

“Hi, yeah, I’m calling about the room advert,” I said, trying to sound more together than I felt after the pervert incident. “I’m Ian, starting Computer Science. Non-smoker, but tidy. When’s good for a viewing?”

There was a short pause, then she chuckled softly. “Gabriela. Nice to hear from you, Ian. I’ve had a few messages but nothing solid yet. How about tomorrow afternoon? Say three o’clock? Flat’s on Maple Grove, five minutes from campus. Easy to find.”

We chatted briefly, she sounded laid-back, asked about my course, mentioned the place had good Wi-Fi and a decent kitchen. Nothing weird. I noted the deep, slightly nasal quality to her voice again; it had a warmth to it, like someone who laughed a lot. We arranged the details and I hung up feeling a cautious spark of hope.

Maybe this one wouldn’t be a disaster. After the day I’d had, mould palaces, sticky carpets, and that absolute creep, a modern flat within walking distance sounded like winning the lottery. I headed back to the temp room, grabbed some chips on the way, and tried not to get too excited. Tomorrow would tell.

But as I sat on the bed munching greasy chips, I couldn’t shake the feeling that this Gabriela and her flat might just be the break I needed. After all the rubbish, something had to go right. Right?

The rest of the afternoon dragged as I replayed the pervert encounter in my head, cringing and laughing nervously at how fast it had escalated. I’d tell no one about that one, definitely not Mum. She’d have a heart attack and insist on driving down to collect me. Instead, I wandered campus again, letting the buzz of new students and the smell of fresh coffee from the union café lift my mood. Groups were already forming, laughter echoing across the quad. I imagined myself in a few weeks, part of it all, not some lost lad viewing hovels.

Evening brought more scrolling through reviews of the area. Maple Grove sounded decent, proper residential, not party central. I set an alarm, ironed a clean hoodie (first impressions and all that), and tried to sleep despite the adrenaline.

The hunt had been brutal, but that one advert felt different. Modern. Spacious. Walking distance. I just hoped Gabriela wasn’t hiding any garden gnomes or nuclear chilli recipes of her own.


Chapter 3: The Viewing

I checked my phone for the hundredth time as I turned onto Maple Grove, my trainers scuffing against the pavement. The afternoon light was doing its best to push through the typical British grey sky, but my hoodie was still clinging to my back from the morning’s nightmare flat hunt. My arse still tingled with the memory of that perv’s grabby hands, and I kept glancing over my shoulder like he might pop out from behind a hedge. Proper paranoid. After the mouldy cupboards, sticky carpets, and that absolute weapon who’d tried to trade rent for a quick fumble, I was trying my hardest not to get my hopes up. “Just another viewing, Ian,” I muttered under my breath. “Don’t get excited. Probably another shoebox with a dodgy boiler and flatmates who smell of regret.”

Number 42 looked decent from the outside though, modern block, fresh paint, big windows that actually let in light instead of staring at a brick wall. I took a deep breath, adjusted my rucksack, and pressed the doorbell. It gave a nice, proper chime inside. No cheap buzzing nonsense. Footsteps approached, and the door swung open.

Bloody hell.

The woman standing there was stunning. Properly stunning. She looked about four years older than me, early twenties, with long, wild curly black hair that tumbled over her shoulders like she’d just stepped out of a music video. Sharp green eyes lined with smoky makeup that gave her this intense, confident stare. Full lips curved into an easy smile. And her body… Christ. Large breasts pressing against a tight scalloped crop top that showed off a tiny, toned waist, paired with red sports shorts that hugged her hips and showed off smooth, athletic legs. She had this effortless cool about her, like she owned the place (which she did) and didn’t give a toss about impressing anyone.

“Hi, you must be Ian,” she said, her voice that same deep, slightly nasal tone from the phone call, but warmer and more relaxed in person. She held out a hand. “Gabriela. Come on in, don’t just stand there gawping like you’ve seen a ghost.”

I shook her hand, firm, warm, soft skin, and felt a stupid little flutter in my chest. “Yeah, that’s me. Nice to meet you, Gabriela. Cheers for letting me view on short notice.” My voice came out steadier than I felt. She was fit. Really fit. The kind of pretty that made you forget your own name for a second. But she also gave off this laid-back, “one of the lads but way better looking” vibe that stopped me from turning into a complete tongue-tied idiot.

I stepped inside and immediately felt the difference. The hallway was clean and bright, with proper laminate flooring that didn’t stick to my shoes and a faint, pleasant scent of something vanilla-ish. No damp, no old takeaway stench, no suspicious dark patches on the walls. It already felt like a home rather than a student hovel.

“Shoes off if you don’t mind,” she said casually, kicking off her own slides. “I try to keep the place nice.”

“No worries,” I replied, toeing mine off quickly and following her through. My heart was thumping with a mix of nerves and proper excitement. After the day I’d had, this place felt like it belonged in a different universe.

She led me straight into the living room, and I had to stop myself from whistling out loud.

It was spacious. Genuinely spacious. Big windows flooded the room with light, making everything feel open and airy. A massive sectional sofa dominated the centre, the kind you could sink into for an entire weekend of gaming without your back complaining. Soft-looking cushions, plenty of room for two or three people to sprawl. On the far wall was the star of the show: a huge flat-screen TV, at least 65 inches, mounted perfectly with pristine picture quality even when off. Hooked up underneath it was serious kit, a sleek PS5, an Xbox Series X, and a proper beast of a gaming PC with RGB fans glowing softly in a glass case. Controllers and headsets were neatly arranged on the coffee table like they were on display. The whole setup screamed “serious gamer” without looking try-hard.

“Wow,” I breathed, unable to play it cool. “This is… proper next-level.”

Gabriela laughed, a rich, genuine sound that made her curls bounce. She leaned against the doorframe, arms crossed under her chest in a way that did absolutely nothing to help me stay focused. “Yeah, I spoil myself. Gets lonely smashing bosses on my own sometimes. You game, Ian?”

“Obsessively,” I said, grinning like an idiot. “Computer Science means I’ll be coding all day, but nights are for Elden Ring suffering and FPS ranked grinds. That PC looks like it could run anything on ultra.”

She smiled wider, those sharp green eyes sparkling with amusement. I felt a proper pull towards her already, not just because she was gorgeous, but because she seemed sound. Cool, confident, and clearly into the same stuff. The kind of flatmate you actually wanted to hang out with rather than avoid in the kitchen. Part of me was already imagining evenings on that sofa, controllers in hand, her laughing at my terrible aim. Another part was telling myself to calm down, she was the landlord, older, and way out of my league. Don’t be a creep, Ian.

“The Wi-Fi is stupidly fast,” she added, nodding towards the router tucked neatly away. “Fibre, no throttling. Even when I’m downloading massive files or streaming it holds up.”

From the living room she took me to the shared bathroom, and I swear my jaw dropped again. It was huge for a flat, proper luxury. Walk-in shower with one of those massive rainfall heads and fancy tiles that looked expensive. Double sink with a huge mirror above it, plenty of storage, and everything spotless. No black mould colonies, no mysterious hairs, no broken tiles. The lighting was bright and modern, and there was even a little shelf for toiletries.

“Plenty of hot water,” Gabriela said, watching my reaction with a smirk. “I had the boiler upgraded. Nothing worse than running out mid-shower.”

I nodded, trying not to look too eager. “This is miles better than anything else I’ve seen today. You wouldn’t believe the state of some places…”

She chuckled. “Oh, I can imagine. I’ve had some horror stories from previous viewings.”

Standing there in that bright, clean bathroom with her, I felt a weird mix of relief, nerves, and something warmer. Gabriela was proper fit, the curly hair, the green eyes, the way she carried herself like she didn’t need to try. But more than that, the flat felt right. Comfortable. Like somewhere I could actually settle and start this new chapter properly. My stomach did a little flip at the thought of living here with her. Friends, obviously. She was older, confident, and I was just some fresher. But still… a lad could dream.

“Shall I show you the bedroom?” she asked, tilting her head.

I swallowed and nodded. “Yeah. Lead the way.”

She led me down the short hallway, her red sports shorts swishing softly with each step, and pushed open the door to what would be my bedroom. I stepped inside and immediately felt myself relax a little more. It was brilliant.

The room was clean and bright, with that same fresh, airy feel as the rest of the flat. A proper double bed took centre stage, sturdy wrought-iron frame with a nice headboard, dressed in simple but decent-looking bedding that didn’t scream “student hovel.” Plenty of space around it so you wouldn’t bash your knees every time you got up for a piss in the night. Natural light poured in through a decent-sized window that looked out onto the quiet street below, trees lining the pavement, a few people walking dogs, no noisy main road or alley full of wheelie bins. Just a peaceful, ordinary view that made the place feel like somewhere you could actually live rather than survive.

“Nice outlook, isn’t it?” Gabriela said, leaning against the doorframe again. “Quiet street. You get a bit of birdsong in the morning instead of drunk freshers singing Wonderwall at 2 a.m.”

“Perfect,” I replied, genuinely smiling. After the basement flat that reeked of kebab grease and the cupboard under the stairs, this felt like upgrading from a tent to a hotel.

The wardrobe was another winner, massive sliding doors, plenty of hanging space and shelves inside. I slid one open and imagined my hoodies and jeans actually fitting without having to play Tetris every morning. There was even a decent desk by the window with space for my laptop and monitors, and a couple of sockets that looked like they’d been installed this century. No dodgy extension leads trailing across the floor like tripwires.

“This is miles better than I expected,” I admitted, turning back to her. “For the rent you’re asking, I was picturing something half this size with mould as a feature.”

Gabriela laughed again, that warm, rich sound that seemed to fill the room. “I’m not here to rip anyone off. I own the place outright, so I can afford to be picky about who I share with. Just want someone tidy and easy to get on with.”

I nodded, but my eyes kept drifting back to her. Christ, she was gorgeous. Up close like this, it was even harder to ignore. Those long, curly black curls framed her face perfectly, a couple of strands falling loose in a way that looked effortlessly sexy. The smoky makeup made her sharp green eyes pop, intense but friendly, like she was sizing you up and finding you amusing rather than judging. And her body… tiny waist flaring out to proper curves, large breasts straining against that tight scalloped crop top, the way the fabric hugged her when she moved. The red sports shorts showed off smooth, toned legs that went on forever. She was fit. Stupidly fit. The kind of woman you’d see in a magazine or on a Twitch stream and assume she was edited.

I felt a proper pang in my chest. Part excitement at the thought of living here, part genuine worry. Could I actually share a flat with someone this beautiful without making a complete tit of myself? I wasn’t some creep who’d start leering or trying it on, but living together meant seeing her like this every day, walking around in crop tops and shorts, fresh out the shower maybe, laughing on that massive sofa. What if I started fancying her properly? What if I slipped up and stared too long, or said something stupid? She was older, confident, and clearly way out of my league. The last thing I wanted was to turn into that awkward flatmate who makes things weird.

Calm down, Ian, I told myself. She’s offering a room, not a relationship. Be normal. Be cool. You’re here for the flat, the gaming setup, and easy access to lectures. Not to develop a crush on day one like some desperate virgin.

But as she stood there smiling at me, one hand resting casually on her hip, it was hard not to notice everything again. The way her curls bounced when she tilted her head. Those sharp green eyes that seemed to see right through my attempt at playing it chill. The confidence in how she carried herself, no awkwardness, just pure “this is my space and I like it.”

“You alright?” she asked, raising an eyebrow with a little smirk, like she could tell I was having an internal meltdown.

“Yeah, yeah, just taking it all in,” I said quickly, forcing a grin. “It’s a really nice room. The whole flat is. I’d be daft not to be interested.”

We stood there for a moment, the silence comfortable but charged with that new-flatmate energy. I was already picturing lazy evenings gaming together, her helping with the odd coding problem if she was into that side of things, sharing the kitchen without it turning into a war zone. She seemed really cool, proper gamer vibe mixed with someone who had her shit together. But that beauty… it was going to be a test. A big one.

I swallowed the nerves and tried to focus on the practical stuff. “Rent’s £380, bills split, yeah?”

“Spot on,” she replied. “Walking distance to campus too, you could roll out of bed five minutes before a lecture if you’re organised.”

I nodded, but my brain was still half on her. Don’t be a creep. Don’t be a creep. Living with Gabriela was either going to be the best decision of my uni life or a slow-motion disaster of awkward boners and post-nut clarity. Only one way to find out.

“Shall we head back to the living room and chat a bit more?” she suggested.

“Yeah,” I said, tearing my eyes away from her one last time. “Sounds good.”


Chapter 4: The Revelation

We settled back on that massive sectional sofa in the living room, the cushions swallowing me in a way that made me never want to leave. Gabriela sat at the other end, one leg tucked underneath her, looking completely at ease in her crop top and shorts. The huge TV loomed behind her like a silent witness, and I could still smell that faint vanilla scent in the air. Everything felt right, too right, maybe. Like one of those scam adverts where the deal is so perfect you know there’s a massive catch waiting to bite you in the arse.

My brain, still buzzing from the bedroom with its perfect wrought-iron bed and massive wardrobe, started poking at the one little detail that had been nagging me since I first spotted the advert. It had been up for ages. Weeks longer than most of the other listings I’d seen, the mouldy cupboards and perv palaces that vanished within hours of being posted. Why had a place this nice, in this location, at this price, been sitting there gathering digital dust? Was there black mould hiding behind the sleek tiles? Did the neighbours throw all-night raves? Or worse, was there something properly off about Gabriela herself that made people run a mile once they found out?

The worries bubbled up despite how sound she seemed. After the day I’d had, it was hard not to be suspicious. Nothing this good ever came without strings. I shifted on the sofa, trying to play it casual, but the question was already forming on my tongue.

I cleared my throat, trying to sound casual. “So… this place is brilliant, Gabriela. Proper nice. Walking distance, decent rent, gaming setup that most lads would sell a kidney for. I’ve been looking all day and nothing else comes close. But… I noticed the ad’s been up a while. Longer than most of the others I saw. Why hasn’t it been snapped up yet?”

The words hung there a bit heavier than I’d intended. I wasn’t trying to be rude, but after the morning’s parade of disasters, mould, pervs, and sticky carpets, a healthy dose of suspicion felt sensible. There had to be a catch. Maybe the boiler packed in every winter, or the neighbours were mental, or she was secretly a serial hoarder who kept dodgy stuff in that one locked room I’d noticed down the hall.

Gabriela’s sharp green eyes flicked away for a second. She shifted on the sofa, her long curly black hair falling forward as she blushed, a proper, visible flush creeping up her neck and across her cheeks. It was oddly endearing on someone who seemed so confident.

“Yeah… about that,” she said, her deep, nasal voice a touch quieter than before. She let out a small, nervous laugh and tucked a curl behind her ear. “I’ve had a few people view it, but… things didn’t quite work out. I should probably tell you something before you decide.”

My stomach did a little flip. Here it came. The catch. Was the flat haunted? Was she allergic to tidiness? Did the Wi-Fi die every time it rained?

She took a breath, those smoky eyes meeting mine directly. “I’m transgender. I transitioned a few years ago. The room’s been on the market a bit longer because some people… well, they freak out when they find out. I wanted to be upfront this time instead of springing it later.”

The room went quiet except for the distant hum of the fridge. I blinked, processing. Transgender. She was trans. My brain did a quick reboot, scanning her again, the long curly hair, the curves, the large breasts, that tiny waist, the confident way she carried herself. She was stunning. Properly hot. I wouldn’t have guessed in a million years.

“Wow,” I said after a beat, rubbing the back of my neck. “I… wasn’t expecting that. You’re… really pretty. Like, seriously.” The words tumbled out before I could filter them, and I felt my own face heat up. Smooth, Ian. Real smooth.

Gabriela let out a relieved little laugh, the blush fading into a genuine smile. “Thanks. That’s… nice to hear. Most reactions aren’t quite so complimentary.”

I relaxed a fraction, the initial surprise already melting away. She was still the same cool woman who’d shown me round, the one with the killer gaming setup and the spotless flat. Nothing had actually changed except a label in my head. “Look, I’m straight,” I admitted with a shrug and a half-grin. “Properly straight. But that’s probably a good thing, right? Means we can just be mates without any weird tension or me acting like a creep trying to chat you up. Platonic flatmates. I’m all for it if you are.”

She laughed properly then, throwing her head back so her curls bounced. The sound was warm and infectious, cutting through any lingering awkwardness like a knife through butter. “I like that attitude, Ian. Yeah, platonic sounds perfect. I’ve had enough drama with previous flatmates who couldn’t handle it. You seem decent, and I reckon we’d get on well, especially if you’re half as into gaming as you say you are.”

We grinned at each other, the tension dissolving into easy chuckles. It felt surprisingly natural. No big confrontation, no awkward silences that stretched forever. Just two people sorting the ground rules and moving on.

“So,” I said, leaning forward on the sofa, “I’m in. I’ll take the room. When can I move in?”

Gabriela’s sharp green eyes lit up. “Brilliant. How about end of the week? Gives me time to sort a few things and you time to get your stuff together. Deposit and first month’s rent upfront, but we can do the paperwork properly tomorrow if you’re free.”

“Sounds perfect,” I replied, already feeling the weight of the day’s disasters lift off my shoulders. After the pervert, the mould, and all the other rubbish, this flat, and Gabriela, felt like the universe finally throwing me a bone. A gorgeous, slightly older, transgender gamer flatmate who owned the place outright? It was unconventional, sure, but in the best possible way. Platonic. Friends. I could do that.

As we shook on it and she walked me to the door, I caught myself glancing at her one last time, the confident stride, the way her crop top hugged her figure. Don’t be a creep, Ian, I reminded myself firmly. She’s your flatmate now. Mate. Not a crush.

But as I stepped back out onto Maple Grove, the afternoon sun finally breaking through, I couldn’t help the stupid grin on my face. This was going to be interesting. In a good way. Definitely a good way.


Chapter 5: Settling In

Move-in day arrived faster than I expected. I’d spent the previous couple of days shuttling between the temp room and sorting out the paperwork with Gabriela, a straightforward enough process with a quick cuppa and her explaining the Wi-Fi password like it was some sacred code. Now, Dad had driven down with the estate car stuffed to the gills again, grumbling good-naturedly about “student luxury” the whole way. Mum had packed enough snacks and cleaning supplies to survive a siege, and Ellie had sent me off with a sarcastic “Don’t forget to shower” text.

Pulling up outside number 42 on Maple Grove felt different this time. No nervous viewing jitters, this was proper. My new home. Gabriela was waiting at the door in a casual black tank top and grey joggers, her long curly black hair tied back loosely. She looked effortlessly cool, as always.

“Need a hand, Ian?” she called, waving as Dad killed the engine.

“Cheers,” I replied, already hauling a suitcase out of the boot. Dad raised an eyebrow at her but said nothing, he was too busy pretending not to be impressed by the modern flat. Between the three of us we got everything upstairs in a couple of trips. Gabriela showed surprising strength lugging one of the heavier boxes, laughing when I joked about her secretly being a weightlifter.

The bedroom felt even better with my stuff in it. I set up my old gaming peripherals on the desk while Gabriela hovered in the doorway, offering suggestions. “You can rearrange anything you want. Just don’t block the radiator or we’ll both freeze when winter hits.”

Dad helped me make the bed with the new sheets Mum had insisted on, then gave me one of those firm shoulder squeezes. “Looks decent, son. Be good. And remember what I said about Pot Noodles.” Mum had sent a teary voice note earlier, which I played for them both. Gabriela chuckled warmly at the maternal fussing.

Once my parents had driven off with more waves and reminders than a military briefing, the flat suddenly felt very real. Just me and Gabriela. I unpacked methodically, hoodies in the wardrobe, cables organised like a proper adult (for once), posters of Elden Ring and classic games going up on the walls. The wrought-iron bed looked welcoming, and the big window let in that nice afternoon light. It already felt like mine.

That first evening set the tone. Gabriela ordered pizza, proper stone-baked, none of that greasy chain stuff, and we settled on the massive sectional sofa with controllers in hand. The huge TV made everything feel cinematic.

“What are you into?” she asked, scrolling through the game library on the PS5.

“Anything co-op or competitive. I’m decent at Call of Duty, but I suffer beautifully in soulslikes.”

She grinned, those sharp green eyes lighting up. “Say no more.” We loaded into It Takes Two, and within twenty minutes we were properly bonded, shouting instructions at each other, laughing when one of us messed up a jump, high-fiving after tricky sections. She was good. Really good. Precise, quick reactions, and a wicked sense of humour when things went wrong.

“Left, left, no, your left, Ian! Christ, it’s like herding cats,” she teased, her deep nasal voice full of mock exasperation.

“Oi, I’m carrying us on this puzzle, thank you very much,” I shot back, grinning like an idiot. It felt natural. Easy. No weird tension, just two gamers vibing.

Over the next few days the routine started to click. Mornings I’d stumble into the kitchen for coffee and find her already up, working on her laptop at the breakfast bar in one of her casual outfits, often those red sports shorts or loose tanks that showed off her figure. I’d remind myself platonic, mate and focus on the kettle. She’d chat about random stuff: the latest tech news, funny stories from her streaming days, or ask about my course. She knew her stuff. When I mentioned struggling with a first-year algorithms assignment, she perked up.

“Show me later. I used to code quite a bit.”

Uni started properly, and the walk to campus was a dream, literally five minutes. I’d come home knackered from lectures, dump my bag, and find the flat smelling faintly of whatever Gabriela had been cooking. She wasn’t a chef, but her stir-fries were decent, and she didn’t mind me contributing with my basic student repertoire of pasta and curry from a jar.

Evenings were where we really bonded. After dinner we’d fire up the consoles or her gaming PC. She destroyed me at Street Fighter but gave tips without being condescending. “You’re telegraphing your moves, Ian. Watch my hands.” We tried co-op campaigns, raided in MMOs, and even dabbled in some indie stuff she recommended. Her laugh when I raged at a boss was infectious.

One night, hunched over my laptop in the living room with a looming deadline, I groaned at a Python script that refused to behave. Gabriela wandered in from her room (the one I still hadn’t seen inside) wearing an oversized hoodie and leggings.

“Stuck?” she asked, peering over my shoulder. Her curly hair brushed my arm as she leaned in.

“Yeah. This sorting algorithm is proper winding me up.”

She pulled up a chair, took the laptop, and within ten minutes had it running smoothly. “There, you were overcomplicating the recursion. Classic first-year trap.” Her explanations were clear, patient, and way better than the lecturer’s slides. She even suggested optimisations I hadn’t thought of and pointed me to some useful libraries.

“You’re brilliant at this,” I said, genuinely impressed. “Better than half my tutors.”

She shrugged modestly, but I caught a pleased little smile. “I did a lot of it before… well, you know. Old life. Still enjoy it. Happy to help anytime.”

From then on, she became my unofficial coding tutor. We’d sit side by side on the sofa, her helping debug my assignments while we paused for quick gaming breaks. The friendship deepened fast, proper easy banter, taking the piss out of each other’s terrible aim or my northern accent when I got excited. She shared bits about her past streaming days as a lad, how she’d built an audience doing tech reviews and gameplay, and how she’d transitioned and shifted to different content now.

I adjusted quicker than I expected. The flat felt like home. Clean shared bathroom, no drama in the kitchen, and evenings that actually looked forward to rather than dreaded. Gabriela was the perfect flatmate, fun, helpful, respectful of space.

Of course, there were moments. Catching her walking around in those skimpy home clothes, the way her body moved, that subtle confidence. I’d push the thoughts down hard. She’s got a cock. Platonic. Mate. End of story. It helped. Mostly.

The relief from that realisation on move-in day kept things simple. We were building something good here, friendship, support, shared nerdery. Uni life was shaping up better than I could have hoped.

As the weeks rolled on, the little rhythms of flat life became properly comforting. Lectures in the morning, the short walk home feeling like a victory lap, then the familiar click of the front door and the welcoming vanilla scent of the flat. Gabriela was a creature of habit in the best way. She’d often be in the kitchen whipping up something quick when I got in, or already parked on the sofa with her laptop. But one habit of hers took me a while to get used to.

She smoked.

I noticed it early on. There was a faint tobacco scent in the air some mornings when I came out of my room, and once I caught a glimpse of an ashtray in her bedroom when the door was ajar. She clearly smoked indoors normally, it was her flat, after all, but she made a point of not doing it around me. I’d never been a fan of cigarettes. Back home, Dad had given up years ago after Mum put her foot down, and the smell always reminded me of stale pubs and that one uncle who coughed like a broken tractor. Proper grim.

One evening, after we’d demolished another co-op session on the PS5 and she’d just helped me fix a stubborn bit of code for my data structures module, she stretched like a cat and stood up. “Fancy a bit of fresh air? I need a smoke.”

I nodded and followed her out to the balcony. The city lights were starting to twinkle below, and the air had that cool early-autumn bite. Gabriela leaned against the railing, pulled out a slim cigarette from a sleek black packet, and lit it with a silver lighter that looked expensive. The flame illuminated her face for a moment, those sharp green eyes half-closed in satisfaction, long curly black hair catching the breeze.

She took a slow drag, then exhaled a thin, elegant stream of smoke that curled away into the night like it was part of some sophisticated film. The way she held the cigarette between her fingers, graceful and unhurried, made it look less like a dirty habit and more like an accessory. Her posture, the slight tilt of her head, the way her lips pursed around the filter, it was undeniably sexy. Confident. Almost hypnotic.

I leaned on the railing beside her, trying not to stare. “I’ve never really liked the smell of cigarettes,” I admitted. “Always thought they were rank. But you make it look proper elegant. Like some French actress in an old movie or something.”

Gabriela turned her head, a warm smile spreading across her face as she blew another perfect smoke ring. The smile reached her sharp green eyes, softening them. “It’s my flat, so I used to smoke inside without thinking,” she said with a little laugh. “But I didn’t want to make you uncomfortable on day one. I’ll keep to the balcony and my bedroom for now. Don’t want to drive my new flatmate out with the smell.”

“Cheers,” I said, genuinely appreciative. “You don’t have to change your habits for me though. It’s your place.”

She shrugged elegantly, taking another drag and exhaling slowly. “I like having you here. Worth the adjustment.” The way she said it, combined with that graceful cigarette hold and the soft glow on her face, made her look even sexier. The red sports shorts and tight top didn’t help my focus either.

We chatted while she finished it, about my latest assignment (which she’d improved by about thirty percent), her day working from home, and some ridiculous streamer drama she’d seen online. She stubbed the cigarette out neatly in the little metal ashtray she kept out there and popped a mint in her mouth.

From then on, her smoking breaks became part of our evening ritual. Sometimes I’d join her on the balcony even if I wasn’t smoking, just to chat. I’d tease her about it, “You know those things’ll kill you, right? And then who’s going to carry me through Elden Ring DLC?”, and she’d fire back with something sharp about my addiction to energy drinks. But secretly, I looked forward to those moments. Watching her light up, elegant and sexy in the glow of the balcony light, her green eyes catching mine as she laughed at my terrible jokes.

It was a strange contradiction. I still didn’t like cigarettes in general. But on Gabriela it was different. It added to her mystique, this confident, older woman who owned her flat, her body, and her habits. She wasn’t trying to be sexy; she just was. And living with that every day, knowing she was making an effort to smoke outside for my sake, tested my “platonic” resolve more than I wanted to admit.

One night, after she’d helped me debug a particularly nasty bit of code for nearly an hour, we were both knackered. She stepped out for her smoke and I followed, the balcony feeling smaller and more intimate than usual. The way she held the cigarette, the graceful tilt of her wrist, the soft glow on her face, it hit me again. Proper sexy. I had to force myself to look out at the street instead of at her.

“You alright?” she asked, noticing my quiet, that knowing smile playing on her lips again.

“Yeah, just thinking how lucky I got with this flat,” I said quickly. “You, the setup, the help with uni stuff. Could’ve been stuck in some mouldy hovel with a bunch of pissheads.”

She smiled around the cigarette, exhaling slowly. “We’re both lucky. Nice to have decent company instead of some awkward student who can’t handle sharing with a trans woman.”

The casual way she said it reminded me again of the boundary. The relief I’d felt that first day. It helped ground me. We were mates. Gaming buddies. Coding partners. The elegant, sexy smoker on the balcony was just… Gabriela. My flatmate.

Still, as we went back inside and loaded up another game, I couldn’t deny the growing comfort, and the growing attraction I kept firmly locked down. Settling in was going better than I ever could have imagined.


Chapter 6: Growing Closer

The weeks that followed move-in blurred into a comfortable routine that felt more like home than anything I’d known since leaving Mum and Dad’s. Uni lectures kept me busy during the day, algorithms, data structures, the usual first-year grind, but coming back to the flat on Maple Grove was the highlight. The short walk always ended with that satisfying click of the front door and the familiar vanilla-and-faint-tobacco scent that now meant safety and good company.

Gabriela and I were clicking in a way I hadn’t expected. What started as gaming sessions and coding help had evolved into proper friendship territory. We’d chat about anything and everything over breakfast, dinner, or those balcony smoke breaks she stuck to for my sake. She’d smile that warm, knowing smile every time I joined her outside, her long curly black hair catching the breeze as she exhaled elegantly, looking every bit the confident, sexy older woman she was. It still tested me, but the platonic boundary held. Mostly.

One rainy Thursday evening, after I’d come back soaked from campus and changed into dry joggers, we ended up on the massive sectional sofa with mugs of tea. The huge TV was off for once, and the rain pattered against the windows like background music. Gabriela was in one of her favourite home outfits, a loose black tank top and those red sports shorts that had become dangerously familiar. She tucked her legs underneath her and looked at me with those sharp green eyes.

“You know, I used to be proper into content creation,” she said casually, blowing on her tea. “Back when I was still presenting as a guy. YouTube and Twitch mostly.”

I perked up, genuinely interested. “Yeah? What kind of stuff?”

She laughed softly, that deep nasal voice warm with nostalgia. “Tech reviews, gameplay, the usual nerd shit. I had a decent following, not massive, but enough to pay some bills. I’d do live streams where I’d build PCs on camera, rage at bosses in Dark Souls, talk about new graphics cards like they were the Second Coming. Good times.”

I could picture it easily. Her sharp mind and quick wit would have translated well to streaming. “That sounds brilliant. Why’d you stop?”

Gabriela’s expression softened, a flicker of something more vulnerable crossing her face. She took a sip of tea before answering. “Transition got serious. The old channel didn’t really fit the new me. I rebranded for a bit, but eventually I moved on to… different content these days.” She gave a small, mysterious smile and shrugged, not elaborating. “Let’s just say it pays a lot better and I have more control.”

I wanted to ask more, what exactly she did now, but something in her tone told me not to push. “Fair enough. Must’ve been a big change though, going from bloke on camera to… well, this.” I gestured vaguely at her, trying not to let my eyes linger too long on her curves.

She chuckled. “You have no idea. Voice training, hormones, figuring out how to sit, stand, exist in public without getting clocked. But it was worth it. I’m happier now. More me.”

We talked for ages that night. She told funny stories from her old streaming days, the time her PC blue-screened mid-stream during a big giveaway, the chaotic charity streams where donations came with ridiculous challenges, the weirdos in chat who thought they were being subtle with their creepy messages. Her laugh filled the living room, rich and infectious, and I found myself grinning like an idiot the whole time.

Listening to her, I realised how comfortable I felt. The flat wasn’t just a place to sleep anymore, it was ours. Shared space, shared laughs, shared nerdery. I’d come home from a crap lecture knowing I could vent to her and she’d listen, maybe even help me debug whatever was winding me up that day. Evenings gaming together had become the norm. Mornings making coffee while she teased me about my bed hair. It was easy. Natural.

And yeah, I was happy. Properly happy in a way I hadn’t been since arriving in the city. No more worrying about dodgy flatmates or mouldy rooms. Just Gabriela, beautiful, clever, funny Gabriela, making this new chapter feel right.

The more time we spent together, the deeper the friendship grew. It wasn’t just surface-level gaming banter anymore, we were properly getting to know each other, the kind of easy closeness that usually takes months but felt natural with her.

A few nights later, we were deep into a Stardew Valley co-op session on the big TV. The rain had eased off, and the balcony door was cracked open so Gabriela could occasionally lean out for a quick smoke. She’d light up gracefully, exhale into the night, then come back in smelling faintly of tobacco and vanilla, that elegant smile playing on her lips every time she caught me watching her.

Between planting virtual parsnips and fighting off pixelated monsters, she opened up more about her old life.

“You should’ve seen the chat when I first started streaming as a guy,” she said, laughing as her character watered some crops. “I was this scrawny lad with bad skin and a voice that hadn’t quite settled. Called myself ‘ByteBlade’ or some cringey shit like that. People loved the chaotic energy though. I once tried to do a 24-hour charity stream and passed out at hour nineteen after drinking way too much energy drink. Woke up to thousands of dono messages asking if I was dead.”

I snorted, nearly spilling my tea. “Proper legend. Did you make decent money from it?”

“Enough to get by,” she replied, tucking a stray curl behind her ear. “But it was exhausting. Constant pressure to perform, dealing with toxic chats, the whole ‘content creator burnout’ thing. When I started transitioning, it all got complicated. I tried keeping the old audience for a while, but it didn’t feel right anymore. So I pivoted.” She paused, her sharp green eyes flicking to me with that mysterious little smile again. “Different content these days. Pays way better, gives me proper control over my time and space. That’s all I’ll say for now.”

I nodded, respecting the boundary even though my curiosity was properly piqued. “Fair play. Sounds like you’ve been through a lot. Respect for figuring it out.”

She shrugged modestly, but I could tell the compliment landed. From there the conversation flowed easily into more stories, the time her old setup caught fire during a live build (she still had the slightly singed mouse mat as a memento), the hilarious fan art people used to send her, and the weird obsession some viewers had with her terrible cooking streams. Her deep, nasal voice brought every tale to life, and her laugh never failed to make me join in.

As the weeks passed, I found myself increasingly comfortable in the flat. Coming home after a long day of lectures, I’d kick off my shoes, smell whatever she was cooking (or the faint trace of her latest balcony smoke), and feel genuinely relaxed. The shared bathroom stayed spotless, the kitchen didn’t turn into a war zone, and evenings were something to look forward to rather than endure alone.

One lazy Sunday afternoon we skipped gaming entirely and just talked for hours on the sofa. She told me about the early days of realising she was trans, the confusion, the fear, the relief when she finally started hormones. I shared my own insecurities about uni, worrying I wasn’t smart enough for the course, missing home a bit more than I’d admit. She listened without judgement, offering advice that actually helped.

“You’re doing fine, Ian,” she said softly, those smoky eyes warm. “Most freshers are winging it. You’ve got a good head on your shoulders. And you’re a decent flatmate. That counts for a lot.”

I felt a warm glow in my chest. This place, this friendship, it was working. I was properly happy here. The flat felt like a sanctuary rather than just somewhere to sleep. Even her mysterious “different content” didn’t bother me much. She was private about her work room down the hall, and I respected that. As long as the rent was paid and the vibes stayed good, I was content.

Of course, there were still those moments. When she walked around in her tight crop tops or those red sports shorts, cigarette in hand on the balcony, looking effortlessly stunning. Or when she leaned over my laptop to help with code and her long curly black hair brushed my shoulder, carrying that mix of vanilla and faint tobacco that was becoming her signature scent. I’d remind myself of the boundary, the obvious cock she had, no longer hidden once you knew to look, and push the attraction down hard. We were mates. Good mates. And that was more than enough.

But Christ, it wasn’t always easy.

One Friday evening stands out. I’d had a brutal day of lectures followed by a group project meeting that felt like herding particularly dense cats. I came home to find Gabriela already in full relaxation mode. She was on the balcony in a black scalloped crop top that hugged her large breasts and that tiny waist, paired with the usual red sports shorts. The fabric clung just enough that the subtle but unmistakable bulge at the front was visible if you looked, which I tried very hard not to. She had a cigarette between her fingers, exhaling slowly into the cooling evening air, her sharp green eyes half-lidded in that sexy, content way she had.

I joined her, leaning on the railing. “Rough one?” she asked, offering me one of her mints after she finished the smoke.

“Yeah. Group work is the worst. Feels like I’m doing ninety percent while the others send memes in the chat.”

She laughed, that rich, deep sound I was getting properly addicted to. “Welcome to uni, love. I had the same when I was doing bits of coding streams back in the day. Half the chat would be proper helpful, the other half just spamming PogChamp and asking for feet pics.”

We stayed out there longer than usual. She told me more stories from her male streaming days, the absolute chaos of trying to hide her emerging femininity on camera, the voice changer she used at first that made her sound like a dodgy robot, the relief when she finally came out to her small but loyal audience. Some stuck around, some didn’t. She spoke about it with a mix of fondness and quiet strength that made me admire her even more.

“Different content these days,” she said again when I gently probed, blowing one last elegant smoke ring. “More… personal. But it works for me.” That mysterious little smile appeared, and she changed the subject smoothly back to my group project drama.

Inside, we ordered Thai food and settled on the sofa for another gaming session. As she leaned across me to grab the spare controller, her curls brushed my arm and her chest pressed lightly against my shoulder for a second. I felt that familiar jolt, heat, attraction, the whole mess, before mentally slamming the door shut. She’s got a cock, Ian. You’re straight. Platonic. Remember the relief you felt that first day?

It worked. Mostly. The boundary was there, solid and reassuring. Knowing she still had that part of her made it safer somehow. I wasn’t going to fall head over heels for a woman who wasn’t fully… well, the kind I’d always gone for. We could be close without it tipping into dangerous territory. Or so I told myself.

The comfort in the flat kept growing. I’d wake up, make coffee for us both, and we’d chat about random shit while she helped me with whatever assignment was due. Her coding knowledge was genuinely impressive, she’d point out elegant solutions I’d never have spotted, explaining things in a way that actually stuck. “You’re teaching me more than the lecturers,” I told her one night, and the pleased flush on her cheeks was worth it.

Evenings often ended the same way: gaming until our eyes were sore, then a final balcony smoke for her while we debriefed the day. I’d watch her sometimes, the graceful way she held the cigarette, the confident tilt of her head, the way the smoke curled around her curls like some elegant ritual, and feel that pull. But then I’d glance down, spot the reality in those tight shorts, and the feeling would settle back into safe, friendly appreciation.

I was happy. Properly, deeply happy in this flat. The friendship with Gabriela had become one of the best parts of uni life. No drama, no awkwardness, just easy companionship, shared laughs, and someone who got the nerdy side of me. The mysterious “different content” she made was none of my business. As long as we kept things like this, I couldn’t imagine a better setup.

Little did I know how much that comfort was about to be tested.


Chapter 7: First Stirrings

As the weeks turned into a couple of months, the easy comfort of living with Gabriela started to shift in ways I hadn’t expected. What had been safe, platonic vibes began to get… complicated. It was subtle at first, but once I noticed, I couldn’t un-notice it.

Gabriela had always been comfortable in her own home, but lately she seemed to be dialling up the comfort level. The reliable red sports shorts were gradually replaced by sexier, softer things. Lacy little shorts that barely covered the curve of her arse, delicate fabrics that clung in all the right (and dangerous) places. Then came the girlie pyjamas, satin babydolls and silky camisoles with matching shorts that shimmered under the living room lights. She’d wander out after a shower or while getting ready for bed looking like something from a late-night fantasy, her long curly black hair loose and tousled, smoky makeup still on from the day.

And then there was the obvious bulge.

In those satin pyjamas especially, her huge cock wasn’t hidden at all. It swung freely underneath the thin, slippery fabric as she moved, heavy, unmistakable, occasionally brushing against her thigh when she reached for something on a high shelf or bent to pick up a controller. The outline was impossible to ignore once your eyes went there. She wasn’t flaunting it, exactly. Just… existing. Completely at ease in her body.

I tried not to look. I really did.

One Thursday night I came home from a late seminar to find her on the sofa in a baby-pink satin camisole and matching shorts. The top was low-cut, showing off her large breasts and that tiny waist, while the shorts rode up just enough to make the heavy swing of her cock clearly visible as she shifted position. She smiled up at me, sharp green eyes warm.

“Long day? I saved you some curry. It’s in the fridge.”

“Cheers,” I mumbled, forcing my gaze to the TV instead of the hypnotic movement between her legs. My face felt hot. Platonic, Ian. She’s got a cock. That’s the safety line, remember?

But that night, lying in my wrought-iron bed with the lights off, the image wouldn’t leave me. The way the satin had slid over her skin. The confident, casual way she carried herself. Those full breasts, that tiny waist, the long curly hair… and that huge, swinging cock underneath it all. The contrast was doing weird things to my head.

My hand drifted under the duvet almost without thinking.

I told myself it was just a one-off. Just relieving some stress. But as I stroked myself, my mind filled with fantasies of her. Gabriela stepping closer in those satin pyjamas, the fabric whispering against her thighs. Her deep, nasal voice murmuring something teasing. Those sharp green eyes looking down at me as she…

I came hard, biting my lip to stay quiet, the release intense and sudden.

Then came the post-nut clarity. Like a bucket of cold water straight to the face.

What the fuck are you doing, Ian? I lay there staring at the ceiling, heart still pounding, shame creeping in. She’s your flatmate. Your friend. The one who helps you with coding and makes you laugh every night. And you’re wanking over her like some horny teenager? She trusted you to be cool with the trans thing. This is exactly the creepy shit she probably worries about.

I cleaned up quickly, feeling guilty and stupid. It was just a one-time thing, I told myself. Tomorrow I’d be normal again.

A few nights later the tension ramped up without warning.

We’d decided on some one-on-one Street Fighter after dinner, proper competitive shit, best of five, with the loser making the tea for the rest of the evening. Gabriela was in a particularly dangerous mood, wearing a slinky black satin camisole that clung to her large breasts and a pair of matching satin shorts that were even shorter and looser than usual. The fabric was slippery and thin, shifting with every movement she made on the sofa.

We were both properly into it. Trash talk flying, controllers clicking furiously, the massive TV lighting up the living room with bright special effects. She was laughing, leaning forward, her long curly black hair bouncing as she pulled off a perfect combo.

“Yes! Eat that, you northern scrub!” she crowed in her deep, nasal voice, clearly buzzing.

“Oi, rematch! That was pure luck!” I shot back, grinning like an idiot, adrenaline pumping. The game had us both hyped, shouting, leaning into each other, the competitive energy crackling between us.

Then it happened.

She shifted forward aggressively to pull off a big move, legs spreading slightly on the sofa. The loose satin shorts rode up and one side gaped open. Her huge cock slipped free, thick and heavy, hanging there openly for a few seconds as she focused on the screen. It swung gently with her excited movements, semi-hard from the adrenaline of the match, the smooth skin catching the glow from the TV. She didn’t even notice straight away, too locked into the game.

My brain blue-screened.

I stared. I couldn’t help it. The contrast was insane, her gorgeous feminine body in that sexy black satin, large breasts heaving with excitement, tiny waist, those sharp green eyes locked on the screen… and that massive, thick cock just hanging out, heavy and real. The image burned itself into my mind.

“Gotcha!” she yelled triumphantly as she landed the finishing move. My character collapsed on screen. I’d been completely distracted and lost the round badly.

Gabriela punched the air, then finally glanced down and noticed. “Ah, shit,” she muttered with a casual laugh, tucking herself back into the shorts with zero embarrassment. “These things are too loose. Sorry about that.”

“No worries,” I croaked, my face burning. My voice came out higher than normal.

She destroyed me in the next two rounds too. I couldn’t concentrate for shit. Every time she moved, my eyes kept flicking down, remembering that thick, swinging length. I made excuses about being tired and threw the last match on purpose just to end it.

“Ha! Tea-making duty for a week, loser,” she teased, poking me in the ribs with her controller. Her smile was bright and playful, completely unaware of the storm in my head.

“Yeah, yeah… fair play,” I mumbled. “I’m gonna… head to bed early. Long day tomorrow.”

I practically fled to my room, heart hammering. The image wouldn’t leave me, that huge cock slipping out so casually while she was laughing and playing. The way it looked against the black satin. The confidence in how she just tucked it away like it was nothing.

I locked my door, killed the lights, and got into bed. My hand was already wrapped around my own cock before I could talk myself out of it.

I stroked furiously, replaying the moment on loop. Gabriela in that satin outfit, cock hanging heavy and free, her sharp green eyes sparkling with competitive joy. In my fantasy she noticed me staring, smirked, and slowly spread her legs wider, letting it swing fully…

I came embarrassingly fast, biting my pillow to stay quiet as waves of pleasure hit me. For those few seconds it felt incredible.

Then the post-nut clarity slammed in like a freight train.

I lay there panting, staring at the ceiling in shame. You absolute fucking idiot, Ian. She was your friend. Your cool, helpful flatmate who trusted you. And you’re in here wanking over her cock slipping out like some desperate perv? What the hell is wrong with you?

I cleaned up quickly, feeling dirty and guilty. This had to stop. Tomorrow I’d be normal. I’d look at her face, not… anywhere else. We were mates. Platonic. That was the deal.

But as I tried to fall asleep, the image kept flickering behind my eyes. And deep down, I already knew it wouldn’t be that easy to forget.

However, over time, the occasional slips and fleeting glances turned into something deeper. What started as guilty wanks and post-nut panic slowly evolved into proper feelings. I wasn’t just attracted to how she looked anymore, I was falling for her. The way she laughed at my terrible jokes, the patience when she explained complex code, the confident way she carried herself in her own home. Gabriela wasn’t just my hot flatmate. She was becoming someone I genuinely cared about. Someone I looked forward to seeing every single day.

The nights got worse.

One particular evening after a long week, we’d stayed up late gaming and chatting on the sofa. She was in a soft baby-blue satin babydoll nightie that barely reached mid-thigh, the thin material doing nothing to hide the heavy swing of her huge cock underneath. We’d been laughing about something stupid when she stretched, the nightie riding up, and I caught myself staring again. She noticed but just gave me that knowing little smirk and said goodnight, sauntering off to her room with her curls bouncing.

I lasted about twenty minutes in bed before my hand was under the duvet again.

This time the fantasy was more vivid. More dangerous.

In my mind, Gabriela didn’t just slip back into her room. She knocked softly on my door, then entered wearing that same blue satin nightie, the fabric whispering against her skin. “Can’t sleep either?” she’d murmur in that deep, smoky voice. She’d climb onto my wrought-iron bed, straddling me slowly, her large breasts pressing against the thin material as she leaned down. Her long curly black hair would fall around us like a curtain, those sharp green eyes locking onto mine with playful heat.

“You’ve been looking at me a lot lately, Ian,” dream-Gabriela would whisper, her hand sliding down my chest. “I don’t mind. In fact… I like it.” She’d grind against me gently, her huge cock, thick and heavy, rubbing against my thigh through the satin. Then she’d kiss me, deep, confident, tasting faintly of mint and cigarettes. Her fingers would wrap around me, stroking slowly while she teased me with that seductive smile. “Let me take care of you tonight…”

I came hard to the fantasy, imagining her whispering filthy encouragement in my ear, her body moving against mine, that mix of feminine beauty and unmistakable masculinity driving me wild. The orgasm was intense, almost guiltily satisfying.

Then the clarity hit. Again.

I lay there afterwards, sticky and ashamed, staring at the ceiling as my heart rate slowly returned to normal. You’re a fucking idiot, Ian. Proper feelings now? For your trans flatmate? She’s been nothing but sound to you, helping with your assignments, making you laugh, trusting you not to be weird about her body, and here you are, turning her into wank material. Imagining her seducing you like some porn scenario.

I felt like shit. This wasn’t just horny relief anymore. These were proper feelings creeping in. I liked her voice, her laugh, her mind, the way she made the flat feel like home. And that terrified me. Because no matter how much I told myself the “she has a cock” boundary would keep things safe, it was starting to do the opposite. It was making everything more confusing, more intense.

I cleaned up, changed my boxers, and tried to push it all down. Tomorrow I’d be normal. I’d look her in the eyes, banter like mates, and keep my thoughts locked away where they belonged. She deserved better than me perving on her every night.


Chapter 8: Playful Warnings

The flirtatious tension that had been quietly simmering between us finally decided to show its face one unassuming Tuesday evening. I’d had a long, soul-crushing day of lectures, back-to-back theory sessions that felt like they were designed to melt brains, and all I wanted was to collapse on the sofa, maybe lose myself in a few rounds of something mindless on the PS5. I pushed open the front door, kicked off my trainers, and wandered into the living room still half in a daze.

And there she was.

Gabriela was sprawled across the massive sectional sofa like she was posing for a photoshoot she didn’t know existed. She wore a tight scarlet crop top that hugged her large breasts perfectly and showed off that impossibly tiny waist, paired with tiny black lacy shorts that were more decoration than clothing. The delicate lace clung to her skin, riding up slightly as she lounged, leaving the heavy, unmistakable outline of her cock resting thickly against one thigh. Her long curly black hair was loose and wild, cascading over the cushions, and she was absent-mindedly scrolling on her phone with one hand while the other rested lazily on her bare stomach.

I stopped dead in the doorway. My eyes betrayed me completely, tracing the curve of her breasts, the smooth expanse of skin between top and shorts, then inevitably dropping lower to where that heavy bulge shifted slightly as she adjusted her position. I couldn’t look away fast enough.

Gabriela glanced up and caught me red-handed. Her sharp green eyes, framed by that signature smoky makeup, locked onto mine. For a split second there was surprise, then pure amusement. A slow, knowing smirk spread across her full lips.

“Oi, Ian,” she drawled in that deep, slightly nasal voice, rich with teasing. She raised one perfectly arched eyebrow. “You keep looking at me like that and you might never turn back, you know.”

My face instantly went nuclear. Heat rushed up my neck and into my cheeks. “I wasn’t... I mean, shit, sorry. I wasn’t staring, I just… walked in and you were… there.” The words tumbled out like a complete idiot’s. Smooth, Ian. Really smooth.

She let out a low, throaty laugh that sent a shiver down my spine. Sitting up properly, she swung her legs off the sofa, the movement making her cock shift noticeably under the thin lace. She didn’t bother adjusting it. “Relax, love. I’m only messing with you.” Her tone was light and playful, but there was a wicked glint in those green eyes. “But seriously… careful where your eyes go wandering. Some doors are a lot easier to open than they are to close again.” She winked, slow and deliberate, then stretched languidly, arching her back in a way that made her crop top ride up even more.

The flirtatious tension that had been building for weeks was suddenly right there in the open, crackling between us like static electricity. Outwardly, we were still just mates, the same easy banter, the same gaming sessions, the same coding help over cups of tea. But that little warning hung in the air, half-joke, half-something-else. Something that made my stomach tighten and my pulse quicken.

I mumbled some excuse about needing a glass of water and practically fled into the kitchen, heart hammering against my ribs. I could still hear her soft chuckling behind me. Don’t look too long or you might never turn back. The words looped in my head on repeat. Was she actually warning me? Or just enjoying watching me squirm?

Later that evening, after we’d shared a takeaway and the initial awkwardness had faded back into our usual comfortable rhythm, Gabriela stood up and stretched again. “Fancy joining me for some fresh air? I’m gasping for a smoke.”

I nodded, glad for the excuse to be outside where the cool night air might clear my head. We stepped onto the balcony together. The city lights glittered below, and there was a gentle breeze that tugged at her curls. Gabriela pulled out her sleek black packet, lit a cigarette with that elegant, practised flick of her silver lighter, and took a long, slow drag. The smoke curled gracefully from her lips as she exhaled, making her look ridiculously sexy in the soft balcony light.

Then, to my surprise, she held the pack out towards me with a mischievous grin.

“Want one? First one’s free for flustered flatmates.”

I shook my head quickly, laughing nervously. “Nah, I’m alright. Never really got into cigarettes.”

She didn’t pull the pack back straight away. Instead, she tilted her head, studying me with those sharp green eyes while she took another elegant drag. The smoke drifted between us.

“You sure?” she asked, her smirk deepening. “You look like you could really use one right now. All tense and needy-looking. Might help you relax.”

The way she said “needy” sent another jolt through me. I declined again, trying to play it cool, but my voice came out a bit rougher than I intended. We chatted about normal stuff, my brutal day, her latest work (still vague about the details), and some upcoming game releases, but the flirtatious undercurrent from earlier refused to disappear. Every time our eyes met, I remembered her playful warning. Every time she brought the cigarette to her lips, graceful and confident, I felt that dangerous pull.

By the time we went back inside, the air between us felt thicker. We were still friends. Still bantering like nothing had changed.

But something definitely had.

The weather turned proper miserable over the next few days, grey skies, constant drizzle, and that biting autumn wind that made being outside feel like a punishment. Gabriela’s usual balcony ritual became less appealing. One particularly stormy evening, after we’d finished eating and were settling in for some gaming, she glanced at the rain lashing against the windows and sighed.

“Sod this,” she muttered. “I’m not standing out there getting soaked tonight. I’ll smoke indoors for a change. You don’t mind, do you?”

It was her flat, after all. I shrugged, trying to sound casual. “Nah, it’s fine. Your place, your rules.”

She smiled gratefully and fetched an ashtray from her room, placing it on the coffee table. She was wearing another dangerous outfit tonight, a soft lavender satin camisole and matching tiny shorts that left her long legs and that heavy bulge on full display. She lit up right there on the sofa, taking a deep, satisfied drag and exhaling slowly towards the ceiling.

The scent of tobacco filled the living room, mixing with her usual vanilla warmth. It wasn’t as bad as I’d expected. Especially not when it was attached to her.

“Last chance,” she said, holding the pack out again with a playful grin. “Proper tempting weather for a first cigarette, don’t you think?”

“I’m good,” I replied, shaking my head. “Still not my thing.”

Gabriela’s sharp green eyes sparkled with mischief. She took another long drag, then leaned forward suddenly and blew a thick cloud of smoke directly into my face. The warm, hazy smoke enveloped me for a moment. She pulled back and burst out laughing at my surprised expression, that rich, throaty laugh that always did funny things to my stomach.

“Oi!” I protested, coughing lightly and waving the smoke away. “What was that for?”

She was still grinning, looking far too pleased with herself. “You just looked like you needed loosening up. All tense and serious again.”

I narrowed my eyes at her, trying to ignore how sexy she looked with the cigarette between her fingers. “You’re trying to put me off my game, aren’t you? Proper sabotage.”

“Maybe,” she said with a wink, taking another slow inhale. The tip of the cigarette glowed bright orange. Then she leaned in close, much closer than necessary, her long curly black hair falling forward and her large breasts nearly brushing my arm. Her deep, nasal voice dropped to a husky whisper.

“Open.”

I don’t know why I did it. Maybe it was the surprise, maybe it was the flirtatious tension that had been building since her warning the other night, but without thinking I parted my lips slightly.

Gabriela’s smirk widened. She inhaled deeply, then leaned right in until her face was inches from mine and blew the smoke smoothly, directly into my open mouth. The warm, intimate haze filled my lungs. I could taste the tobacco on my tongue, mixed with the faint mint from her earlier breath. For a second our eyes locked, hers smoky and amused, mine wide with shock and something else I didn’t want to name.

She pulled back slowly, still grinning like the cat that got the cream. “There. Not so bad, is it?”

I coughed again, my heart hammering and my face burning. The closeness, the direct shot of smoke, the playful dominance in that simple command… it had done something to me. My shorts suddenly felt tighter. The flirtatious tension was no longer subtle, it was thick enough to cut with a knife.

“You’re dangerous, you know that?” I muttered, trying to play it off with a laugh.

Gabriela just took another drag and blew a perfect smoke ring towards the ceiling, looking far too satisfied. “Only when I want to be. Now, are you going to keep denying yourself things that feel good… or are you finally going to relax?”

The question hung in the air between us, heavy with double meaning. We were still outwardly just friends, still bantering like normal flatmates. But the line was blurring more every day. And as I sat there tasting her smoke on my lips, I wasn’t sure how much longer I could pretend it wasn’t affecting me.

Over the next several days, the pattern became almost ritualistic.

Whenever Gabriela caught me with “that needy look”, which seemed to happen more often than I cared to admit, she’d get this knowing little smirk, stand up gracefully, and say, “Come on, you. I need a smoke. You’re coming with me.”

The first time after the indoor incident was the next evening. I’d been staring again while she was cooking in the kitchen, wearing a loose satin slip that did nothing to hide the heavy swing of her cock underneath. She turned around, caught me, and raised an eyebrow.

“Balcony. Now. You look like you’re about to combust.”

I followed her out like a well-trained puppy. The rain had eased slightly, but it was still damp and chilly. She lit up, took a luxurious drag, and offered me the pack again.

“Last chance to join the dark side.”

“No thanks,” I said, a bit more firmly this time, though my voice wavered.

She just grinned, stepped closer, and blew another slow stream of smoke across my face. “Suit yourself. But you’re missing out on all sorts of fun.”

The second time was two days later. We were gaming again, me trying (and failing) to focus while she wore a sheer black babydoll top and tiny matching shorts. Her cock was half-hard from sitting cross-legged, clearly visible. I got lost staring during a loading screen. She noticed immediately.

“Smoke break, needy boy,” she teased, pausing the game and grabbing my wrist lightly to pull me up. On the balcony she offered the cigarette again. When I declined, she laughed softly, took a deep drag, and leaned in close like before.

“Open.”

I hesitated for half a second… then obeyed. She blew the warm smoke directly into my mouth again, her sharp green eyes locked on mine the whole time. The intimacy of it made my head spin. She was so close I could smell her vanilla scent mixed with the tobacco, feel the heat of her body.

“You’re getting better at that,” she murmured, pulling back with a satisfied smirk. “Still pretending you don’t like it?”

The third time, it happened in the middle of the day. I came home early from a cancelled lecture and found her working on her laptop in the living room wearing nothing but a red satin robe that kept falling open at the front. She caught me glancing at the generous view of her cleavage and the way her cock rested against her thigh.

“Needy eyes again,” she said without even looking up properly. “Balcony. Come keep me company.”

This time when she offered the cigarette and I said no, she didn’t blow it in my face right away. Instead, she took a long drag, stepped right up close until her breasts were nearly brushing my chest, and whispered, “Open wide this time.”

I did. She exhaled deeply, filling my mouth and lungs with smoke while maintaining eye contact. The flirtatious tension was thick enough to choke on. My cock was straining in my jeans and I was certain she could tell.

“You know,” she said softly as the smoke cleared, “if you keep looking at me like that, I might stop warning you altogether.”

We were still outwardly just friends. We laughed, bantered, gamed, and she continued helping me with uni work like nothing had changed. But these smoke breaks had become something else entirely, charged, teasing, and increasingly intimate. Every time she caught me staring, she’d summon me to the balcony (or indoors if the weather was bad), offer the cigarette I always declined, and then reward (or punish) me with that intimate smoke play.

And every single time, I went with her.

The warnings had started as jokes. Now they felt like invitations.

I was in dangerous territory, and the scariest part was how much I was starting to enjoy it.


Chapter 9: Curiosity Awakens

The flirtatious smoke breaks and playful warnings had been going on for over a week now, and my curiosity about Gabriela’s mysterious “different content” had been quietly festering in the back of my mind like an unsolved side quest. She’d mentioned it a few times, how she used to stream as a guy, but now made something else that paid way better and gave her control. Every time I tried to gently probe, she’d deflect with a teasing smile and change the subject.

One rainy Thursday evening, after she’d helped me debug a nightmare of an assignment and we were relaxing on the sofa, I finally worked up the courage.

I watched her light a cigarette indoors (the weather was still shite), exhale elegantly, and then turned to her.

“So… I’ve been thinking,” I started, trying to sound casual even though my heart was thumping. “You’ve mentioned a few times that you make different content these days. What is it exactly? Like, YouTube still? OnlyFans? Tech stuff?”

Gabriela paused mid-drag, her sharp green eyes flicking to me with clear amusement. She took her time exhaling a slow stream of smoke towards the ceiling, then turned fully towards me on the sofa. The satin camisole she was wearing shifted, drawing my eyes for a second before I forced them back up.

“Oh, Ian,” she said, her deep nasal voice warm but teasing. “You really don’t want to know, trust me.”

“I do, though,” I pressed, leaning forward. “You’ve got me properly curious now. Come on, what is it?”

She studied me for a long moment, that knowing smirk playing on her lips. Then she took another drag and leaned in closer, blowing a gentle puff of smoke across my face.

“Tell you what,” she said softly. “I’ll make you a deal. If you can guess correctly what I do, I’ll show you everything. My work room, the whole thing. But if you get it wrong…” She shrugged elegantly. “I get to keep teasing you about it.”

The challenge hung in the air, heavy with possibility. My pulse quickened. This felt like stepping into something I might not be ready for, but the mystery had hooked me.

“Deal,” I said before I could overthink it.

Gabriela’s smile widened, sharp and predatory. “Good boy. Let the guessing game begin.”

Over the next couple of weeks, the guessing game became a running joke between us, one that Gabriela clearly enjoyed far more than I did.

It started innocently enough. The day after our deal, while we were eating dinner on the sofa, I threw out my first attempt.

“OnlyFans?” I said confidently. “You do sexy modelling or something?”

Gabriela nearly choked on her wine. She set the glass down, laughing that rich, throaty laugh, then leaned forward and blew a slow stream of cigarette smoke directly into my face.

“Wrong,” she purred. “Way off. But I like where your mind’s going.”

A few days later, during a smoke break on the balcony, I tried again.

“ASMR? Whisper videos? You’ve got the voice for it.”

She stepped closer, her satin robe slipping open just enough to show the heavy curve of her cock, and exhaled smoke across my lips.

“Cold,” she whispered, eyes sparkling. “Try harder, Ian.”

The guesses kept coming, each one worse than the last, and each one met with her playful punishment of smoke in my face or a teasing brush of her body against mine.

One evening I guessed: “Fitness influencer? You’ve got the body for it.”

She laughed so hard she had to stub out her cigarette. “Darling, I barely exercise. Try again.”

Another night, while she was helping me with code and leaning over my shoulder (her curls brushing my neck and her breasts pressing lightly against my back), I threw out: “Gaming content again? But… more adult?”

“Wrong again,” she murmured right next to my ear, then blew a thin stream of smoke across the side of my face. “You’re adorable when you’re wrong.”

The flirtatious tension was ramping up with every incorrect guess. She started wearing even more revealing outfits around the flat, sheer babydolls, tiny lace sets, satin pieces that left nothing to the imagination, almost like she was rewarding my curiosity with more visual torment. Every time she caught me staring (which was constantly), she’d summon me for a smoke break and make me guess again.

One stormy afternoon I was particularly bold.

“Cam girl? Solo stuff?”

Gabriela’s sharp green eyes lit up with amusement. She was sitting cross-legged on the sofa in a short red satin robe, her huge cock resting thickly against her thigh, clearly visible. She took a long drag, then leaned in extremely close until our faces were inches apart.

“Not quite,” she whispered, then commanded softly, “Open.”

I obeyed without thinking. She exhaled the smoke directly into my mouth, holding the moment longer than usual. Her lips were so close I could almost taste them.

“You’re getting warmer,” she said, pulling back with a satisfied smirk, “but still nowhere near the truth.”

By the end of the second week, I was running out of ideas and my imagination was running wild. The constant teasing, the smoke play, the way she’d brush against me or let her cock “accidentally” slip into view, it was all driving me slowly mad. I was wanking almost every night to increasingly detailed fantasies of her, then hating myself for it afterwards.

Then came the evening that changed everything.

We were on the sofa after a long gaming session. Gabriela was in a black lace bodysuit that hugged every curve, her cock hanging heavy and obvious. She lit a cigarette indoors and looked at me expectantly.

“Last guess for tonight?” she asked, blowing smoke lazily towards me.

I stared at her for a long moment, the dominant way she held herself, the confidence, the control she had over our little games, and something clicked.

“Financial dominatrix?” I said slowly. “Online findom? You… dominate guys for money?”

Gabriela froze mid-drag. Her sharp green eyes widened slightly, then narrowed with dark amusement. She exhaled slowly, studying me like she was seeing me properly for the first time.

“Well, well,” she murmured, a dangerous smile spreading across her lips. “That’s… partially correct. It’s more in-depth than that. Much more.” She took another drag and leaned in close, blowing the smoke directly into my face.

“But you’re close enough, Ian. Very close.”

The air between us felt electric. She held my gaze, her expression shifting from playful teasing to something deeper, more intense.

“Want me to show you?” she asked softly.

My heart hammered in my chest. I was standing right on the edge of something I didn’t fully understand.

And I was about to jump.


Chapter 10: The Dungeon Revealed

The tension in the living room was thick enough to taste. Gabriela’s sharp green eyes stayed locked on mine, that dangerous, satisfied smile playing on her lips as she waited for my answer.

“Yeah,” I said finally, my voice barely more than a rasp. “Show me.”

She didn’t say another word. She simply rose from the sofa with that effortless grace, her satin robe whispering against her skin, and extended her hand. I took it. Her grip was warm and confident as she led me down the hallway to the mysterious locked door I had always wondered about.

Gabriela reached into the pocket of her robe, produced a small silver key, and slid it into the lock with a soft click. The door swung open, and she flicked on the lights.

Red and black.

The room was bathed in deep crimson LED strips mixed with black accents, creating an atmosphere that was both luxurious and intimidating. It was a fully equipped dungeon. A large padded bondage bench with heavy leather restraints dominated the centre. Against one wall stood a tall St. Andrew’s cross made of dark wood and polished metal. Chains and hooks hung from the ceiling at strategic points. One entire wall was covered in a floor-to-ceiling mirror, reflecting the scene back at us. Professional cameras on sturdy tripods were positioned at multiple angles, some high, some low, clearly set up for filming. In the corner sat an imposing black throne chair with ornate details. Shelves and racks displayed an overwhelming collection of BDSM equipment: paddles, crops, floggers, shiny latex outfits, collars, cuffs, chastity devices, and dozens of other items I didn’t even have names for. The air carried a faint scent of leather, polish, and something faintly sweet.

I stepped inside slowly, eyes wide, trying to take it all in. This wasn’t some half-arsed hobby setup. This was professional. Purpose-built.

Gabriela walked into the centre of the room and turned to face me, completely at ease in her domain. The satin robe clung to her curves, her large breasts rising and falling gently, her huge cock hanging heavy and obvious beneath the thin fabric.

“This is where I work,” she said, her deep, nasal voice calm and matter-of-fact. “My real office. I specialise in financial domination… but with a very particular theme. I take so-called ‘straight’ men, the ones who swear they’re 100% hetero, and playfully turn them into sissies on camera. Bit by bit. Dressing them up, breaking down their ego, making them beg, making them admit what they really crave deep down. It’s all fantasy play, of course. All performance. But my subscribers love it. They pay very, very well for the transformation.”

She gestured around the room with one elegant hand. “Everything you see here is for content. The cameras, the furniture, the toys… it’s all part of the show. Some guys just want light teasing. Others want full sissy training, makeup, lingerie, chastity, the works. I give them what they secretly need.”

I stood there, heart pounding, trying to reconcile the cool, helpful gamer flatmate who helped me with Python scripts with the dominant woman standing confidently in this red-and-black dungeon.

“So…” I swallowed. “You turn straight men gay?”

Gabriela let out a soft, amused laugh and shook her head.

“No, sweetheart. Sexuality doesn’t work like that. It’s not about making them gay. It’s about stripping away the rigid ‘straight man’ identity for a little while. Letting them explore submission, femininity, surrender. Most of them go back to their normal lives afterwards… though some discover they like it more than they expected.”

She stepped closer, her sharp green eyes studying my face carefully.

“Still want to know what real domination feels like?” she asked softly. “You can look it up online later if you’re curious. But if you want a simple, live demonstration…”

Her voice dropped into that low, commanding tone that always made my stomach flip.

Her voice dropped into that low, commanding tone that always made my stomach flip.

“Kneel.”

The word hit me like a switch. My knees bent almost automatically, and I sank down onto the soft black carpet in front of her. The red LED lights cast everything in a surreal, dominant glow. I looked up at Gabriela, heart hammering so hard I could hear it in my ears.

She smiled, slow, pleased, and utterly in control. “Good boy.”

She reached for a fresh cigarette from a pack on a nearby shelf, lit it with her silver lighter, and took a long, luxurious drag. The tip glowed bright orange in the crimson light. She stepped closer until she was towering over me, her huge cock hanging heavily just inches from my face beneath the thin satin robe.

“Open your mouth, Ian.”

I parted my lips without hesitation.

Gabriela leaned down slightly and blew a thick, warm stream of smoke directly into my open mouth. Before I could exhale, she pressed a single finger gently but firmly against my lips, sealing them shut.

“Inhale.”

I breathed in deeply. The smoke flooded my lungs. I immediately started coughing, eyes watering, the unfamiliar burn making my chest tighten.

Gabriela chuckled softly, clearly enjoying my reaction. She took another slow drag from the cigarette, then placed it between my lips herself, holding it steady.

“Inhale,” she said again, her voice soft but undeniably firm. “Slowly this time. That’s it… good boy.”

I obeyed, drawing the smoke into my lungs as she watched me intently with those sharp green eyes. She kept the cigarette at my mouth, feeding it to me drag after drag. I coughed several times, but I never pulled away. The room grew hazier with smoke, my head started to feel light, and my cock was straining painfully hard in my trousers.

We finished the entire cigarette like that, her controlling every breath, me kneeling obediently and inhaling on command.

When it was done, she stubbed it out and immediately lit another one.

“Again,” she murmured, almost tenderly. “We’re not finished yet.”

The second cigarette followed the same ritual. She blew smoke into my mouth, sealed my lips with her finger, then held the cigarette for me as I inhaled deeply on her command. My eyes were watering, my throat felt raw, but I kept going. Every time she said “inhale,” I did it without question. The intimacy of the act, the power in her voice, the way she looked down at me with such satisfied dominance, it was overwhelming.

By the time the second cigarette was finished, I was breathing heavily, my head spinning from the nicotine and the sheer intensity of the moment.

Gabriela tilted my chin up with one finger so I was forced to meet her eyes.

“Why… why are you making me smoke?” I asked hoarsely, my voice rough and raspy from the tobacco.

She smiled sweetly, stroking my cheek with her thumb in an almost affectionate gesture.

“It isn’t really about the smoking, sweetheart,” she whispered, her deep voice warm and intimate. “It’s about you being willing to sacrifice your health… just because I told you to. That’s the real thrill.”

She let the words sink in, still holding my chin, her sharp green eyes boring into mine with quiet intensity.

The dungeon felt smaller. Hotter. More dangerous.

Gabriela kept her finger under my chin, holding my gaze. The red LEDs cast long shadows across her face, making her sharp green eyes look even more intense. The taste of smoke still lingered thickly on my tongue, my throat felt raw, and my head was spinning from the nicotine and the sheer intensity of kneeling there for her.

She studied me for a long moment, almost tenderly.

“So…” she said softly, her deep, nasal voice gentle now. “How do you feel about all this, Ian?”

I stayed on my knees, looking up at her. My heart was still racing. My cock was painfully hard. My mind felt like it had been scrambled.

“I… I don’t know,” I admitted honestly, my voice hoarse. “It’s intense. The room, the cameras, what you do… and what you just did to me. I feel… overwhelmed. A bit scared. But also…” I swallowed. “Turned on. Really turned on. And kind of… safe? Which is weird, right?”

Gabriela smiled, not her usual teasing smirk, but something warmer, almost proud. She stroked my cheek with her thumb again, then offered me her hand to help me up. My legs felt shaky as I stood.

“That’s a very honest answer,” she said. “Most men lie and say they’re fine, or they get defensive. You’re doing better than you think.”

She gave the room one last sweeping glance, almost like she was checking that everything was in its place, then gently guided me back towards the door. As we stepped out into the normal, brightly lit hallway, the contrast was jarring. The red-and-black dungeon felt like another world. Here it was just our regular flat, the vanilla scent, the huge TV visible in the living room, the everyday normalcy.

Gabriela closed the door behind us and locked it again with a soft click. The sound felt strangely final.

She turned to me, still in her satin robe, looking as confident and beautiful as ever. “You can ask me anything you want about it. No secrets now that you’ve seen the room. But only if you actually want to know. Some things… once you learn them, you can’t unlearn.”

I nodded, still trying to process everything. My head felt fuzzy from the smoke, and my body was buzzing with leftover adrenaline and arousal.

We walked back into the living room in silence. Gabriela sat on the sofa and patted the spot next to her. I sat down, suddenly very aware of how normal everything looked again, like we hadn’t just spent the last twenty minutes in a fully equipped BDSM dungeon where she fed me cigarettes while I knelt for her.

She looked at me sideways, a small smile playing on her lips.

“So,” she asked again, softer this time, “honestly… how are you feeling right now?”

I let out a shaky breath and ran a hand through my hair.

“Like my brain just got rewired,” I admitted. “Part of me wants to pretend none of that just happened. Another part… wants to go back in there. And I don’t know what to do with that.”

Gabriela didn’t laugh. She simply reached over and squeezed my hand once, gently.

“That’s okay,” she said. “You don’t have to figure it all out tonight.”

The dungeon door was closed again. Locked.

But something between us had been opened wide, and neither of us seemed in any hurry to close it.


Chapter 11: Late-Night Discovery

That night, sleep was impossible.

I lay in my wrought-iron bed staring at the ceiling for what felt like hours, the red glow of the dungeon still burned into my mind. The taste of Gabriela’s smoke lingered on my tongue. The image of her standing over me, feeding me cigarettes while I knelt obediently, refused to fade. My cock kept twitching every time I replayed her soft but firm command: “Inhale.”

Eventually I gave up trying to sleep. I grabbed my laptop, plugged in my headphones, and opened a private browsing tab. My fingers hovered over the keyboard.

I had to see it. Just a little. Just to understand.

I started simple. Her name. “Gabriela” + dominatrix. Nothing. I tried variations, her old streaming name combined with new keywords, possible usernames, OnlyFans searches. I spent nearly forty minutes digging through pages and pages of results. Nothing specific came up. She was either extremely careful with her branding or used a completely different name online. The mystery only made me more desperate.

Frustrated and horny, I started typing broader terms.

Trans dominatrix Sissy training Straight to sissy transformation

The results flooded in.

I clicked on a video titled something like “Trans Dom Turns Straight Boy Into Her Sissy Slut.” The woman on screen looked nothing like Gabriela, but the dynamic… it hit too close. I told myself I’d only watch for a minute. Ten minutes later I was still there, cock in hand, breathing shallow.

The porn got more specific. Trans women with huge cocks, feminine bodies, commanding voices. Men on their knees. Forced feminisation. Smoke play. Hypno. The fantasies were vivid and relentless.

My mind replaced every actress with Gabriela.

I imagined her in the dungeon again, but this time she wasn’t just feeding me smoke. She was dressing me up. Slowly sliding pink satin panties up my legs, whispering how pretty I’d look once she was finished with me. Her long curly black hair falling around us as she made me kneel and suck her huge cock while calling me her good little sissy. Her sharp green eyes watching me break, piece by piece, until I was begging her to fuck me in a frilly pink dress.

The fantasy consumed me.

I came so hard I saw stars, intense, shuddering waves that left me gasping and trembling under the duvet. Thick ropes of cum covered my stomach as I pictured Gabriela smiling down at me, proud of her newest creation.

For a few blissful seconds it felt perfect.

Then the post-nut clarity crashed over me like a tidal wave of ice water.

What the actual fuck, Ian?

I sat up quickly, heart racing for entirely different reasons now. Shame burned through my chest. I stared at the mess on my stomach and the glowing laptop screen still playing sissy hypno in the background.

This was my flatmate. My friend. The woman who helped me with assignments, made me laugh, trusted me enough to show me her secret dungeon. And here I was, jerking off to the idea of her turning me into her personal sissy whore.

I slammed the laptop shut, cleaned myself up with shaky hands, and lay back down feeling genuinely sick with guilt.

She warned you. She literally warned you not to look too long.

I pulled the duvet over my head, trying to block out the images still flashing behind my eyes. But they wouldn’t leave. And worse, deep down, a tiny part of me already wanted to watch more.

This was bad. This was really, really bad.

I couldn’t stay in bed. The shame was too heavy, the mess on my stomach too real. I needed to clean up before the guilt fermented any further.

Grabbing a towel, I slipped out of my room as quietly as possible and padded down the hallway toward the bathroom. The flat was dark except for the faint nightlight in the corridor. My heart was still racing, my legs shaky from the intensity of what I’d just done.

I pushed the bathroom door open without thinking.

And froze.

Gabriela was already in there.

She stood in front of the large mirror in a sheer red babydoll nightie that barely reached the tops of her thighs. The thin satin material clung to her large breasts and tiny waist, and her huge cock hung heavy and thick between her legs, still semi-hard and slightly flushed. Her long curly black hair was tousled, her cheeks were pink, and her sharp green eyes looked a little glassy, like she’d just finished something intense herself.

We stared at each other.

My face must have been an absolute picture, flushed with shame, eyes wide, still clearly riding the wave of post-nut clarity. I was standing there in just my boxers, holding a towel, with the unmistakable look of someone who’d just frantically wanked himself raw.

Gabriela’s gaze softened. A small, sweet smile curved her lips as she took in my panicked expression.

“Oh, Ian,” she said gently, her deep, slightly hoarse voice warm with understanding. “Post-nut clarity hitting you hard, huh?”

I opened my mouth but nothing came out. I wanted the floor to swallow me whole.

She stepped closer, completely unashamed of her near-naked state or the way her heavy cock swayed as she moved. She reached out and gently touched my arm.

“It’s okay,” she said softly. “That look on your face… I’ve seen it a thousand times. You just had a really intense orgasm, your brain dumped all the dopamine, and now the guilt and shame are crashing in like a truck. It’s normal, especially after watching stuff that pushes your boundaries.”

I finally found my voice, barely above a whisper. “I… I shouldn’t have… I feel like such a creep.”

“You’re not a creep,” she said firmly, squeezing my arm. “You’re a young guy living with someone who teases you constantly. Your brain is doing what brains do. It doesn’t make you a bad person.”

She looked at me with genuine affection, no judgement in those green eyes.

“I love having you here, Ian. As my friend. As my flatmate. I have no expectations beyond that. Whatever you’re feeling right now… it doesn’t change anything between us. Okay?”

I nodded, still mortified but feeling some of the crushing weight lift.

Gabriela gave me a soft smile. “Go on, clean yourself up. I’ll give you some privacy. We can pretend this never happened if you want… or we can talk about it tomorrow. No pressure.”

She brushed past me on her way out, her red nightie whispering against my skin, the faint scent of her and sex lingering for a moment. At the doorway she paused and looked back.

“Good night, Ian. Try to get some sleep.”

Then she was gone, closing the door quietly behind her.

I stood there alone in the bathroom, staring at my reflection, flushed face, guilty eyes, and let out a long, shaky breath.

She was being kind. Understanding. Better than I deserved.

But as I cleaned up, I couldn’t shake the feeling that something fundamental had shifted tonight. I wasn’t sure we could ever go fully back to how things were.

The next morning was properly awkward.

I woke up with a heavy knot of dread in my stomach. The memory of the dungeon, the smoke, kneeling for her, and then literally running into Gabriela in her red nightie kept replaying on loop. I stayed in my room longer than usual, scrolling aimlessly on my phone until the smell of coffee finally dragged me out.

Gabriela was already in the kitchen, bright and bubbly as ever. She wore a pastel pink crop top and tiny white lace shorts, her long curly black hair in a messy ponytail. Her huge cock swung freely under the thin fabric as she moved around, completely at ease.

“Morning, sleepy!” she called cheerfully, sliding a mug of coffee toward me. “I made extra. You looked like you needed it after last night.”

I mumbled a thanks and sat down, cheeks burning. The awkwardness felt thick enough to cut with a knife. Every time I glanced at her, flashbacks hit me, both from the dungeon and the bathroom encounter.

But Gabriela didn’t make it weird. She kept her usual lively energy going, chatting about a funny video she’d seen, teasing me about my terrible gaming skills the night before, and even making me scrambled eggs on toast without asking. Her warm, bubbly personality slowly chipped away at the tension. By the time I left for lectures, I was almost feeling normal again.

That night, however, the urges returned stronger than ever.

After we finished gaming (Gabriela acting completely normal and playful, as if nothing had happened), I went to bed early. The second my bedroom door closed, I grabbed my iPad instead of my laptop, quieter, more private.

This time I didn’t bother with her name or vague searches. I went straight in.

Sissies

The results were immediate and overwhelming.

Video after video popped up: men completely transformed, dressed in over-the-top pink satin dresses with layers of frills and petticoats, matching bonnets, white gloves, and shiny heels. Some were in full maid outfits, others in ridiculous frilly party dresses, makeup heavy and perfect, posing and twirling for the camera. The satin gleamed under the lights, catching every movement as they curtsied, minced, or knelt.

I clicked on one, then another.

I closed my eyes and pictured it.

Gabriela. Standing over me in the dungeon, smiling that dominant, knowing smile. Slowly dressing me in layers of shiny pink satin, panties first, then a tightly laced corset, stockings, a massive fluffy petticoat, and finally a frilly pink sissy dress. Her voice in my ear: “Look how pretty you are for me, Ian…” Her hands adjusting the bows, her huge cock brushing against me as she turned her straight flatmate into her perfect little sissy.

I came hard, biting my pillow to stay quiet, the fantasy burning behind my eyelids.

The shame followed quickly, but it was weaker than the night before. And the hunger was stronger.

The next few nights followed the same pattern.

Each evening after Gabriela and I spent normal time together, gaming, chatting, her helping with my coursework, I’d go to my room and open the iPad. The tabs multiplied. More and more searches. More videos of sissies in extravagant pink satin outfits. More captions about straight boys being slowly broken and feminised.

Every night I closed my eyes and imagined Gabriela transforming me. The clothes. The makeup. The way she’d smile proudly as she turned me into her personal sissy project.

I was opening dozens of tabs now, hiding them carefully, telling myself I’d close them tomorrow.

But I never did.


Chapter 12: The iPad Incident

A few nights after the intense dungeon experience, life in the flat had slipped back into a deceptively comfortable rhythm. The awkwardness from that morning had faded thanks to Gabriela’s relentlessly bubbly personality, and we’d fallen back into our usual evenings of gaming, banter, and easy companionship. I kept telling myself that everything was fine, that the fantasies, the guilt, and the growing curiosity could stay locked away in my room at night.

We were deep into a chaotic co-op session on the PS5, both sprawled comfortably on the massive sectional sofa. The huge TV lit up the living room with bright explosions and colourful effects. Gabriela was in one of her favourite evening outfits: a loose black satin camisole that clung softly to her large breasts and a pair of tiny matching satin shorts that rode up her thighs whenever she shifted position. Her long curly black hair was tied up in a messy ponytail, a few rebellious strands framing her face, and her sharp green eyes were sparkling with competitive energy.

“Left! Go left, you absolute donut!” she shouted, laughing as she mashed the controller buttons. Her deep, nasal voice was full of mock frustration. “How are you missing every shot? It’s like playing with a blindfolded toddler!”

“Oi, give me a chance!” I fired back, grinning like an idiot as I tried (and mostly failed) to keep up with her. “You’re just showing off because you’ve played this before!”

We were both properly into it, leaning forward, shouting at the screen, elbows bumping as we got competitive. It felt good. Normal. The kind of easy fun that made me forget about the red-and-black room down the hall and the way she’d looked at me while I knelt for her.

Then her phone buzzed on the coffee table and immediately let out that sad low-battery chime before dying completely.

“Bollocks,” Gabriela muttered, picking it up anyway and pressing the power button a few times in vain. “I was halfway through a really juicy article. Typical.”

Without thinking twice, I reached over to the arm of the sofa, grabbed my iPad, and tossed it casually into her lap.

“Here, use mine. Password’s 1234, yeah, I know, it’s tragic. Knock yourself out.”

Gabriela caught the iPad one-handed and raised a perfectly arched eyebrow at me, that familiar playful smirk tugging at her lips. “You’re really handing over your iPad just like that? I might snoop, you know. Find all your dirty little secrets.”

I laughed, already refocusing on the game. “There’s nothing interesting on there. Just uni notes and too many tabs of memes. Go for it.”

She settled back against the cushions, tucking her long legs underneath her. The satin shorts rode up dangerously high, and I caught a glimpse of the heavy bulge of her cock resting against her thigh before I forced my eyes back to the TV. For the next hour or so, we continued playing. I stayed locked into the game, shouting instructions and laughing every time one of us died spectacularly. Every now and then I’d glance sideways and see her smiling or chuckling softly at whatever she was scrolling through on my iPad. She looked completely relaxed, occasionally tapping the screen or tilting her head as she read.

The casual domesticity of it all felt dangerously nice, the two of us side by side, her using my device like it was the most natural thing in the world.

Eventually I stretched and yawned dramatically. “Right, I’m absolutely knackered. Gonna call it a night before I get us killed again.”

Gabriela looked up from the iPad, her sharp green eyes warm and affectionate. She closed whatever she was looking at and handed the device back to me with a soft smile.

“Thanks for the lend, Ian. You’re a lifesaver.” She leaned over and gave my shoulder a gentle squeeze. “Good night. Sleep well, yeah?”

“Night, Gabriela,” I replied, taking the iPad and heading down the hall to my room. I closed the door behind me, flopped onto the wrought-iron bed, and let out a long breath. Another normal evening. Another successful night of pretending the growing tension between us didn’t exist.

I unlocked the iPad, ready to close everything down and maybe watch a few mindless videos before sleep.

Then my stomach dropped straight through the floor.

I unlocked the iPad and the screen lit up.

My stomach plummeted straight through the floor.

Several tabs were still open in Chrome.

Hypnotube.

Dozens of them. Video thumbnails filled the screen with titles like “Accept Your Place as a Gay Sissy”, “Straight Boy Becomes Cock Addict”, “Sissy Affirmations, You Were Never Really a Man”, “Deep Submission Training for Straight Boys”, and “Sissy Hypno, Total Surrender”. The preview images showed men dressed in over-the-top pink satin dresses, full makeup, kneeling, eyes glazed with hypnotic spirals.

I froze, heart hammering violently against my ribs.

No. Fuck. No, no, no.

I must have left them open last night. I’d been so deep in the fantasy after the latest session that I’d fallen asleep without properly closing everything. And now Gabriela had been casually scrolling through my iPad for over an hour while we were sitting right next to each other.

My hands started shaking. Had she seen them? Had she clicked on any? Had she watched even a few seconds of some pretty boy in layers of frilly pink satin repeating mantras about craving cock?

The panic hit me like a truck. I felt physically sick.

“Shit… shit, shit, shit,” I whispered, voice cracking.

I could picture her sitting beside me on the sofa, smiling at the screen. Was that smile because she was reading gossip articles… or because she’d discovered exactly what I’d been getting off to? The same kind of content she created in her dungeon?

I stared at the open tabs, unable to bring myself to close them. My mind was spiralling too fast. If I closed them now it would feel like admitting how ashamed I was. But leaving them open felt even more dangerous.

The paused video in one tab showed a feminised man in a massive pink satin gown with petticoats, curtsying obediently while soft hypnotic audio played. The title read “Good Sissies Obey”.

I slammed the iPad face-down on the bed and pulled the duvet over my head, breathing hard.

She’d been holding my iPad. She could have swiped through every single tab. She could have seen everything.

The shame was crushing. After everything, the dungeon, her kindness in the bathroom, her bubbly reassurance the next morning, she might now think I was some secret sissy-obsessed pervert who spent his nights fantasising about exactly what she did for a living.

I lay there in the dark, heart still racing, the open tabs burning in my mind like evidence at a crime scene.

This was bad. This might be the beginning of the end of our easy friendship.

I lay there under the duvet, heart still pounding like a drum, before forcing myself to sit up and pick up the iPad again. My palms were sweaty. The screen felt too bright in the dark room.

First, damage control.

I switched over to Safari, the browser I barely ever touched. My thumb trembled as I tapped the history tab. Recent pages loaded one after another.

Daily Mail gossip section… Some celebrity breakup article… A trashy piece about reality TV stars… Fashion trends for autumn…

Nothing incriminating. No Hypnotube. No sissy videos. No searches that would expose the filthy rabbit hole I’d been falling down.

A huge, shaky breath of relief escaped me. She hadn’t used Chrome. She’d stuck strictly to Safari the entire time she was borrowing the iPad. She probably hadn’t seen any of those tabs.

“Thank God,” I whispered, slumping back against the pillows, one hand pressed to my chest.

But the relief was short-lived.

Now that the immediate panic had faded, a darker, more dangerous curiosity took its place. Like a compulsion I couldn’t fight. I switched back to Chrome.

There they were.

Dozens of open tabs, all still loaded and waiting. The Hypnotube homepage glowed obscenely on the screen, surrounded by rows of video thumbnails. Feminised men in extravagant, over-the-top pink satin outfits stared back at me, frilly maid dresses with massive layered petticoats, shiny sissy party frocks with huge bows, bonnets, white gloves, and glossy pink heels. Heavy makeup, glossy lips, and vacant, blissful expressions.

My cock twitched hard in my boxers.

I told myself I’d just close them all and clear the history.

Instead, I tapped on one.

The video loaded. Soft, pulsing hypnotic music filled my headphones, slow, seductive beats layered with whispered affirmations. On screen, a pretty boy was dressed in an absurdly frilly pink satin maid outfit, the skirt so poofy it barely covered his caged cock. He knelt submissively while a dominant trans woman in black latex stood over him, her huge cock resting on his painted lips.

“You are a sissy,” the soft voice whispered through the audio. “You were never a real man. You crave pretty clothes. You crave cock. You exist to serve…”

I couldn’t look away.

I slipped my hand into my boxers and started stroking slowly as the video played. My mind immediately replaced the woman on screen with Gabriela, her long curly black hair, sharp green eyes, that confident smirk. I imagined her in the dungeon, slowly dressing me in layer after layer of shiny pink satin, tightening a corset around my waist, sliding stockings up my legs, then stepping back to admire her work.

The next tab was even more intense, a man in a massive pink ball gown, twirling obediently while repeating “I love being a sissy” over and over. I clicked another, then another. Each new video pulled me deeper. The swirling spiral visuals, the relentless mantras, the sight of grown men completely broken and happy in ridiculous frilly satin outfits… it was mesmerising.

My strokes grew faster. My breathing became ragged.

I came hard, thighs shaking, biting down on my lip to stay quiet as thick spurts covered my stomach. The orgasm was intense, almost dizzying.

But this time the post-nut clarity wasn’t as violent. It was there, a lingering shame, but it felt distant. Muted. Almost… acceptable.

I lay there panting, the iPad still glowing on my chest, dozens of tabs still open. The screen now showed a new video: a sissy in full pink satin glory, eyes rolled back in bliss while repeating “Thank you for making me a girl.”

I knew I should close everything. Delete the history. Pretend none of this had happened.

Instead, I left all the tabs exactly as they were, and for the first time, a small, dangerous part of me felt excited about what might come next.

I lay there for a long time, chest still heaving, cum cooling on my stomach, the glow of the iPad casting eerie light across the ceiling. The shame was there, but it felt muffled, pushed aside by a strange, buzzing afterglow. Instead of closing the tabs like a normal person, I kept scrolling.

That’s when I found it.

Tucked among the dozens of Hypnotube tabs was one I didn’t remember opening, a Chinese wholesale website. The page was packed with hundreds, maybe thousands, of sissy clothing listings. The thumbnails were overwhelming: rows upon rows of shiny pink satin panties, frilly knickers with bows, lace-trimmed bras, corsets, stockings, suspender belts, glossy patent heels in baby pink and white, petticoats, bonnets, wigs, and full sissy dresses.

There were over-the-top maid outfits with massive layered petticoats, princess-style frocks dripping with lace and ribbons, and ridiculously feminine nighties in every shade of pink and pastel. The more items you added to your cart, the cheaper everything became. Bulk discounts stacked aggressively. Free fast shipping kicked in once you hit a certain amount. Some items were literally pennies.

I told myself I was just looking.

But my fingers had other ideas.

In the hazy, horny fog that always followed these sessions, the prices looked absurdly tempting. A full set of pink satin lingerie for less than a takeaway curry. A proper frilly sissy maid dress with petticoat for the price of a pizza. Breast forms, chokers, gloves, glossy shoes, everything was dirt cheap if you ordered enough.

My cock twitched again, still sensitive. Before I could talk myself out of it, I started adding things to the cart.

First a few pairs of panties. Then more. Then matching bras. Stockings. A couple of corsets. A shiny pink satin nightie with layers of lace. A full maid dress, the poofiest one they had. Another frilly party dress. Shoes. A blonde wig with pink highlights. Breast forms. Gloves. Even a little bonnet and some jewellery.

The total kept dropping as the bulk discount kicked in. By the time I’d added everything that caught my eye, the grand total was only around £100 after discounts and free shipping.

My heart was racing. This was insane. Reckless. But in that post-nut haze, it felt thrilling. Exciting. Like I was crossing another line I couldn’t come back from.

I hovered over the checkout button for nearly a minute, breathing hard.

Then I clicked it. Order confirmed.

I stared at the confirmation screen in disbelief. A massive box of sissy clothes was now on its way to me from China. To this address. The same flat I shared with Gabriela.

The shame finally started creeping back in, but it was mixed with a dark, electric excitement I couldn’t deny. I quickly closed most of the tabs (leaving a few Hypnotube ones open out of habit) and wiped myself clean.

As I lay back in bed, staring at the ceiling, one thought kept circling in my head:

What the fuck have I just done?

But even as the panic tried to rise, another, quieter voice whispered: You can always return them… or hide them.

I already knew I wouldn’t.


Chapter 13: Deeper

The next few days passed in a strange, hazy blur.

On the surface, everything looked normal. I went to lectures, came home, bantered with Gabriela over dinner, gamed with her on the big TV, and let her help me with my coding assignments like usual. She was still her usual bubbly, teasing self, wearing those tiny satin shorts and crop tops, occasionally catching me staring and giving me one of her playful warnings. I laughed along and tried to act like nothing had changed.

But at night, in the privacy of my room, I was falling deeper.

It started small. After the iPad incident, I told myself I’d cut back. Just one video before sleep. But one quickly became two, then three. By the end of the week I was fully hooked on Hypnotube.

Every night I’d wait until Gabriela had gone to her room, then I’d lock my door, put my AirPods in, dim the lights, and sink into bed with the iPad. The soft, pulsing music and layered whispers filled my ears, wrapping around my brain like warm silk. The visuals were hypnotic, swirling pink spirals, feminised boys in shiny satin dresses twirling obediently, captions flashing across the screen:

“You were never really a man.” “Good sissies obey.” “Your cock belongs in panties.” “Gabriela knows what you are…”

I started imagining her voice instead of the ones in the videos. That deep, slightly nasal tone whispering the affirmations directly into my ear while she dressed me up. I pictured her in the dungeon, smiling down at me as she slid glossy pink satin panties up my legs, laced a tight corset around my waist, and fluffed out a massive frilly petticoat under a ridiculous pink sissy dress. Her huge cock brushing against me as she adjusted the bows and told me how pretty I looked.

The fantasies grew more vivid with every night.

I’d lie there in the dark, AirPods sealed in, hand slowly stroking as the hypnosis played on loop. The more I listened, the easier it became to sink into the words. My resistance melted faster each time. I started repeating some of the mantras under my breath without realising.

“I love being a sissy…” “I crave pretty clothes…” “I exist to please her…”

The orgasms were intense, almost trance-like. I’d cum hard while imagining Gabriela standing over me in her red satin robe, telling me what a good little sissy I was becoming for her. Afterwards the shame still came, but it was quieter now. More like background noise. The pull of the fantasy was becoming stronger than the guilt.

I started falling asleep with the videos still playing, AirPods in my ears, the soft hypnotic whispers sinking deeper into my subconscious. In the mornings I’d wake up with faint echoes of the mantras still drifting through my head and an uncomfortable stiffness in my boxers.

During the day I tried to push it all down. I’d look at Gabriela across the breakfast bar, bright, confident, laughing at something on her phone, and feel a confusing mix of affection, lust, and creeping fear. She had no idea how far I was falling. Or maybe she did. Sometimes I caught her watching me with that knowing little smirk, and my stomach would flip.

But I couldn’t stop.

Every night the AirPods went back in. Every night the tabs multiplied. Every night I sank a little deeper into the fantasy of Gabriela transforming me.

Despite everything happening in my room at night, our evenings together stayed strangely normal, or at least they appeared that way on the surface.

We still hung out every night. After lectures and dinner, we’d end up on the massive sectional sofa, controllers in hand or just chatting with the big TV playing something in the background. Gabriela’s bubbly energy never dimmed. She’d tease me about my terrible aim in games, ask about my day at uni, and offer sharp, helpful advice whenever I got stuck on an assignment.

But something had shifted.

She no longer bothered going out to the balcony to smoke. Instead, she started lighting up right there in the living room, completely casually, as if it had always been that way. The first time she did it, she simply pulled out her sleek black packet, lit a cigarette, and exhaled a long, elegant stream of smoke toward the ceiling.

“Hope you don’t mind,” she said with a little smile, not really asking. “It’s too cold and wet out there lately.”

I didn’t mind. Not really. Especially not when she started blowing the smoke lazily in my direction during our conversations.

It became part of the new routine. We’d be talking about my latest coding project or some daft story from her day, and she’d take a slow drag, lean slightly forward, and let the warm smoke drift across my face. The scent of tobacco mixed with her vanilla perfume in a way that was becoming dangerously intoxicating. Every time she did it, her sharp green eyes would watch me with that knowing little smirk, like she was testing how I’d react.

One particular evening stood out.

We were sitting close on the sofa after a long gaming session. Gabriela was in a soft emerald green satin slip that barely reached mid-thigh, her huge cock resting heavily against her leg, clearly visible under the thin fabric. She lit another cigarette and took a luxurious drag, then turned toward me and blew the smoke gently right into my face.

I breathed it in without thinking.

“You’re getting used to that,” she observed, her deep nasal voice amused. “Good boy.”

I flushed but said nothing. The flirtatious tension was constant now, humming underneath every conversation.

Then, completely out of nowhere, she dropped a bombshell while casually tapping ash into the ashtray.

“You know… I make decent money from my content,” she said, as if commenting on the weather. “Around fifteen thousand pounds a month, most months. Sometimes more when I drop a big transformation series.”

I nearly dropped my controller.

“Fifteen… thousand?” I stared at her, stunned. “A month? From OnlyFans?”

She nodded, blowing another slow stream of smoke toward me with a satisfied smile. “Yeah. The sissy content does ridiculously well. Some of my regulars are proper addicted. They pay for custom videos, private sessions, tips during streams… it adds up fast when you know what they really want.”

I sat there, mouth slightly open, trying to process the number. Fifteen grand a month. That was more than most graduates earned in a year. She was sitting there in her tiny satin slip, smoking casually in our living room, owning her own modern flat outright, while raking in serious money by turning straight men into sissies on camera.

“Jesus Christ, Gabriela… that’s insane,” I finally managed. “I had no idea it was that successful.”

She shrugged elegantly, clearly enjoying my reaction. “It’s a lot of work, but I’m good at it. And I enjoy it.” She took another drag and leaned closer, exhaling the smoke softly across my lips. “Why do you think I can afford all the nice toys in the dungeon?”

The casual way she said it, combined with the smoke drifting over my face and the image of her huge earnings, made my head spin. I was living with a woman who earned more in a month than most people I knew earned in a year, by dominating and feminising men online.

And here I was, secretly watching sissy hypnosis every night, ordering boxes of pink satin clothes that were already on their way.

The contrast made my stomach twist with a confusing mix of awe, arousal, and fear.

Gabriela just smiled sweetly and took another drag, blowing the smoke gently in my direction again.

“Does that surprise you?” she asked, her sharp green eyes sparkling.

“Yeah,” I admitted quietly. “A lot.”

She laughed softly, that rich, warm sound filling the room. “Good. I like surprising you.”

As we continued chatting like normal, the smoke kept drifting toward me, and my mind kept spinning.

Fifteen thousand pounds a month.

A couple of nights later, we were back on the sofa for another long gaming session. The massive TV glowed brightly as we played through a new co-op adventure game. Gabriela was in a particularly relaxed mood, wearing a short baby-blue satin babydoll nightie that barely covered anything. Her huge cock hung heavily and obviously beneath the thin fabric, swaying every time she shifted position. The faint scent of her latest cigarette still lingered in the air.

We were both properly into the game, laughing and shouting at the screen like usual. For a while it felt normal again, just two flatmates having fun.

Then Gabriela paused the game during a quiet section and stretched languidly, her breasts pressing against the satin.

“Brain’s getting fried,” she said with a sigh. “Give me a minute.”

Before I could say anything, she reached over and picked up my iPad from the coffee table. This time she didn’t ask. She just unlocked it casually, as if it were the most natural thing in the world, and started scrolling.

My stomach instantly knotted.

Chrome.

I’d left dozens of tabs open again. Hypnotube videos. Sissy acceptance mantras. The Chinese clothing website with the massive order I’d placed. Everything.

I tried to play it cool. I kept my eyes glued to the TV, pretending to study the paused game, but my heart was hammering. Every second she spent on the iPad felt like torture. I kept glancing sideways, trying to read her expression without being obvious.

Gabriela lounged back against the cushions, legs tucked under her, completely at ease. She swiped slowly, occasionally tapping on something. I couldn’t tell if she was in Safari or Chrome. The not-knowing was agony. Was she looking at my search history? Had she opened one of the hypnosis videos? Did she see the cart full of pink satin dresses and frilly panties I’d ordered?

I swallowed hard and tried to focus on the game, but my mouth was dry. The silence felt deafening. Every little tap or swipe made my anxiety spike.

After what felt like an eternity, Gabriela let out a soft yawn and stretched again.

“God, I’m tired,” she said, locking the iPad and placing it back on the coffee table. “Think I’m going to call it a night. You staying up?”

I shook my head quickly, voice a little too tight. “Nah, I’ll head to bed soon too.”

She smiled at me, warm, affectionate, with just a hint of that knowing glint in her sharp green eyes. “Night, Ian. Sweet dreams.”

“Night, Gabriela,” I managed.

She stood up, the satin nightie riding up slightly as she walked down the hall to her room, her cock swinging freely. The door clicked shut behind her.

The second she was gone, I snatched the iPad and unlocked it with trembling fingers. I went straight to Chrome.

The tabs were all still there. Dozens of them. Hypnotube videos, sissy captions, the Chinese website with my massive order confirmation still visible. Nothing appeared to have been closed or cleared.

A shaky wave of relief washed over me, followed immediately by fresh panic.

Had she seen them? Had she deliberately not said anything? Or had she just used Safari again?

I sat there in the quiet living room, the big TV still paused on the game, my mind racing with possibilities.

Either way, the iPad, and everything on it, had been in her hands again.


Chapter 14: The Popper Discovery

The flat was quiet. Gabriela had gone to bed early after a long day, leaving me alone on the sofa with the big TV off and my mind buzzing. I should have gone to sleep. Instead, like every other night lately, I picked up the iPad and retreated to my room.

I locked the door, dimmed the lights, and opened Chrome. The usual sea of tabs greeted me, Hypnotube videos, sissy captions, pink satin listings. I scrolled through them absent-mindedly at first, already half-hard, when something new caught my eye.

A video I didn’t remember opening.

The thumbnail showed a beautiful trans woman in red lipstick, elegantly holding a cigarette. The title read: “Smoke for Mistress, Why Good Boys Crave It”.

I hesitated for half a second… then tapped play.

The woman on screen was stunning, long dark hair, sharp eyes, and a confident, seductive voice. She sat in a dimly lit room, legs crossed, slowly lighting a cigarette. She took a deep drag, tilted her head back, and exhaled a thick, luxurious plume of smoke toward the camera.

“Mmm… there’s nothing quite like that first pull, is there?” she purred. “The way it fills your lungs… the taste… the warmth. So smooth. So addictive. Some boys try to fight it, but deep down they know the truth. Cigarettes taste so fucking good because they feel like sucking on a little cock.”

I swallowed hard. My hand was already slipping into my boxers.

She continued, voice low and hypnotic, taking another slow drag and blowing the smoke directly toward the camera.

“Feel how it slides between your lips… how it makes your mouth water. That little rush when you inhale deep. It’s the same rush you get when you’re on your knees, lips wrapped around something thicker. Something that belongs to a superior woman. Good boys learn to love that feeling. They learn to associate the smoke with pleasure… with surrender.”

I was fully stroking now, breathing faster, eyes glued to the screen. Every drag she took, every elegant exhale, made my cock throb. I imagined Gabriela in her place, sitting on the throne in her dungeon, blowing smoke into my face while telling me what a good little sissy I was becoming.

The woman on screen smiled knowingly, as if she could see me.

“If you’re watching this… you already know you want it. Go on. Buy a pack tonight. Or better yet, go find one right now. Borrow one from a friend.”

My strokes sped up. The combination of her sultry voice, the visuals of her smoking, and the filthy suggestion pushed me right to the edge. I came hard, hips jerking, cum spilling over my hand as I pictured myself sneaking out to steal one of Gabriela’s cigarettes just because the video told me to.

For a few moments the pleasure was blinding.

Then the familiar wave of post-nut clarity started creeping in.

I paused the video, breathing heavily, staring at the screen. The woman was frozen mid-drag, smoke curling around her face. The suggestion echoed in my head: Go find one right now…

I actually sat up, seriously considering it. Gabriela usually left her packet on the coffee table or in the living room. I could slip out quietly, take just one, and be back in bed in under a minute. She’d never know.

I swung my legs off the bed, heart racing with a mix of shame and excitement…

…then stopped myself.

“No,” I whispered, clenching my fists. “Don’t be fucking stupid.”

I wiped myself clean, closed the video, and lay back down, staring at the ceiling. The urge was still there, humming under my skin like a new addiction.

But I’d stopped myself. For now.

Still breathing heavily, cock softening in my hand, I mindlessly clicked the next open tab instead of closing the iPad.

The video that loaded was different. Darker background. Pulsing electronic music. The title read: “Popper Training for Sissy Sluts, Breathe Deep & Submit”.

I almost closed it. But curiosity, and that dangerous post-nut haze, won again.

The video started with a beautiful trans dominatrix sitting on a throne, legs spread, her huge cock resting against her thigh. In her hand was a small brown bottle with a yellow label. She shook it lightly, smiling at the camera.

“Tonight we’re going to train you properly,” she purred. “Poppers. That beautiful head rush. That floaty, horny, submissive feeling. Good sissies learn to associate this with pleasure.”

She demonstrated, holding the bottle to one nostril, the other plugged, and took a deep, timed hit. Her eyes fluttered as she exhaled. The on-screen text flashed instructions in big pink letters:

HIT 1, HOLD 10 SECONDS

HIT 2, HOLD 15 SECONDS

INHALE DEEPER, SLUT

I watched, transfixed, as the video guided the viewer through timed inhalations synced to the throbbing music. The dominatrix’s voice became breathier, more commanding.

“Feel that rush? That’s your brain melting. That’s your straight identity cracking. Every hit makes you weaker… hornier… more obedient.”

I recognised the bottle immediately.

It was the same one I’d seen multiple times around the flat. The little brown bottle with the yellow label that Gabriela kept near the TV or on the coffee table. I’d always assumed it was leather cleaner or some kind of furniture spray because of the “Rush” branding. She’d even casually mentioned it once when wiping something down.

My pulse quickened. I paused the video and opened a new tab to Google it.

“Rush poppers”

The results flooded in. Amyl nitrite. Inhalants. Used for intense head rushes, muscle relaxation, and heightened sexual pleasure. Commonly used in the gay and fetish communities. The exact same bottle.

I sat there staring at my screen, heart hammering.

Gabriela had poppers. In our living room. The same poppers the woman in the video was using while training sissies to submit.

The fantasy hit me like a truck. Gabriela holding that bottle under my nose while I knelt in front of her. Her voice telling me when to inhale. That rush mixing with everything else I’d been watching…

I sat on the edge of the bed for a long time, torn between fear and overwhelming curiosity. The flat was silent. Gabriela was almost certainly asleep.

Slowly, carefully, I stood up. My legs felt shaky as I crept to my bedroom door, opened it quietly.

I stood in the hallway for what felt like forever, ears straining for any sound from Gabriela’s room. The flat was completely silent except for the low hum of the fridge and the distant noise of traffic outside.

Heart hammering, I crept forward on bare feet, moving as quietly as possible. Every creak of the floorboards made me freeze. The living room was dimly lit by the orange glow of the streetlights filtering through the windows. My eyes adjusted quickly.

There it was on the coffee table.

The little brown bottle of Rush poppers sat right next to Gabriela’s sleek black cigarette packet and two disposable lighters, one pink, one black. The ashtray still had a couple of her lipstick-stained butts in it.

I hesitated, breathing shallow. This was stupid. Dangerous. If she woke up and caught me…

But the video was still playing in my head. The dominatrix’s voice. The timed hits. The promise of that head rush.

I stepped closer.

My hand reached out and closed around the poppers bottle first. It felt small, innocent, but I knew what it was now. I slipped it into my palm. Then, almost on autopilot, I opened the cigarette packet. The smell of tobacco hit me. I pulled out a single slim cigarette, my fingers trembling slightly. I grabbed the pink lighter as well, the one closest to me.

For a second I just stood there, holding my stolen treasures: one of Gabriela’s cigarettes, her lighter, and the bottle of poppers she used during her sessions.

The reality of what I was doing crashed over me. I was stealing from my flatmate, the woman who had been nothing but kind to me, so I could go back to my room and get high while fantasising about being her sissy.

Shame burned in my chest.

But my cock was already hard again.

I closed the cigarette packet carefully, placed everything exactly as I’d found it, and backed away slowly. Every step back to my room felt like it took an eternity. I half-expected Gabriela’s door to open and her voice to cut through the darkness.

It didn’t.

I slipped back into my bedroom, closed the door as quietly as possible, and locked it. My hands were shaking as I placed the cigarette, lighter, and poppers on my bedside table.

I sat on the edge of the bed, staring at them.

This was a new level, and I was about to go even deeper.

I sat on the edge of my bed, staring at the stolen items like they might bite me. The brown bottle of Rush. The single cigarette. The pink lighter.

My cock was already throbbing again.

I picked up the iPad, opened the smoking fetish video once more, and put my AirPods back in. The dominatrix’s sultry voice filled my ears as the video restarted.

“…feel how good it is to obey. How right it feels to surrender. Now, if you’re a good boy who’s ready to go deeper… go get a cigarette. Light it for Mistress.”

My heart pounded. I glanced at the door, then back at the cigarette in my hand.

I picked up the lighter.

The flame flickered in the dark room as I brought the cigarette to my lips. My hands were shaking so badly it took two attempts to light it.

The tip glowed orange.

I took my first real drag, awkward and too shallow at first. The smoke hit my throat and I coughed, eyes watering. But I kept going, following the woman’s instructions on screen.

“Deeper this time,” she commanded. “Inhale properly. Hold it. Let it fill your lungs like a good little slut.”

I obeyed. I pulled harder, inhaling deeply. The smoke burned, but the rush came fast, a warm, dizzying headspin that made my cock jump. I held it as long as I could, then exhaled slowly, just like she told me to.

“That’s it… feel how good it is to smoke for a superior woman. You’re not just smoking. You’re smoking because she wants you to. Because it makes you weak and horny and obedient.”

I took another drag, deeper this time. My head was spinning. The nicotine rush mixed with the hypnotic voice and the knowledge of what I was doing, smoking one of Gabriela’s cigarettes, in secret, in the middle of the night, made me rock hard.

I was smoking for her.

The thought sent a powerful throb through me. I wrapped my free hand around my cock and started stroking slowly while I continued following the video’s commands. Drag. Hold. Exhale. Repeat.

Every inhale felt like submission. Every cloud of smoke drifting through my room felt like I was offering something to Gabriela. I imagined her watching me right now, smiling that dominant, knowing smile, pleased that her straight flatmate was secretly smoking for her like a desperate little slut.

My strokes got faster. The combination of the nicotine buzz, the hypnosis, and the intense taboo thrill pushed me right to the edge.

I took one final, deep drag as the woman on screen commanded, held it, and came hard while exhaling the smoke. Thick ropes of cum spilled over my hand as my body shook with the intensity of it. The head rush from the cigarette made the orgasm feel even stronger.

I sat there afterwards, panting, the cigarette still burning between my fingers, smoke curling up toward the ceiling.

The post-nut clarity began to creep in… but this time it was mixed with something new.

A dark, addictive excitement.

I stubbed out the cigarette carefully and hid the butt deep in my bin. But I left the lighter and poppers on the bedside table.

I wasn’t done yet.

I sat there for a minute, breathing heavily, the remnants of smoke still curling in the air. The cigarette butt was stubbed out and buried deep in my bin. My head felt light from the nicotine, but the hunger wasn’t satisfied. Not even close.

I picked up the iPad again and switched back to the popper hypnosis video.

The dominatrix was still on screen, smiling seductively, bottle in hand.

“Ready to go deeper, slut?” she purred. “Pick up your poppers. It’s time to really let go.”

My hand trembled as I grabbed the little brown bottle of Rush. I unscrewed the cap. The chemical smell was sharp and unmistakable.

The video began guiding me with timed instructions, the music pulsing heavily.

“Left nostril first. Plug the right. Big hit… hold… hold… and release.”

I brought the bottle to my left nostril, plugged the other, and inhaled deeply.

The rush hit me like a freight train.

An unbelievable wave of heat and euphoria slammed into my brain. My head swam instantly, a dizzy, floating sensation that made the room tilt. My ears started pulsing with my heartbeat, thump… thump… thump, loud and intense. Every nerve in my body lit up. My cock, which had barely softened, surged back to full hardness, throbbing almost painfully.

“Oh… fuck…” I gasped.

The video kept commanding me.

“Another hit. Deeper this time. Right nostril. Hold it longer.”

I obeyed without hesitation. The second hit was even stronger. The head rush intensified, turning my thoughts into warm, hazy mush. I felt incredibly horny, desperate, slutty, completely out of control. My hips bucked involuntarily as I stroked myself faster, the poppers making everything feel electric.

The dominatrix’s voice blended with my imagination of Gabriela’s deep, smoky tone:

“Good boy… breathe it in for Mistress… let it turn you into a pathetic, cock-hungry little sissy…”

I took hit after hit, following the timed instructions, each one making me dizzier, hornier, more submissive. My head was spinning wildly. The room felt like it was swaying. My ears throbbed with every heartbeat. I was lost in it, completely high, stroking furiously, moaning quietly under my breath.

The climax, when it finally came, was shattering.

I came so hard my vision whited out for a second. Thick, powerful spurts shot across my stomach and chest as my whole body convulsed. The poppers made the orgasm feel endless, like every nerve was firing at once.

For a few glorious seconds, it was pure bliss.

Then the panic hit, sudden, brutal, and overwhelming.

The high crashed hard. My heart was racing uncontrollably. My head was spinning even worse now, but this time with fear. I felt nauseous, shaky, and deeply ashamed.

What the fuck did I just do?

I dropped the bottle like it burned me and stared at the mess on my body, at the open poppers video still playing, at the stolen cigarette lighter on the bedside table.

I’d just got high on poppers in the middle of the night… in Gabriela’s flat… while fantasising about being her sissy.

The panic was real. What if the poppers were dangerous? What if I’d done permanent damage? What if Gabriela could somehow smell it on me tomorrow?

I cleaned up frantically, hands still shaking, the head rush slowly fading into a heavy, guilty fog.

This had gone too far.

But even as I swore to myself that I’d never do it again, a treacherous little voice in the back of my mind whispered:

…but it felt so fucking good.

I sat on the edge of my bed for a long time, head still spinning from the poppers, chest tight with panic. The high was fading fast, leaving behind a heavy, nauseous feeling and crushing guilt. The bottle of Rush, the pink lighter, and the half-smoked cigarette butt (which I’d dug out of the bin) felt like damning evidence.

I couldn’t leave them here. If Gabriela found any of this in my room tomorrow, it would be over.

With shaky hands, I gathered everything: the poppers bottle, the lighter, and what remained of the stolen cigarette. I wiped the bottle clean with some tissue, trying to remove any fingerprints or scent, then slipped on a pair of socks so my footsteps would be quieter.

The flat was deathly silent. I cracked my bedroom door open and listened. Nothing. No movement from Gabriela’s room.

Heart hammering in my throat, I crept down the hallway like a thief in my own home. Every creak of the floorboards made me freeze. The living room was dark except for the faint orange glow from the streetlights outside.

I approached the coffee table on tiptoes. My hands were trembling so badly I nearly dropped the bottle. I placed the poppers back exactly where I’d found it, next to the ashtray. Then the lighter. I carefully opened the cigarette packet and slid the remains of the cigarette back inside, hoping she wouldn’t notice it was shorter than the others.

I stood there for a second, breathing shallow, making sure everything looked untouched.

Then I turned to leave.

That’s when I saw her.

Gabriela was standing in the shadowed doorway of her bedroom, leaning against the frame, watching me silently. She was wearing her sheer red nightie, her huge cock hanging heavy and obvious beneath the fabric. Her sharp green eyes were wide open, catching the faint light. She wasn’t smiling.

She had seen everything.

I froze like a deer in headlights, the blood draining from my face. My mouth opened but no words came out. The panic that had been simmering exploded into full-blown terror.

Gabriela didn’t move. She just continued to watch me, her expression unreadable in the low light.

The silence stretched on for what felt like forever.

I was completely, utterly caught.

.


Chapter 15: The Package Arrives

The next day was torture.

Gabriela acted completely normal. When I finally emerged from my room, she was in the kitchen making coffee in a loose white crop top and pink lace shorts, humming to herself like nothing had happened. She greeted me with her usual bright smile and even made me a bacon sandwich without asking.

“Morning, sleepy. You look rough. Late night?”

Her tone was light, playful, with no hint that she’d caught me red-handed returning the poppers and cigarette in the middle of the night. I mumbled something about not sleeping well and avoided her eyes as much as possible.

She didn’t mention it. Not once.

That made it worse.

I spent the whole day in a state of anxious hyper-awareness. Every time she moved, every time her cock shifted under her clothes, every time she lit a cigarette in the living room and blew smoke in my direction, I felt a fresh wave of shame and paranoia. Had she really not seen me? Or was she just waiting for the right moment to confront me?

That night, I was determined to fight it.

I locked myself in my room early, telling Gabriela I had a big assignment due. I opened my iPad with the firm intention of staying away from anything sissy-related. No Hypnotube. No pink satin. No poppers. No cigarettes.

Instead, I searched for lesbian porn. Proper, vanilla, girl-on-girl stuff. I told myself this was the cure, something normal, something straight, something safe.

I clicked on a video of two attractive women kissing and touching each other. At first I tried to focus. I stroked myself slowly, willing my brain to get lost in soft curves, moans, and feminine beauty.

But my mind kept drifting.

Every time one of the women went down on the other, I imagined Gabriela’s huge cock instead. When they moaned, I heard her deep, smoky voice in my head. The more I tried to stay focused on the lesbian scene, the stronger the intrusive thoughts became, Gabriela in her red nightie, forcing me to my knees, dressing me in satin, making me inhale poppers while she laughed at how hard I was.

I lasted about twenty minutes before I gave up.

I closed the lesbian video in frustration and lay there, aching and unsatisfied. I wanted a cigarette so badly it was almost painful. I knew the pack was still on the coffee table. I knew the poppers were right next to it. The urge to sneak out again was intense.

But I resisted.

I didn’t touch the poppers. I didn’t go for a cigarette.

Instead, I forced myself to open another lesbian video and tried again. This time I kept the volume low, stared hard at the screen, and tried to lose myself in it.

It didn’t work.

My mind kept replacing the women with fantasies of Gabriela dominating me. The more I fought it, the stronger the pull became.

I eventually gave up, frustrated and horny, and went to sleep without finishing.

A few days passed in a tense, uneasy stalemate. Gabriela continued acting like nothing was wrong, bubbly, teasing, smoking in the living room and occasionally blowing smoke my way with that knowing little smirk. I did my best to act normal, forcing myself through lectures, avoiding the poppers and cigarettes, and trying (mostly failing) to stick to vanilla lesbian porn at night. The shame and paranoia were exhausting.

Then, one afternoon, I came home from uni and everything changed.

The moment I stepped through the front door, I saw it.

A large cardboard box sat squarely on the living room table. It was bigger than I expected, clearly from the Chinese website. My stomach dropped instantly.

On top of the box was a handwritten note in Gabriela’s elegant handwriting:

“Your sissy panties have arrived ?? Enjoy, pretty boy., G”

Panic exploded through me like ice water. I froze in the hallway for half a second, then lunged forward, snatched the box off the table, and practically sprinted to my bedroom. I slammed the door shut, locked it, and leaned against it, breathing hard.

She knows. She fucking knows.

My hands were shaking so badly it took me three attempts to open the box. When I finally tore through the tape, the contents spilled out in a cascade of shiny, frilly, pink horror.

Dozens of panties, satin, lace, some with little bows, some with “Sissy” or “Princess” written across the front. Matching bras. Several corsets. Packs of glossy stockings in black, white, and pink. Suspender belts. Babydoll nighties in multiple styles. Fluffy pink bedroom slippers with little bows. And right at the bottom, folded carefully…

A full sissy dress.

It was ridiculous. Over-the-top. Layers upon layers of puffy pink satin with white lace trim, a massive built-in petticoat that made the skirt flare out dramatically, and delicate bows everywhere. It looked like something from a fetish fever dream.

I told myself I’d just look. Just unpack it quickly and hide everything.

Instead, I started trying things on.

First the panties, smooth, shiny pink satin that hugged my cock tightly. I was already half-hard. Then the stockings, rolling them slowly up my legs. A suspender belt. One of the bras with the silicone breast forms. A frilly pink nightie. And finally… the dress.

I stood in front of the mirror in my room, heart pounding, staring at myself. The massive puffy skirt stuck out like a parody of femininity. The satin whispered against my skin with every tiny movement. The breast forms filled out the top. I looked absurd. Ridiculous.

And I was rock hard.

My cock strained painfully against the front of the satin panties, creating an obscene tent under the petticoat. The sight horrified me. I was standing there dressed like a complete sissy, in the middle of the afternoon, while my trans flatmate, who had clearly seen the order, was somewhere in the flat.

What the fuck is wrong with me?

I was breathing fast, face burning with shame, yet I couldn’t stop looking at myself in the mirror. My hand drifted down and brushed over the front of the dress. The satin felt incredible. The shame only made me harder.

I was still standing there, dressed head to toe in the most humiliating outfit imaginable, when I heard movement in the hallway outside my door.

I was still standing there in front of the mirror, dressed in the ridiculous puffy pink sissy dress, when I heard movement in the hallway. Panic surged through me. I scrambled desperately, tearing at the outfit with shaking hands. The massive petticoat tangled around my legs and I nearly fell. I ripped the dress off, yanked down the stockings, fumbled with the suspender belt and bra, and shoved everything back into the box in a frantic mess. I kicked the box deep under my bed just as a soft knock came at the door.

“Ian? Dinner’s ready if you’re hungry.”

I quickly threw on my normal clothes, trying to steady my breathing before opening the door.

Gabriela stood there in her usual satin camisole and shorts, looking perfectly relaxed. “I made stir-fry,” she said with a warm smile.

She said nothing about the package. Not during dinner. Not while we gamed afterwards. She was her normal bubbly self, laughing, teasing me when I messed up in the game, chatting about random things. The silence around the giant pink elephant in the room only made my anxiety worse.

Later in the evening, she stretched and glanced over.

“Hey, can I use your iPad for a bit? Mine’s still on the charger in my room.”

My stomach dropped. The iPad was still in my room, full of open tabs.

“It’s in my room,” I said quickly. “I’ll go grab it.”

Gabriela smiled and stood up. “Don’t worry, I’ll get it myself. I need to stretch my legs anyway.”

I started to protest. “No, it’s fine, I can…”

She cut me off with a soft, knowing smile that made my heart skip.

“Stop worrying, Ian. I already saw you ordered from that site.” Her voice was gentle, almost affectionate. “I know you’re experimenting, and I think it’s cool. Why are you so worried?”

I couldn’t speak. My throat tightened and I just gulped loudly, staring at her like a guilty child.

Gabriela gave me one last reassuring look, then walked down the hallway toward my room. She took longer than necessary. I sat frozen on the sofa, imagining her finding the box under the bed, seeing all the pink satin, the frilly dress, the panties I’d tried on just hours earlier.

When she finally returned a few minutes later, she had the iPad in her hands. She sat back down on the sofa beside me and started using it casually, as if the conversation had never happened.

She said nothing more about the package or the order.


Chapter 16: Lingerie Buddies

The evening continued with that strange, heavy tension humming beneath everything. I tried to focus on the game, but it was impossible. Gabriela sat beside me on the sofa, legs tucked underneath her, casually scrolling on my iPad while we played. Every now and then she’d comment on something in the news, some celebrity scandal or political drama, her deep, smoky voice relaxed and warm. I answered in short sentences, hyper-aware of her presence, the faint scent of her cigarette still lingering in the air, and the memory of that massive pink box hidden under my bed.

After a while, she set the iPad down and stretched gracefully.

“I’m going to slip into something more comfortable,” she said lightly. “This satin feels too sticky tonight.”

She disappeared into her room for a few minutes. When she returned, my mouth went dry.

She was wearing a puffy red and black lace babydoll nightie. The sheer fabric clung to her large breasts and tiny waist, while the layered skirt flared out playfully around her hips. The matching red thong underneath did almost nothing to contain her huge cock, which hung heavy and thick, occasionally brushing against the lace as she moved. She looked stunning, seductive, confident, and completely at ease.

She caught me staring and smiled.

“Much better,” she said, settling back onto the sofa. Then, as casually as if she were offering me a cup of tea, she added: “You should put on a nightie too. You’d probably feel more relaxed.”

I nearly choked on my own tongue.

“I… I can’t,” I stammered, face burning. “I’m not ready for… that.”

Gabriela tilted her head, her sharp green eyes soft but amused. “Ian, I’m transgender. I’ve got a cock bigger than most men. I’m hardly likely to laugh at you.” Her voice dropped a little, gentle but persuasive. “It’s just us. No judgement. Try it. I think you’ll like how it feels.”

I sat there for a long moment, heart racing, every instinct screaming at me to refuse. But the memory of the pink dress I’d tried on earlier, the way the satin had felt against my skin… and the way she was looking at me now…

I sighed deeply and nodded.

“Okay… fine.”

I stood up on shaky legs and walked to my bedroom. When I opened the door, my stomach flipped.

Laid out neatly on my bed was a complete set: a delicate pink layered babydoll nightie with lace trim, matching panties, a white suspender belt, and sheer black stockings. Everything was arranged perfectly.

She had done this. While I was in the living room, she had gone into my room, opened the box under the bed, and chosen an outfit for me.

I stood there staring at the feminine clothes for a long moment, shame and excitement warring inside me.

Then, with trembling hands, I started to change.

I stood in my bedroom for what felt like an eternity, staring at the delicate pink outfit laid out on the bed. My hands were trembling as I picked up the panties first. The satin was incredibly smooth and cool against my skin. I slipped them on, feeling my cock twitch as the fabric hugged me tightly. Next came the suspender belt, then the sheer black stockings, which I rolled up my legs with awkward, fumbling fingers. Finally, I pulled the layered pink babydoll nightie over my head. The soft fabric settled around me, the hem barely reaching mid-thigh, the lace trim tickling my skin.

I looked at myself in the mirror.

I looked ridiculous. And strangely… pretty.

My face burned with shame. I took a deep breath, steeling myself, then opened the door and walked back into the living room.

Gabriela looked up from the iPad. Her sharp green eyes scanned me slowly from head to toe. A warm, genuine smile spread across her face.

“Oh, Ian…” she said softly, almost reverently. “You look really pretty.”

I shifted uncomfortably, the satin whispering with every movement. “I feel stupid.”

She tilted her head, still smiling. “It’s a shame about the body hair though. It would look so much better smooth.” Her tone was light, almost affectionate, but the words sent a fresh wave of embarrassment through me.

Then, as if it were the most normal thing in the world, she went back to casually scrolling on the iPad.

I sat down on the sofa, legs pressed tightly together, shivering with nerves. The babydoll nightie felt so exposed, the stockings tight on my thighs, the panties cradling my rapidly hardening cock. I picked up my controller and tried to focus on the game, but my hands were unsteady.

Minutes passed. Slowly, very slowly, the initial panic began to ease. The fabric felt… nice. Soft. The more I moved, the more I got used to the sensation. Gabriela didn’t stare or make it weird. She just occasionally glanced over with that small, pleased smile.

Eventually, I started to calm down. The game helped. I even managed a few decent plays.

Then Gabriela reached for her cigarette packet.

She lit two cigarettes at once with her silver lighter, the flames dancing for a moment. Without a word, she handed one to me.

I stared at it. “Gabriela, I…”

She gave me a dark, commanding look that instantly shut me up. Her sharp green eyes held mine with quiet authority. The message was clear: Don’t argue.

I took the cigarette with a shaky hand and brought it to my lips. She leaned in slightly and lit it for me.

The first drag burned, but the nicotine rush came fast, mixing with the strange, vulnerable feeling of sitting there dressed in pink satin lingerie. I exhaled slowly, the smoke curling between us.

The moment I finished the cigarette, she handed me another one, already lit, along with the lighter.

“Again,” she said softly, but firmly.

I didn’t protest this time. I took it and smoked the second one under her watchful gaze, the satin nightie shifting against my skin with every breath.

Gabriela watched me the whole time, a satisfied little smile playing on her lips.

Eventually the evening wound down. My nerves had settled into a strange, buzzing mix of embarrassment and reluctant comfort. The satin nightie felt oddly natural after a couple of hours, though every shift of fabric against my skin kept reminding me how exposed I was.

“I think I’m going to head to bed,” I said, standing up carefully. The layered babydoll swayed around my thighs.

Gabriela looked up from the iPad and gave me a warm, approving smile. “You look good like that. Sleep well, pretty boy.”

Her words sent another flush through me. I mumbled a goodnight and retreated to my room, closing the door behind me with a soft click.

The second I was alone, the full weight of the evening hit me.

I was standing in my bedroom wearing a pink satin babydoll nightie, stockings, and panties, all chosen by Gabriela. My cock had been half-hard for most of the night and was now fully straining against the delicate fabric.

I climbed into bed, heart racing. I told myself I’d just go to sleep. Instead, I reached for the iPad.

I opened Chrome. The Hypnotube tabs were still there. I plugged in my AirPods, dimmed the screen brightness, and clicked on one of the sissy hypnosis videos.

The soft, pulsing music filled my ears. Swirling pink spirals appeared on screen as the familiar breathy voice began its mantras.

“You are a sissy… You crave pretty clothes… You love obeying superior women…”

I slipped my hand under the satin nightie and wrapped it around my cock. The fabric felt incredible against my skin as I started stroking. I closed my eyes and let the fantasy take over completely.

Gabriela. In her red and black babydoll. Standing over me. Telling me how pretty I looked. Her hands adjusting the straps of my nightie. Her huge cock brushing against the satin as she praised me for being such a good girl.

The hypnosis voice blended with my imagination of her deep, smoky tone. I stroked faster, the layered babydoll shifting and whispering with every movement. The stockings on my legs, the panties tight around my balls, everything heightened the sensation.

I was determined not to get the poppers. I wouldn’t sneak out again. I wouldn’t go that far.

But I couldn’t stop the fantasy.

I came hard, biting my lip to stay quiet as thick spurts soaked the front of the pink satin panties. The orgasm was intense, drawn out by the hypnosis and the feel of the lingerie.

Afterwards, the post-nut clarity arrived, but it was softer than usual. Less crushing shame, more quiet, confused acceptance.

I lay there in the dark, still wearing the babydoll nightie, chest rising and falling as I caught my breath.

I had crossed another line tonight.


Chapter 17: Smoker

The same ritual repeated itself every single night.

After dinner and whatever game we were playing, I would “accidentally” leave the iPad on the coffee table or the arm of the sofa. Gabriela never commented on it. She would simply wait until I yawned and said I was heading to bed, then stand up with a soft smile and say, “I’ll grab your iPad for you.”

She would walk straight into my bedroom without knocking, the line between our personal spaces had almost completely dissolved by now, and a few minutes later she would return with the device in her hands.

On my bed, she always left a new outfit waiting for me.

Night after night, the lingerie grew more deliberate. One evening it was a delicate lavender babydoll with matching lace panties and sheer stockings. The next night, a baby-pink satin chemise with built-in garters. Then a black sheer babydoll with ruffled trim. Sometimes she added a choker or little bows. Each set was chosen from the box that had arrived, and each one felt more intimate than the last.

I always changed for her.

I would stand in my room, heart racing, and slip into whatever she had laid out. The satin was cool and slippery against my skin. The stockings whispered up my legs. The nighties always felt too short, too revealing, the lace trim tickling my thighs. Once dressed, I would take a deep breath and walk back into the living room.

Gabriela would look up from whatever she was doing and smile, a warm, genuine smile that made my stomach flip every time.

“You look really pretty tonight, Ian,” she would say softly, her sharp green eyes slowly scanning me from head to toe.

But she always added the same gentle complaint, delivered with a little tilt of her head:

“It’s such a shame about all that body hair though. It would look so much better smooth… so much more feminine.”

She never pushed. She never demanded. She simply stated it like an observation, letting the words sink in night after night.

I would sit beside her on the sofa in whatever delicate lingerie she had chosen, feeling ridiculously exposed and strangely comforted at the same time. We would continue gaming or chatting as if everything was normal. Gabriela would light her cigarettes indoors now without asking, smoking elegantly while occasionally blowing slow streams of smoke in my direction. The scent mixed with the vanilla of her perfume and the faint smell of satin from my own nightie.

Every night ended the same way. I would eventually say goodnight, still wearing the lingerie, and retreat to my room. The cycle had become almost comforting in its predictability.

I was leaving the iPad out on purpose. She was dressing me up on purpose. And both of us were pretending it was still casual.

The smoking became part of the ritual too.

At first, it was just during our evening sessions. I would change into whatever lingerie Gabriela had laid out for me, then walk back into the living room feeling exposed and strangely excited. She would smile at me, compliment how pretty I looked (always with that little comment about my body hair), and then reach for her cigarette packet.

There would already be one lit and waiting for me.

She’d hold it out between her elegant fingers, the tip glowing softly. I stopped protesting after the second night. I would take it, bring it to my lips, and let her light it for me. The first drag still made me cough sometimes, but the nicotine rush mixed beautifully with the feel of the satin against my skin and the lingering hypnosis echoes in my head.

Then it escalated.

One afternoon I came home from college, still in my normal clothes, and the moment I walked through the door Gabriela was already smiling at me from the sofa.

“Welcome home,” she said warmly. She picked up her packet, lit two cigarettes at once, and held one out to me without a word.

I hesitated for half a second… then took it.

From then on, it became our new normal. The second I got home from uni, she would light a cigarette for me. We’d smoke together while I changed into the nightie and lingerie she’d prepared. Soon we were going through an entire packet between us every single evening, sometimes more.

The living room constantly had a light haze of smoke. The scent of tobacco mixed permanently with her vanilla perfume and the faint smell of satin. I started craving that first cigarette the moment I turned onto our street. The head rush, the warmth, the quiet submission of smoking because she expected it, it all blended together into something dangerously addictive.

One night, after we’d already finished most of a pack, Gabriela lit another and passed it to me. As I took it, she gave me a pointed look.

“You know,” she said casually, exhaling a slow stream of smoke, “you should really start buying your own. I don’t mind sharing, but a good girl should contribute, don’t you think?”

I froze mid-drag, the cigarette halfway to my lips. The words hit me hard. She wasn’t asking. She was gently but firmly telling me that this was no longer just borrowing her cigarettes.

I nodded slowly, smoke curling from my mouth.

“Yeah… I suppose I should.”

Gabriela smiled, pleased, and leaned back on the sofa in her red and black babydoll, looking every bit the satisfied mistress.

“Good boy.”

I took another drag, the satin nightie shifting against my thighs, and felt the familiar mix of shame and arousal settle deep in my stomach.

I was no longer just wearing lingerie for her. I was smoking for her too.

The first time I bought my own cigarettes, I felt ridiculous.

I stopped at a corner shop on the way home from lectures, heart pounding like I was committing a crime. I asked for a pack of the same brand Gabriela smoked, slim, white, with a sleek black packet. The cashier didn’t bat an eye, but I still felt my face burning as I paid.

That afternoon I told myself I’d save them for the evening, like a normal person.

I lasted until the walk to campus the next morning.

By the time I reached the first set of traffic lights, I’d already lit one. The nicotine rush hit me hard on an empty stomach, making my head spin pleasantly. I told myself it was just one.

It wasn’t.

I smoked another during the break between lectures, standing behind the building like some guilty teenager. Then one more after lunch. And another on the walk home.

When I finally stepped through the front door of the flat, I realised with a jolt that I’d already gone through half the pack.

Gabriela was waiting on the sofa in a sheer black babydoll, legs crossed, one foot lazily swinging. She looked up as I walked in and smiled that knowing smile.

“Welcome home,” she said sweetly. Her sharp green eyes flicked to the cigarette packet poking out of my hoodie pocket. “How many did you have today?”

I hesitated, cheeks burning. “…Half a pack.”

She let out a soft, amused laugh. “Already? Greedy girl.”

Before I could reply, she picked up her own packet, lit two cigarettes at once, and held one out to me.

“Smoke.”

It wasn’t a suggestion. Her tone was soft but carried that quiet dominant edge I was becoming addicted to. I took the cigarette without protest and brought it to my lips. She leaned forward and lit it for me with her silver lighter.

The first drag of the evening always felt the best, warm, dizzying, submissive. I exhaled slowly, the smoke curling between us.

Gabriela watched me with satisfaction, then nodded toward the ashtray.

“When you finish that one,” she said calmly, “use the butt to light the next. Chain them. No breaks tonight.”

I swallowed hard, the satin nightie she’d left out for me already waiting in my room. But I didn’t argue.

I smoked the first cigarette down to the filter, then used the glowing butt to light the next one, just like she ordered. The taste was harsher, more intense. My head swam from the constant nicotine. Gabriela watched every drag with quiet approval, occasionally blowing her own smoke gently in my direction.

By the time I’d finished the second chained cigarette, my fingers smelled of tobacco and my mind felt pleasantly fuzzy. I was fully dressed in the delicate pink lingerie she’d chosen for me, sitting beside her like it was the most natural thing in the world.

Gabriela smiled, reached over, and gently stroked my cheek with her thumb.

“Good girl,” she murmured. “You’re getting better at this.”

I shivered at the praise, already reaching for the next cigarette before she even told me to.

The addiction wasn’t just to the nicotine anymore. It was to her.

I began to understand what the smoking truly meant to Gabriela.

It wasn’t simply a habit or a shared addiction. It was deliberate. Intimate. A quiet, constant expression of dominance that she wove into our daily life without ever raising her voice or making demands.

Every time she lit a cigarette for me the moment I walked through the door, every time she told me to chain them, every time she watched me inhale with that small, satisfied smile on her lips, it was her way of reminding me that I was choosing this. That I was willingly giving her another small piece of control.

She never forced me. She didn’t need to. She simply created the environment where obedience felt natural, even pleasurable. The satin lingerie she laid out each night. The knowing looks. The soft praise when I accepted the cigarette without protest. The way she’d casually blow smoke across my face while we talked about normal things.

One evening, after I’d already smoked four cigarettes in fairly quick succession, I finally asked the question that had been sitting in the back of my mind.

“Why do you like this so much?” I asked quietly, the latest cigarette burning between my fingers. I was wearing a delicate baby-blue satin babydoll and sheer stockings, sitting close beside her on the sofa. “The smoking… making me do it with you.”

Gabriela took a slow, elegant drag and exhaled toward the ceiling before turning to look at me. Her sharp green eyes were soft, but there was a deep satisfaction behind them.

“Because it’s intimate,” she said simply. “Because every single time you light one, every time you inhale because I want you to, you’re making a small, conscious choice to submit. It’s not really about the nicotine, Ian. It’s about the surrender. The same reason I enjoy dressing you up every night. The same reason I like watching you sink a little deeper.”

She leaned in slightly, her long curly black hair falling forward, and gently blew a thin stream of smoke across my lips.

“You didn’t expect to play this kind of game when you moved in, did you?” she murmured, her deep voice warm and teasing. “You thought you’d just be my platonic flatmate. A nice, straight boy who gamed with me and let me help with his coursework. But here you are… wearing pretty lingerie I chose for you, smoking cigarettes because I hand them to you, getting hard every time I tell you to inhale deeper.”

I didn’t know how to respond. My face burned with shame, but my cock was visibly straining against the front of the satin panties.

Gabriela watched me closely as I sat there, stiff and flushed in the delicate blue satin babydoll, another cigarette burning between my trembling fingers. She could clearly see the discomfort radiating off me, the way my shoulders were hunched, how I kept tugging nervously at the hem of the nightie, how my eyes kept darting away.

She let out a soft, warm laugh, not cruel, but genuinely amused and fond.

“Relax, Ian,” she said gently, reaching over to rest her hand on my stockinged thigh. The touch sent a shiver through me. “You’re so tense tonight. I didn’t plan any of this, you know. Not from the beginning. I just… wanted you to have fun. To explore. No expectations. No pressure to become anything you’re not ready for.”

She took a slow, elegant drag from her cigarette and exhaled toward the ceiling before turning back to me.

“The cigarettes, though… I noticed pretty early that you had a smoking fetish,” she admitted with a small smile. “The way you watched me when I smoked. How your eyes would linger. How you’d breathe in when I blew smoke your way. So I encouraged it. Gently. I liked seeing you react to it.”

She paused, studying my face.

“Stopping is harder once you’ve started, I’ll be honest. The addiction creeps up on you. But if you really want to quit, I’ll help you. We can do it together. I won’t be disappointed.”

I stared at the glowing tip of my cigarette, the smoke curling lazily upward. The weight of everything, the nightly lingerie, the rituals, the growing cravings, pressed down on me. But beneath the shame and confusion was a quiet, honest truth.

“I… I don’t want to quit,” I admitted softly, almost ashamed to say it out loud.

Gabriela’s smile widened, warm and knowing. She leaned in closer, gently stroking my cheek with the back of her fingers.

“I know,” she whispered, her deep, smoky voice full of quiet satisfaction. “I’ve known for quite a while.”

She didn’t push any further. She simply handed me another cigarette, already lit, and watched with calm pleasure as I accepted it without hesitation.

The game continued.


Chapter 18: Dressed for Her

The ritual evolved again, quietly and inevitably, as these things tended to do with Gabriela.

It started with the evenings. She would lay out my nightie, panties, stockings and suspender belt while I was still in the living room. That had become normal. Expected, even. But after a couple of weeks, she began appearing in my room in the mornings too.

The first time it happened, I was still half-asleep, rubbing my eyes as I sat up in bed. The pink babydoll nightie from the night before was twisted around my waist. Gabriela walked in without knocking, carrying a small pile of delicate clothing. She was already dressed for the day in a tight black top and jeans, but her smile was soft and mischievous.

“Morning, sleepy,” she said cheerfully. “I picked something out for you today.”

She laid the items neatly on the chair beside my bed: a pair of sheer black stockings, a matching lace suspender belt, and a pair of delicate pink satin panties with a little white bow on the front. No trousers. No normal boxers. Just lingerie.

I blinked, suddenly very awake. “Gabriela… I can’t wear that to college.”

She tilted her head, looking genuinely surprised by my protest. “Why not? Nobody’s going to see.”

I gestured helplessly at the stockings. “Because… they’re stockings. And panties. What if someone notices? What if I have to change for sports or something?”

She let out a soft, affectionate laugh and sat on the edge of my bed. “Ian, you’re wearing jeans and a hoodie like always. No one is going to see what’s underneath unless you drop your trousers in the middle of a lecture. And even then…” She shrugged elegantly. “It’s not like they’d know they’re mine.”

I opened my mouth to argue, but the words died when she gave me that calm, patient look. The same look she gave me when she handed me a lit cigarette or told me to chain them.

“Trust me,” she said gently. “It’ll feel nice. A little secret between us. No one has to know.”

I hesitated for a long moment, face burning. Then, with a defeated sigh, I nodded.

She smiled, pleased, and left me to get changed.

That became the new morning routine. Every day she would come into my room while I was still waking up, lay out the day’s lingerie, and watch with quiet satisfaction as I put it on. Stockings rolled up my legs. Panties snug around my cock and balls. Sometimes a soft lace bralette or a thin camisole under my hoodie. The sensation of the satin and lace against my skin as I walked to college was constant, a secret, humiliating reminder of what I was wearing underneath my normal clothes.

At first I was paranoid. Every time someone brushed past me in the corridor or I had to stand up in a lecture, I was convinced they could somehow tell. But Gabriela had been right.

No one saw.

No one knew.

And the longer I wore it, the more natural it started to feel.

By the end of the first week, I was no longer protesting in the mornings. I simply got up, let her choose what I would wear under my clothes for the day, and slipped into it while she watched.

In lectures, I was a nervous wreck.

I sat bolt upright, barely moving, terrified that if I shifted too much the hem of my hoodie might ride up and reveal a flash of lace or the outline of a suspender strap. During one particularly long morning seminar, I spent nearly twenty minutes obsessively checking the waistband of my jeans under the desk, convinced the black straps were visible through the denim.

I kept glancing around the room, paranoid that someone, anyone, was staring at me. The girl two seats away. The guy in the row behind. The lecturer at the front. Did they know? Could they tell I was wearing pink satin panties and stockings under my ordinary student clothes?

During breaks I’d slip into the toilets, lock myself in a cubicle, and check in the mirror on my phone. I’d pull my jeans down slightly and twist to look at my backside. There, faint, thin lines where the suspender straps pressed against the denim. They were visible.

But only if you knew exactly what you were looking for.

To anyone else, they were just creases in the fabric, the way jeans naturally folded when you sat down. No one was paying that much attention to my waist. No one cared. I was just another anonymous student in a hoodie and jeans.

That realisation helped, but the thrill of the secret never faded. Every step across campus sent a little whisper of satin and nylon against my skin. Every time I sat down in a lecture hall, I felt the garter straps tug gently. The constant, private reminder that underneath my normal exterior, I was dressed exactly the way Gabriela wanted me.

By the end of the week, the sharp edge of panic had dulled into a persistent, low-level buzz of nervousness and something dangerously close to excitement. I still checked the hem of my hoodie out of habit. I still tugged at my jeans when I stood up. But I was no longer convinced the entire university could see my shame.

When I got home each afternoon, Gabriela would greet me with that warm, knowing smile.

“How was your day, pretty boy?” she’d ask, her sharp green eyes flicking over me like she could see straight through my clothes. “Did anyone notice?”

I would shake my head, cheeks burning, and she would laugh softly, pleased.

One Thursday morning, Gabriela chose something particularly daring.

She laid out a very lacey pair of white satin knickers, delicate floral lace panels across the front and back, with a tiny bow sitting just above the waistband. They were unmistakably feminine. I hesitated for a moment, but slipped them on anyway. As I adjusted them in front of the mirror, a strange, bold little impulse took over. I pulled the waistband higher on my hips, so the intricate lace edge sat clearly above the line of my jeans.

It felt risky. Adventurous.

No one will notice, I told myself as I left the flat. It’s just for me.

All day the thought stayed with me. During lectures I kept wondering, what if my hoodie rode up when I reached for something? What if I bent over? The possibility sent little sparks of nervous excitement through me.

On the walk home, my shoelace came undone. Without thinking, I crouched down on the pavement to tie it, one knee on the ground.

A girl walking past, probably a fellow student with a backpack, slowed down. She glanced at me, then did a double take. Her eyes lingered on the exposed lace peeking above my jeans. Instead of laughing or shouting, she simply smiled, gave me a slow, playful wink, and continued walking.

The wink hit me like electricity.

I stood up quickly, tugging my hoodie down, face burning. But it wasn’t just embarrassment I felt. There was a deep, warm thrill running through me. The realisation that someone had seen the pretty white lace, that a stranger now knew I was wearing feminine panties under my clothes… it made my cock throb hard against the satin.

I actually liked it. The humiliation felt good. It felt exciting.

By the time I reached the flat, I was flushed and half-hard, the memory of that knowing wink playing on repeat in my head. The secret wasn’t quite so secret anymore, and that only made it hotter.

Gabriela was waiting in the living room. She took one look at my flustered expression and raised an eyebrow, that familiar knowing smirk appearing on her lips.

“Rough day?” she asked sweetly, though her tone suggested she already suspected something had happened.

I didn’t reply. I just walked past her toward my room, the delicate lace still brushing teasingly against my skin with every step.

The next morning, Gabriela came into my room as usual, carrying the day’s lingerie. She laid out a relatively plain set on the chair, simple black satin panties, sheer black stockings, and a standard suspender belt. Practical. Discreet.

I stared at them for a moment, then surprised myself by speaking up.

“Can I… wear the very lacy bloomers instead?” I asked quietly, my voice barely above a whisper.

Gabriela paused, then turned to me with a slow, knowing smile. Her sharp green eyes sparkled with understanding. She knew exactly which pair I meant, the high-waisted white lace bloomers with delicate floral patterns and a wide lace band that would sit noticeably above my jeans.

She didn’t say anything at first. She just smiled wider, clearly pleased that I was asking for something more obvious. More risky.

“Of course you can,” she said softly, going back to the box and retrieving the bloomers. As she handed them to me, she added with quiet amusement, “You want to be found out, don’t you?”

I didn’t answer. I just took the bloomers, cheeks burning.

She didn’t stop there. She also replaced the simple suspender belt with a beautiful white waist-cinching waspie, a stiffer, more structured piece with boning and multiple hooks that would pull my waist in and sit higher on my torso.

“Come here,” she said gently. “I’ll help you with this one.”

My hands were trembling as I stepped closer. Gabriela stood behind me, her body warm against my back. She wrapped the waspie around my waist, pulling it snug. Her fingers worked efficiently but carefully, hooking it into place and then tightening the laces at the back. With every tug, I felt my waist being cinched smaller. The pressure was firm, restrictive, and strangely thrilling.

“Deep breath,” she murmured near my ear as she pulled the laces tighter.

I obeyed, breathing in as she adjusted it. The waspie hugged me tightly, accentuating my figure in a way that felt both humiliating and exciting. When she finished, she ran her hands over my cinched waist approvingly.

“There,” she whispered. “Much better.”

I stood there in just the waspie and the high-waisted lacy bloomers, trembling with nerves and arousal. The bloomers sat high on my hips, the wide lace band clearly visible above my jeans once I put them on. Anyone who looked closely would see them.

Gabriela stepped back and admired her work, that satisfied smile never leaving her face.

“You’re getting braver,” she said softly. “I like that.”

I swallowed hard, knowing full well what I was doing, and I wanted it anyway.

The experimentation continued, growing bolder with every passing day.

Gabriela’s morning selections became more varied and confident. Some days it was simple but pretty panties and stockings. Others it was full sets, waspies, lace bralettes, delicate chemises hidden beneath my hoodie. I no longer argued. I simply let her dress me each morning, feeling that familiar mix of nervousness and quiet thrill as I left the flat.

Then one morning she went further than ever.

I stepped out of the shower to find her waiting in my room. On the bed lay a plain black satin corset, structured, with strong boning, a row of hooks down the front, and short laces at the back. It was clearly meant to be worn over clothes.

“Today,” she said simply, holding it up for me to see.

I stared at it. “You want me to wear that out?”

Gabriela nodded, her sharp green eyes sparkling with amusement. “Over your t-shirt. With your usual black jeans and black hoodie, it’ll just look like a goth accessory. Fashion. No one will think anything of it.”

I hesitated, running my fingers over the cool, smooth satin. The corset looked elegant but unmistakably feminine in shape. I could already imagine how tightly it would pull me in.

“…Won’t it be obvious?” I asked.

She stepped closer and helped me into it. She hooked the front herself, then moved behind me to tighten the laces. With every pull, the boning pressed firmly against my ribs and stomach, cinching my waist noticeably. The sensation was intense, restrictive, controlling, and strangely arousing.

When she finished, she turned me toward the mirror.

“Look,” she said softly, resting her hands on my newly narrowed waist. “With the plain black t-shirt underneath and your black jeans… it just looks like a stylish corset belt. Very alternative. Very goth. Trust me, no one will bat an eye.”

I studied my reflection. She was right. It didn’t scream “lingerie.” It looked deliberate. Like something someone into alternative fashion might wear. The way it shaped my torso was noticeable to me, but probably subtle enough to pass as a fashion choice.

I swallowed, feeling the familiar nervous excitement rising.

“Okay,” I said quietly. “I’ll wear it.”

Gabriela’s smile was warm and proud. She gave the laces one final gentle tug, then stepped back to admire me.

“You look really good,” she murmured. “I like this on you.”

I pulled on my black hoodie and jeans over the corset. The boning hugged me tightly with every movement, a constant, secret reminder of what I was wearing underneath. As I left for college that day, I felt the firm pressure around my waist with every step.

The corset felt surprisingly comfortable after the first couple of hours. The constant pressure around my waist became almost reassuring, a secret reminder of Gabriela’s control. I moved through my lectures and seminars that day with a strange mix of nervousness and quiet confidence. No one stared. No one commented. In a university full of alternative fashion, dyed hair, and people wearing whatever they wanted, a black satin corset over a black t-shirt barely registered as unusual.

Until I ran into her.

I was walking across the main quad after my last lecture when the girl from the other day, the one who had seen my lace knickers when I crouched to tie my shoelace, appeared from the opposite direction. She recognised me instantly. Her face lit up with a bright, playful smile.

“Hey!” she said, slowing down to walk beside me. “Corset guy. Looking good today.”

I felt my face heat up instantly. “Uh… thanks.”

She fell into step with me, glancing sideways with open curiosity. “I really like the corset. It suits you. I love how free you are with what you wear. Most lads are so boring. You’re actually interesting.”

We chatted for a couple of minutes about nothing in particular, courses, the terrible campus coffee, how cold the library was. Then she tilted her head and asked with a mischievous grin:

“So… are you still wearing knickers under there?”

I nearly tripped over my own feet. My mouth went dry, but after a second I nodded, voice barely audible.

“Yeah… I am.”

Her smile widened, clearly delighted. “That’s hot. I like a guy who’s not afraid to experiment.” She bit her lip for a second, then asked more directly, “Do you want to go on a date sometime? Grab a drink or something?”

For a moment I was stunned. She was cute, really cute, with an easy confidence I would normally find attractive. A few months ago I would’ve jumped at the chance.

But the words that came out of my mouth surprised even me.

“I’m… sorry,” I said, rubbing the back of my neck. “I have a girlfriend.”

It was a lie. I didn’t have a girlfriend.

But for some reason, the idea of going on a date with her felt wrong. Like I’d be cheating.

On Gabriela.

The girl looked a little disappointed but took it gracefully. “Ah, fair enough. She’s a lucky girl. Well, if you ever become single… you know where to find me.”

She gave me another wink and walked off.

I stood there for a moment, the black satin corset suddenly feeling tighter around my waist. My mind was spinning.

I had just turned down a cute girl… because I felt like I belonged to Gabriela.

Even though we weren’t together. Even though she was my flatmate. Even though she had a huge cock and spent her days turning men into sissies on camera.

I adjusted my hoodie, feeling the lace of the high-waisted bloomers and the firm grip of the corset, and continued walking home.

The thrill of humiliation from earlier had shifted into something deeper. I wondered what was wrong with me, why I couldn’t just toughen up and tell Gabriela how I felt, but I just couldn’t bring myself to do it.

I adjusted my hoodie, feeling the lace of the high-waisted bloomers and the firm grip of the corset, and continued walking home.

Another line had been crossed but I was no longer sure I wanted to stop crossing them.


Chapter 19: The Shaving Session

Then one day, everything took another decisive step forward.

I arrived home from university in the late afternoon, the black satin corset still firmly cinched around my waist beneath my hoodie and the high-waisted lacy bloomers brushing teasingly against my smooth skin with every step. The moment I opened the front door, my eyes landed on the living room table.

Another large package waited for me.

This one was noticeably bigger than the first delivery. Beside it sat a smaller, neatly wrapped box. On top of the main package was a handwritten note in Gabriela’s elegant, flowing handwriting:

“Shave your whole body, then use the IPL device on all parts of your body you can reach.

I will help you with the hard-to-reach places if you want me to.

... G ??”

My stomach did a slow, nervous flip. I stood frozen in the hallway for several seconds, staring at the note. The implication was unmistakable. This wasn’t just more lingerie. This was her actively pushing me toward smoother, more feminine skin. Permanent changes.

I carried both boxes into my room, closed the door, and sat on the edge of the bed. My hands were slightly unsteady as I opened them.

The larger box contained more sissy items: several maid dresses in shiny pink, baby blue, purple or red satin with crisp white lace trim, frilly aprons, and built-in petticoats. There were also additional sets of lingerie, stockings, and accessories. The smaller box held multiple packs of high-quality razors and a sleek, professional-looking IPL hair removal device with its instruction booklet.

I stared at everything in silence.

This felt like another major threshold. Shaving my entire body was one thing. Using an IPL device was a much more serious, longer-term commitment. Gabriela wasn’t just playing anymore, she was guiding me, step by step, toward something far more permanent.

I should have felt panicked. Instead, after a few minutes of anxious breathing, a dark, fluttering excitement began to build in my chest. My cock twitched against the lace of the bloomers I was still wearing from that morning.

I ran my fingers over the smooth surface of the IPL device, then over the sharp new razors. The note sat on the bed beside me, her elegant handwriting staring up at me.

“I will help you with the hard-to-reach places if you want me to.”

I swallowed hard, heart pounding. The invitation was clear and I was seriously considering accepting it.

The water felt soothing against my skin as I lowered myself in. I picked up one of the new razors and started with my legs.

It was harder than I expected. The angle was awkward, I kept missing patches, and I nicked myself twice. My arms were even worse. I tried my chest and stomach but couldn’t reach properly around my back or the awkward spots behind my thighs. Frustration built quickly.

Then I heard the front door open and close. Gabriela was home.

I hesitated for a long moment, then called out, voice shaky.

“Gabriela…? Can you… come here for a second?”

She appeared in the bathroom doorway a few moments later, still smiling. When she saw me sitting in the bath with razors and half-shaven legs, her expression softened into something warm and amused.

“Struggling?” she asked gently.

I nodded, cheeks burning. “Yeah… I can’t reach everywhere. Could you… help?”

Gabriela’s smile deepened. Without hesitation, she reached down and pulled her top off over her head, revealing her full, heavy breasts. They were perfect, large, round, and firm, with dark, pierced nipples adorned with small silver barbells that caught the light. She slid her jeans and panties down in one smooth motion, stepping out of them gracefully.

She stood completely naked in front of me.

Her skin was smooth and flawless, a warm olive tone with a soft, natural glow. Her body was incredible, tiny cinched waist, wide feminine hips, and long, toned legs. Between her thighs hung her massive cock, thick even when soft, with a slight upward curve and a heavy pair of smooth balls beneath it. A small silver Prince Albert piercing glinted at the head, and she had delicate little nipple piercings that drew my eyes helplessly.

She looked like a goddess. Powerful. Beautiful. Intimidating.

Seeing her fully naked for the first time, the contrast of her soft, feminine curves with that huge, heavy cock and the elegant piercings, made my own cock twitch and harden instantly in the bathwater. A confusing rush of arousal, nervousness, and deep submission washed over me. I felt small. Exposed. Completely out of my depth… and embarrassingly turned on.

“I don’t want to get my clothes wet,” she explained casually, as if it were the most normal thing in the world. She stepped into the bath behind me, the water rising as she lowered herself in.

Her breasts pressed softly against my back. I could feel the warmth of her body and the heavy weight of her cock resting against my lower back.

“Relax,” she whispered near my ear, her voice low and soothing. “Let me help you.”

“Stand up for me,” Gabriela said softly, her voice gentle but unmistakably commanding.

I hesitated for only a second before obeying. Water cascaded down my body as I rose from the bath, standing naked and vulnerable in front of her. My cock was half-hard from nerves and arousal, twitching under her calm gaze.

She knelt in the water behind me and began shaving with slow, careful strokes. The razor glided over my back, my shoulders, the back of my thighs, and my buttocks. Every pass left my skin smooth and tingling. She was thorough and methodical, her free hand steadying me by resting on my hip or lower back. The warm water, her touch, and the intimate act of her shaving me made my head spin.

“Turn around.”

I did. She shaved my chest, my stomach, and carefully around my cock and balls. Her face was very close to my erection as she worked, but she remained focused and professional, only occasionally glancing up with a small, pleased smile. The sensation of the razor so close to my most sensitive areas made me tremble.

When she finished, every inch of my body that she could reach was completely smooth. I felt exposed, lighter, strangely delicate.

“Now lie back down,” she instructed.

I lowered myself into the water again. Gabriela moved behind me, sliding down so she was sitting against the back of the tub. She gently pulled me back until I was lying against her chest, my head resting on her shoulder, my back pressed to her soft, full breasts. Her legs wrapped loosely around mine under the water.

She reached over and turned on the hot tap, adding fresh warm water that flowed around us. Steam rose gently as the bath grew hotter and deeper.

Her arms came around me, holding me securely against her body. One hand rested on my smooth chest, the other lightly on my stomach, just above my still-hard cock. Her massive cock pressed warmly against my lower back, thick and heavy, the piercing cool against my skin.

We lay there like that for a long time, her holding me, both of us submerged in the warm water, her breasts soft against my back, her breath warm against my ear.

“How do you feel?” she asked quietly, her deep voice gentle.

I swallowed, my heart still racing.

“Confused… nervous,” I admitted. “But… good. Really good.”

She pressed a soft kiss to the side of my head and tightened her arms around me.

“That’s okay,” she whispered. “As long as you’re having fun.”

We stayed like that, skin to skin, the water gently lapping around us, her holding me possessively in her arms.

We lay there in the warm water for a long, peaceful stretch of time. The steam rose gently around us. Gabriela’s full, soft breasts pressed warmly against my back, her arms wrapped securely around my now-smooth torso. Her massive cock rested heavily against my lower back, the piercing occasionally brushing my skin as she shifted. The sensation was overwhelming in the best possible way, intimate, vulnerable, and strangely comforting.

I felt safe enough in her arms to speak.

“I… ran into that girl the other day,” I said quietly, voice barely louder than the lapping water. “The one who saw my knickers when I tied my shoelace. She talked to me. Asked me out on a date.”

Gabriela’s hand paused on my chest for a moment. Then she continued stroking my smooth skin slowly.

“Oh?” she murmured, her deep voice calm and curious. “What did you tell her?”

I swallowed. “I said I had a girlfriend.”

Another pause. I could feel her thinking behind me.

“Why?” she asked gently. “She sounded cute.”

I shrugged awkwardly in her arms, water rippling around us. I genuinely didn’t have a clear answer. Or maybe I did, but I couldn’t bring myself to say it out loud.

Gabriela stayed quiet for a while, her fingers tracing lazy patterns across my chest. Then she leaned down and pressed a slow, tender kiss to the side of my neck, just below my ear. Her lips lingered there warmly.

“Thank you,” she whispered against my skin, her voice soft and sincere.

I felt a strange tightness bloom in my chest. The words came out almost without thought, barely audible:

“You’re welcome.”

She held me a little tighter after that, her arms possessive but gentle. Her massive cock gave a slow, heavy twitch against my lower back. Neither of us spoke again for a long time. We simply lay together in the warm water, skin to skin, her holding me close while the bath grew still around us.

Her touch was slow and tender. She ran the soapy sponge over my chest, down my arms, across my smooth stomach, carefully cleaning every inch of skin she had just shaved. The sensation of her hands gliding over my hairless body was incredibly intimate. Every stroke made me shiver with pleasure and vulnerability.

Then her hand drifted lower.

She wrapped her fingers around my hard cock and began to stroke me slowly, gently. The rhythm was unhurried, almost loving. At the same time, she leaned in and started kissing the side of my neck, soft, lingering kisses that turned into slow licks and gentle sucking. Her deep, smoky voice whispered hotly against my wet skin.

“You’re so pretty like this… so smooth and soft for me…”

I moaned quietly, hips twitching into her hand. I could feel her own massive erection pressing firmly against my lower back, thick, hot, and unmistakably hard. The heavy weight of it, combined with her large breasts against me and her skilled hand on my cock, made everything feel overwhelming. This had gone far beyond friendship. This was something much deeper. Much more dangerous.

I was getting close, breathing ragged, when the words slipped out almost involuntarily.

“I…”

I caught myself just in time and stopped.

Gabriela’s hand immediately stilled. She gave my cock one final, gentle squeeze, then released it completely.

“Out,” she said softly but firmly. “Dry off and go lie on your bed. I’ll be there in a moment with the IPL device.”

I stood up on shaky legs, water streaming down my smooth, flushed body. My erection throbbed painfully, unsatisfied. Gabriela remained sitting in the bath, watching me with dark, satisfied eyes as I stepped out and reached for a towel.

The air between us felt thick with everything we weren’t saying.

I dried off quickly and walked naked to my bedroom, heart pounding, knowing that whatever happened next would push us even further.


Chapter 20: Intimacy

I lay naked on my bed, still slightly damp from the bath, staring up at the ceiling. My mind was a mess of conflicting emotions.

I wanted her.

I wanted her so badly it hurt, her confidence, her curves, her voice, the way she looked at me like she already owned me. But at the same time, I didn’t. Or at least part of me didn’t. She had a cock. A big one. And every time I thought about that, my straight identity screamed in protest. I wasn’t gay. I’d never been attracted to men. Yet here I was, smooth and hairless because she told me to be, lying naked on my bed waiting for her, my own cock still half-hard from her touch in the bath.

I felt confused. Lost. Horny and ashamed at the same time. I wanted to run away from all of this… and I wanted her to come in and push me even deeper.

The door opened.

Gabriela stepped inside wearing nothing but a short, silky black satin robe that barely reached the tops of her thighs. The robe was loosely tied, and with every step she took, it shifted and parted, giving teasing glimpses of her body.

Her huge cock swung heavily between her legs, thick and semi-hard, occasionally slipping out from behind the satin as she moved. The silver Prince Albert piercing glinted in the light. Her large breasts strained against the top of the robe, the outline of her pierced nipples visible through the thin material. Her skin was still slightly flushed and dewy from the bath.

She looked breathtaking. Feminine. Powerful. Dangerous.

I couldn’t stop staring.

Gabriela noticed, of course. She gave me a small, knowing smile as she approached the bed, carrying the IPL device in one hand.

“Comfortable?” she asked softly, her deep voice warm.

I nodded, unable to speak properly. My cock had hardened fully again, lying flat against my smooth stomach, betraying exactly how I felt.

She climbed onto the bed beside me, the short robe riding up dangerously high. As she leaned over to position the IPL device on my chest, her heavy cock slipped completely free of the robe and brushed warmly against my hip. The contact sent a jolt through me.

She didn’t bother tucking it away. She simply began moving the device slowly and methodically over my skin, first my chest, then my stomach, then down my arms and legs, treating my body with calm, possessive care.

Every time she shifted position, her massive cock swayed and brushed against me, my thigh, my side, once even grazing my own erection. The heat and weight of it were impossible to ignore.

I lay there, breathing shallow, torn between overwhelming desire and deep confusion.

I wanted this. I didn’t want this. I had no idea which feeling was stronger anymore.

Gabriela worked with calm, focused care. After finishing my front, she gently guided me to roll over onto my stomach. I lay there, face down on the bed, heart racing as she straddled the backs of my thighs for better access.

The IPL device hummed softly as she moved it slowly across my shoulders, then down my back. I felt the heavy, warm weight of her cock resting against my ass, occasionally shifting as she adjusted her position.

Unable to hold back any longer, I reached out with one hand and tentatively brushed my fingers along her smooth calf, then higher up the side of her thigh.

Gabriela paused for a moment.

“Is this alright?” I asked, voice barely above a whisper.

She let out a soft, pleased sound. “Yes, Ian. It’s fine. You can touch me.”

Emboldened, I began rubbing her leg more confidently, slow, reverent strokes along her thigh, feeling the warmth and smoothness of her skin. My hand moved higher, exploring as she continued working the device across my lower back and the curve of my ass.

After several minutes, she stopped. She climbed off me and stood beside the bed. Without saying a word, she untied the short satin robe and let it fall to the floor in a silky heap.

She was completely naked.

I turned my head to look up at her. The sight stole my breath. Her body was breathtaking, full, heavy breasts with dark, pierced nipples that glinted with small silver barbells, a dramatically tiny waist, wide feminine hips, and long, smooth legs. Between her thighs hung her massive cock, thick and heavy, already semi-hard and swaying slightly. The silver Prince Albert piercing at the head caught the light every time it moved.

Gabriela stood there confidently, letting me look. Then she asked softly, almost vulnerably:

“Am I pretty?”

I didn’t hesitate.

“You’re the most beautiful girl in the world,” I whispered, meaning every word.

A warm, genuine smile spread across her face. She looked genuinely moved by my answer.

She climbed back onto the bed, straddling my thighs again, now fully naked. Her heavy cock rested firmly against my ass as she resumed moving the IPL device over my skin.

Gabriela continued working the IPL device across my back and the backs of my thighs. I stayed face-down on the bed, breathing shallow.

Then she shifted her hips.

Her heavy, thick cock settled directly between my arse cheeks.

The weight of it was shocking, hot, heavy, and alive. The thick shaft nestled perfectly in the cleft of my smooth ass, the head resting just above my hole. I could feel every inch of its warmth, the slight pulse of blood running through it, and the cool metal of her Prince Albert piercing pressing against my sensitive skin.

I tensed instantly, a low whimper escaping my throat.

She didn’t say anything. She just kept slowly moving the device over my skin, as if it were completely normal to have her massive cock resting between my cheeks while she worked.

Then it started to stiffen.

I felt it thicken and lengthen against me, growing harder by the second. The shaft swelled, pushing more firmly between my cheeks, the head nudging closer to my tight hole. It throbbed with her heartbeat, slow, powerful, insistent. Every time it pulsed, it pressed more insistently against my entrance, spreading my cheeks slightly with its girth.

My own cock was painfully hard beneath me, trapped against the sheets. I was trembling. Part of me wanted to pull away. Another, much stronger part kept me perfectly still.

Gabriela shifted again.

She pressed the thick head of her cock directly against my hole, not pushing in, just resting there, testing me. The pierced tip kissed my tight ring of muscle, warm and slick from the bathwater still on our skin. She held it there, letting me feel the size, the heat, the undeniable presence of her cock right at my entrance.

I didn’t move.

I didn’t pull away. I didn’t clench. I just lay there, breathing fast and shallow, every nerve in my body screaming with a terrifying mix of fear and desperate arousal.

After a long, silent moment, she eased back slightly.

Then she lowered her entire body onto mine.

Her soft, heavy breasts pressed firmly against my back. Her hard nipples with their silver piercings dragged across my smooth skin. She kissed the back of my neck, slow and wet, then trailed soft kisses and gentle licks down my spine. One of her hands slid underneath me, wrapping around my aching cock and stroking me slowly, lazily.

All the while, her massive, rock-hard cock stayed nestled between my arse cheeks, thick, threatening, and insistent. The head kept brushing against my hole with every small movement she made, teasing, promising, warning.

I was tense. So tense my entire body was trembling beneath her. My mind was a storm of confusion and overwhelming lust.

I wanted her to push inside me. I was terrified she would.

We stayed like that for a long, quiet stretch of time.

Gabriela lay fully on top of me, her soft, heavy breasts pressed warmly against my back, her pierced nipples occasionally dragging across my smooth skin. Her hand continued its slow, gentle rhythm on my cock, stroking me with just enough pressure to keep me aching and desperate without letting me tip over the edge. Her lips and tongue explored my neck and shoulders, soft, wet kisses, gentle licks, and the occasional light suck that made me tremble beneath her.

All the while, her massive, rock-hard cock stayed nestled firmly between my arse cheeks. The thick, heavy shaft throbbed with her heartbeat, the pierced head pressing insistently against my tight hole. Every small shift of her hips made it slide teasingly along my cleft, spreading my cheeks slightly, reminding me exactly how big she was.

I was completely naked beneath her, freshly shaved, smooth, and vulnerable. My own cock was painfully hard, trapped between my stomach and the sheets, leaking steadily as she worked me.

Eventually, she kissed the back of my neck one last time and whispered, “Turn over for me, sweetheart.”

I rolled onto my back without hesitation. My cock sprang up immediately, painfully erect and throbbing against my smooth lower stomach, the head flushed and glistening.

Gabriela straddled my thighs, still completely naked. Her huge cock rested heavily across my own, the thick shaft lying directly on top of mine, the cool metal of her Prince Albert piercing brushing against my sensitive skin. The sight and weight of it made my breath catch.

She picked up the IPL device again and leaned over my face. I tensed instantly.

“My… face?” I asked nervously. “I’ll lose my beard…”

Gabriela looked down at me with soft but steady eyes. “At least you won’t need to bother shaving every morning,” she said gently. “And besides, it will take quite a few sessions before you see any real difference. We can stop whenever you want.”

I swallowed hard, then gave a small nod.

She began moving the device carefully across my cheeks, jaw, and upper lip, the warm pulses of light tingling against my skin. At the same time, she shifted her hips, pressing her massive cock more firmly against mine, slowly rubbing them together in a lazy, teasing rhythm.

I lay there completely naked, smooth from the neck down, my face being treated while her thick, hard cock slid and throbbed against my own. The contrast, the clinical feel of the IPL and the raw, sexual weight of her cock, left me dizzy with confusion and overwhelming desire.

Gabriela smiled down at me, clearly enjoying every second of my internal struggle.

Gabriela finished the last pass of the IPL device across my jaw and turned it off. She set it aside on the bedside table, but she didn’t move off me. Instead, she stayed straddling my thighs, staring down at me with dark, hungry eyes.

My cock was painfully hard, throbbing visibly against my smooth stomach, leaking steadily. She could clearly feel it pressing up against her.

She reached down between us, wrapped her fingers around my shaft, and slowly lifted herself. The thick head of my cock brushed against her warm, wet entrance. She held it there, teasing, letting me feel how slick and ready she was.

“Can I?” she asked softly, her voice low and husky. Her sharp green eyes never left mine.

I could barely speak. I just nodded, a small, desperate movement of my head.

Gabriela smiled, slow, satisfied, and lowered herself onto me.

I gasped as the head of my cock pushed inside her. She was incredibly tight, hot, and wet. Inch by inch, she sank down until I was buried completely inside her. The sensation was overwhelming. Her inner walls clenched around me as she settled fully, her heavy balls resting against my smooth skin.

She placed both hands on my chest for balance, her large breasts swaying above me, pierced nipples hard. Then she began to ride me, slow, deep rolls of her hips, eyes locked on mine the entire time.

I struggled to process what was happening. I was inside her. My cock was buried in Gabriela, my beautiful, dominant trans flatmate. The same woman who had been turning me into her little sissy project. The same woman I had been fantasising about for weeks. My straight identity screamed in confusion while my body surrendered completely.

Gabriela watched every flicker of emotion cross my face, her expression soft but intensely focused. She rode me steadily, her huge cock bouncing heavily against my stomach with every movement, leaving shiny trails of precum on my skin.

It didn’t take long.

The combination of her riding me, her breasts swaying, her eyes locked on mine, and the overwhelming wrongness of it all pushed me over the edge embarrassingly fast.

“I’m… I’m going to...” I gasped.

She didn’t stop. She kept riding me through it.

I came hard inside her, hips bucking up, moaning helplessly as thick spurts filled her. My whole body shook with the intensity of the orgasm.

When I finally stopped twitching, Gabriela slowed to a stop. She stayed fully seated on my cock, still buried deep inside her, and simply looked down at me with a soft, possessive smile.

She didn’t move. She just sat there, holding me inside her, her hands resting on my chest as we both caught our breath.

Gabriela stayed seated on me for a long moment, her hands resting gently on my chest as we both caught our breath. Her sharp green eyes searched my face with surprising softness.

“Are you okay?” she asked quietly.

I swallowed, still dazed from the intensity of it all. My voice came out hoarse.

“Yeah… it was amazing,” I admitted, almost whispering. “Really amazing.”

A warm, genuine smile spread across her face. She rubbed my chest slowly with her palms, her thumbs brushing over my smooth skin.

“I liked it too,” she murmured. “A lot.”

She stayed there for a few more seconds, still full of me, before she spoke again, more seriously this time.

“Ian… I feel something for you. More than just playing or experimenting. But I don’t want to force anything. If you ever want to stop all of this, the clothes, the smoking, everything, just tell me. I’ll understand. I won’t be angry.”

I looked up at her, this beautiful, powerful woman who had completely upended my life in the best and most terrifying way. My heart felt too full.

“I don’t want to stop,” I said softly, the words coming out before I could overthink them. “Not anymore.”

Gabriela’s eyes softened with something deep and warm. She leaned down slowly, and as she did, my softening cock slipped out of her. A thick trickle of my cum immediately dripped from her used hole, landing warm and wet on my stomach and cock.

She didn’t seem to care.

She pressed her lips to mine in a deep, slow kiss. Her long curly black hair fell around us like a curtain. The kiss was tender at first, then grew more passionate, her tongue gently exploring my mouth as her breasts pressed softly against my chest. I could feel her massive cock, still half-hard, resting against my thigh, slick with our combined juices.

We stayed like that for a long time, kissing, breathing each other in, my cum slowly dripping between us.

When she finally pulled back, she rested her forehead against mine, both of us smiling.

“Good,” she whispered. “Because I don’t want to stop either.”


Chapter 21: The First Session

After we finally disentangled ourselves from the bed, Gabriela disappeared into her room for a few minutes. When she returned, I was completely speechless.

She had changed into a stunning red and black corset that cinched her already tiny waist even further, pushing her large breasts up dramatically. The corset was paired with sheer black stockings that clung to her long legs, attached by delicate garter straps. Completing the look were long black lace opera-gloves that reached past her elbows, giving her an elegant, almost aristocratic dominatrix presence.

She looked devastating.

The contrast of the deep red and black against her smooth olive skin, the way the corset accentuated every curve, the heavy swing of her thick cock beneath the garter belt, it was too much. I sat on the edge of the bed, still naked and smooth, staring at her with open awe.

“Jesus Christ, Gabriela…” I breathed. “You look… incredible.”

She smiled, clearly pleased by my reaction, and did a slow little turn so I could see the back, the corset lacing, the perfect curve of her arse, and the way the stockings highlighted her legs.

“Glad you approve,” she said, her deep voice warm with amusement. “Now come on. Let’s eat first. You’ll need your strength.”

We ate a simple but delicious meal she’d prepared earlier, pasta with a rich sauce, sitting at the table like a normal couple. Except I was still completely naked, and she looked like a wet dream in full fetish wear. The contrast made everything feel surreal.

After dinner we tried to game for a bit on the PS5, but she seemed distracted. She kept glancing at me, her sharp green eyes dark with intent. Her usual playful banter was quieter, more focused. I could feel the energy in the room shifting.

Eventually she put her controller down.

“Enough of that,” she said softly.

She stood up and walked over to the coffee table, picking up my iPad. Then she disappeared into her room for a moment and returned with the little brown bottle of Rush poppers… and a long, soft pink silk scarf.

My heart immediately began to race.

Without a word, she reached over and took the controller from my hands, then switched off the PS5. The massive TV screen went dark. She set the controller aside and moved closer.

I started to ask, “What are you...” but she shushed me gently, pressing a finger to my lips.

“Trust me,” she whispered.

Then she leaned in and kissed me, soft at first, then deeper, her full lips warm and possessive against mine. The taste of her, the scent of her skin and faint tobacco, made my head spin.

She pulled back just enough to look into my eyes, the silk scarf already sliding between her gloved fingers.

Without another word, Gabriela took the iPad from the table and connected it to the massive TV. The screen lit up brightly in the dimly lit living room. She navigated quickly and selected a video.

The title appeared in bold pink letters: “Sissy Hypno Popper Trainer”.

Hard, pounding techno music with a deep, throbbing bass filled the room. The visuals were intense, rapid flashing images and looping footage of transsexual women with perfect bodies being fucked bareback in various positions. Thick cocks slamming into eager asses, cum leaking, faces contorted in pleasure. The editing was fast and hypnotic, with swirling pink and black spirals constantly spinning in the background.

Gabriela sat beside me on the sofa, her short satin robe barely covering anything. She uncapped the bottle of Rush and held it in her gloved hand.

“Watch the screen,” she commanded softly. “Eyes on the video. Don’t look away.”

She brought the open bottle under my right nostril first.

“Deep breath in… now.”

I inhaled sharply as instructed. The chemical rush hit me instantly, a powerful wave of heat and dizziness that made my head swim and my ears pulse. The techno beat seemed to sync with my heartbeat.

On the screen, the text started flashing rapidly in aggressive pink and white fonts:

SISSY FAGGOT

BETA BOY

RAPE DOLL

YOU’LL DO ANYTHING

SEX ADDICT

NASTY PIG

DISGUSTING WHORE

CUM DUMP

SEX TOY FOR MEN

The words looped and overlapped at high speed while the bareback fucking scenes continued relentlessly in the background.

Gabriela moved the bottle to my left nostril.

“Again. Deeper this time. Hold it.”

I obeyed, taking a long, deep hit. The rush intensified, making my vision blur slightly at the edges. My cock was rock hard and leaking in the pink satin panties I was still wearing.

She kept perfect timing with the video’s rhythm, alternating nostrils, telling me exactly when and how long to hold each hit. The combination of the pounding music, the flashing degrading text, the raw porn on screen, and the relentless poppers made my mind start to melt.

“Good boy,” she whispered, her voice cutting through the noise like velvet. “Breathe it in for me. Let it break you.”

The video looped the same degrading phrases faster and faster while showing trans women taking load after load. My head was spinning, my body buzzing with intense arousal, and Gabriela kept feeding me hit after timed hit, never letting the high drop.

I was completely lost in it.

Gabriela kept the rhythm perfectly, feeding me timed hits of poppers while the video blasted on the massive TV. My head was spinning badly now, a dull pressure building behind my eyes from the chemicals, but the arousal was overwhelming. Every hit made the room tilt and my body burn hotter.

She suddenly moved, straddling my lap on the sofa. With one graceful motion she pulled her tiny thong aside, positioned the head of my cock at her entrance, and sank down onto me in one smooth glide.

I groaned loudly as her tight, hot arse swallowed every inch of me. She bottomed out with a soft sigh, her massive cock resting heavily against my smooth stomach, throbbing and leaking precum onto my skin with every small movement.

“Eyes on the screen,” she commanded softly, her voice low and husky.

The video kept looping relentlessly. Hard techno pounded through the room while trans women were fucked bareback in rapid, flashing scenes. The degrading text flew across the screen in aggressive pink bursts:

SISSY FAGGOT

BETA BOY

RAPE DOLL

YOU’LL DO ANYTHING

SEX ADDICT

NASTY PIG

DISGUSTING WHORE

CUM DUMP

SEX TOY FOR MEN

My head hurt from the constant poppers, but the pleasure was almost unbearable. Gabriela began to ride me, slow, deep rolls of her hips, taking me fully inside her with every movement. Her heavy cock slid and rubbed against my belly, leaving wet streaks of precum.

In a drowsy, slurred voice, I managed to ask:

“Are you… going to fuck me?”

Gabriela leaned forward, her long curly black hair falling around us like a curtain. She kissed me deeply, then pulled back just enough to look into my eyes.

“Not yet,” she whispered, still riding me with that slow, torturous rhythm. “But one day… I will.”

She straightened up again, hands braced on my chest, and continued fucking herself on my cock while the hypnotic video played on and the poppers kept my mind floating in a hazy, submissive fog.

Gabriela leaned forward, her full breasts pressing against my chest as she rode me with slow, deliberate rolls of her hips. Her long curly black hair fell around us, and her lips brushed against my ear.

“You want this,” she whispered, her deep, smoky voice sinking straight into my spinning mind. “You want to be a bottom bitch for cock… don’t you?”

The words hit me like another hit of poppers. I moaned helplessly, my hands gripping her waist as she kept moving on me.

She didn’t wait for an answer. She kept whispering, soft and relentless, right against my ear while the video looped on the massive TV behind her.

“You were never really straight… you were always meant to be like this. A desperate little bottom. A sissy slut who needs to be filled. Say it in your head, Ian. Tell yourself the truth while I ride you.”

I was completely lost in the haze. The pounding techno, the flashing degrading text, the relentless bareback scenes, the poppers, and Gabriela’s tight heat wrapped around my cock, it all blended together into one overwhelming wave. My head felt floaty and distant, like I was drifting outside my own body.

She looped the video again, letting it play from the beginning. The same hypnotic spirals, the same filthy affirmations, the same raw fucking on screen.

And she edged me.

For nearly an hour she rode me, slow when I got too close, faster when I started to calm down. Every time I approached the edge, she would slow to an almost torturous grind, squeezing around me while whispering more filth into my ear.

“You want to be a bottom bitch… you want to be used… you want to feel cock stretching you open…”

My cock throbbed painfully inside her, leaking constantly. I was whimpering, hips trying to thrust up desperately, but she kept complete control, never letting me tip over.

The poppers kept coming too, timed hits that made my head swim even harder, melting whatever resistance I had left.

By the end of the hour I was a trembling, desperate mess, sweating, moaning, barely able to form words. My mind was broken open, floating in a sea of pink satin, degradation, and overwhelming pleasure.

Gabriela finally slowed to a stop, still fully impaled on my aching cock. She looked down at me with dark, satisfied eyes, brushing damp hair from my forehead.

“Good boy,” she whispered. “You’re doing so well…”

Gabriela kept riding me with that slow, torturous rhythm, her tight heat squeezing around my cock while her own massive erection throbbed and leaked against my smooth stomach. The video continued looping on the massive TV behind her, relentless bareback fucking, swirling spirals, and flashing degrading text.

She leaned down, her long curly black hair curtaining around us, lips brushing my ear.

“Do you want to cum, pretty boy?” she whispered.

I was trembling, barely coherent. “Yes… please… I need to…”

She smiled, slowing her hips even more, keeping me right on the agonizing edge.

“Are you ready to commit to me?” she asked softly.

I blinked up at her, lost in the haze. “How…?”

“Boyfriend and girlfriend,” she murmured, kissing my neck. “Mistress and slave. Both. All of it. Are you ready to be mine?”

The question hung in the air. My mind was spinning from the poppers, the video, her body, everything. After a long, shaky moment, the word slipped out:

“…Yes.”

Gabriela’s face lit up with pure delight. She let out a soft, warm laugh.

“Duh! Obviously!” she teased, her voice full of affection.

Then she kissed me deeply, her tongue sliding into my mouth as she suddenly started riding me much harder and faster. Her hips slammed down, taking me to the hilt with every thrust. Her huge cock rubbed frantically against my stomach, leaving wet streaks of precum.

It only took seconds.

I cried out into her mouth as my orgasm crashed over me. My cock pulsed hard inside her, thick ropes of cum flooding her as my whole body shook uncontrollably. The pleasure was blinding, intensified by the poppers and the overwhelming feeling of total surrender.

Gabriela kept riding me through every pulse, milking me completely, until I was spent, gasping, and trembling beneath her.

She finally slowed to a stop, still fully seated on my cock, and looked down at me with a radiant, possessive smile.

“Good boy,” she whispered, leaning down to kiss me again, softer this time. “My good boy.”

Gabriela stayed seated on me for a long, intimate moment, kissing me softly as my breathing slowly returned to normal. Then she lifted herself off my spent cock with a quiet, wet sound. A thick trail of my cum immediately dripped from her hole onto my stomach and softening shaft.

She smiled down at me, affectionate and possessive.

“Come with me,” she whispered, taking my hand.

She led me down the hallway to her bedroom, the one room I had never been allowed inside until now. It was surprisingly pretty, but dark and intimate. Deep red and black dominated the décor, with soft crimson lighting, black silk sheets on a large, luxurious bed, and elegant gothic touches, candles, mirrors, and a faint scent of vanilla and leather in the air.

She shut the door behind us with a soft, final click.

“Lie down on the bed, sweetheart,” she said gently.

I obeyed, still completely naked, lying back on her silky sheets. Gabriela opened a drawer in her bedside table and pulled out a small, shiny metal chastity cage, pink-tinged steel with a secure lock.

She sat beside me on the bed, holding the device in her black lace opera-gloved hands.

“I expect you to wear this at all times from now on,” she told me calmly, but with clear authority. “It’s part of your commitment to me.”

I stared at the cage, a fresh wave of nervous excitement and vulnerability washing over me.

“Does that mean… no more sex for me?” I asked quietly.

Gabriela smiled and shook her head. She leaned down and kissed me softly, then looked into my eyes.

“No, sweetheart. I’m versatile. I want your cock too. I like being fucked by you.” She stroked my cheek tenderly. “This is about control. About you learning to put my pleasure first. About understanding who you belong to now.”

She kissed me again, deeper this time, her tongue sliding against mine as her gloved hand gently cupped my softening cock. I kissed her back, overwhelmed, aroused, and strangely at peace with everything that was happening.


Chapter 22: Morning After

I woke up slowly, wrapped in warmth and softness.

Gabriela’s arms were curled around me from behind, holding me close like I belonged there. Her full breasts pressed gently against my back, and the steady rhythm of her breathing brushed warm against my neck. For a few peaceful seconds, it felt… right. Safe. Intimate.

Then I felt it.

Her thick morning erection nestled firmly between my smooth arse cheeks, heavy, hot, and unmistakably hard. The weight of it, the way it throbbed subtly with her heartbeat, pressed right against my hole.

Reality crashed over me like ice water.

I was lying naked in Gabriela’s bed. My entire body was shaved smooth because she wanted it. My cock was locked in a pink metal chastity cage. I had let her ride me last night while I was high on poppers and sissy hypnosis. I had kissed her. I had cum inside her. I had agreed to be her boyfriend and her slave.

What the fuck was I doing?

My chest tightened with sudden, overwhelming panic. My straight identity, the part of me that had always been so certain, was screaming. This isn’t you. You’re not gay. You’re not a sissy. You’re not supposed to be locked in chastity and sleeping in a trans woman’s arms.

But another part of me, a quieter, deeper, terrifying part, didn’t want to move. It liked the feeling of her cock resting against me. It liked the way she held me. It liked how safe and wanted I felt, even as shame burned through me.

I sat up abruptly, heart hammering so hard it hurt.

“Gabriela… please take it off,” I said, my voice shaky and urgent. “The cage. I don’t want to do this. I can’t.”

She stirred beside me, blinking awake. Even just waking up, she looked beautiful, messy curls, soft green eyes, full lips. Her massive cock stood proudly between her thighs, thick and morning-hard.

She propped herself up on one elbow and looked at me with calm, patient understanding.

“Okay,” she said simply, reaching toward the bedside table for the small key.

But then she paused, holding the key in her hand. Her expression remained gentle, but there was a quiet seriousness behind it.

“I thought we were having fun,” she said softly. “I wouldn’t do anything you didn’t want, Ian. You know that, right?”

I nodded quickly, but the panic was still roaring inside me. Confusion swirled violently, part of me wanted to run, to put my normal clothes back on and pretend none of this had happened. Another part remembered how good it had felt last night. How right it had felt to surrender to her.

“I just… I don’t want this,” I repeated, but even as I said it, the words felt uncertain. Hollow.

Gabriela didn’t unlock me immediately. She studied my face for a long moment, then set the key down gently.

“Why not?” she asked, her voice kind but direct. “Talk to me.”

I opened my mouth… but nothing clear came out. How could I explain the storm inside me? The fear that I was losing myself. The shame that I was enjoying it. The terrifying realisation that I might actually want to be hers, not just as a friend, not just as a plaything, but in a way that went far deeper than I was ready to admit.

I had no clean answer. Just chaos.

Gabriela reached out and took my hand, squeezing it reassuringly.

“Then give me a chance,” she said gently. “Just a little longer. I won’t make you blow me. I won’t fuck you. Not until you’re ready, if you ever are. But this tension between us… it’s nice, isn’t it? It’s fun.”

I looked at her, so patient, so beautiful, so understanding, and felt the fight drain out of me. The panic was still there, but it was quieter now. Overwhelmed by something warmer. Something that felt dangerously like longing.

“Yeah…” I admitted softly, my voice barely audible. “It is fun. I’m sorry. I just… panicked.”

Gabriela smiled, soft and understanding. She leaned in and kissed my forehead tenderly, then pulled me back down into her arms.

“It’s okay,” she whispered against my hair. “We’ll go at your pace.”

She left the cage locked.

Gabriela pulled me closer, her warm, naked body pressing fully against mine. Her large breasts moulded softly against my chest, her pierced nipples brushing my smooth skin. She looked into my eyes for a long moment, then leaned in and kissed me.

The kiss started gentle, almost tender, her full lips moving slowly against mine. But it quickly deepened. Her tongue slipped into my mouth, tasting me, claiming me with quiet confidence. One of her hands slid up my back, fingers tracing the smooth, freshly shaved skin, while the other rested possessively on my hip, just above the locked chastity cage.

When she finally pulled back, her forehead rested against mine. Our breaths mingled. Her sharp green eyes were soft, but there was an intensity behind them that made my chest tighten.

“Tell me honestly,” she whispered, her deep, slightly hoarse morning voice intimate in the quiet room. “What do you think will happen if I fuck you? Or if you get on your knees and suck my cock?”

The question hit me like a punch to the gut. My mind went blank for a second, then flooded with chaotic images, her thick cock stretching me open, the taste of her in my mouth, the way I might look with her cum on my lips. Shame, fear, and a dark, forbidden arousal all crashed together at once.

I opened my mouth, but nothing coherent came out. I just shrugged weakly, eyes dropping to her chest.

Gabriela didn’t let me hide. She gently tilted my chin up with her fingers, forcing me to meet her gaze again.

“Is it because you’re scared you might actually be gay?” she asked softly, no judgement in her tone. “Or is it what people might think if they found out?”

I felt my throat close up. The words tumbled out in a shaky, fragmented rush.

“Both… I think. I don’t know. I’ve always been straight. Or at least I thought I was. And coming out… I wouldn’t even know how to do that. What do I say to my parents? To my friends back home? ‘Hey, I’m dating a trans woman and I let her lock my dick in a cage’? It feels… impossible. Stressful. Like I’d be letting everyone down. Like I’d become this completely different person overnight.”

My voice cracked on the last few words. The weight of it all, the fear of losing my old identity, the terror of social judgement, the deep confusion about what I actually wanted, pressed down on me heavily.

Gabriela listened without interrupting, her hand stroking my back in slow, soothing circles. When I finally fell silent, she spoke again, her voice gentle but clear.

“Have you been thinking about this a lot recently?” she asked. “About me… about what this all means?”

I hesitated for a long moment, then nodded, barely able to look at her.

“Yeah… I have. Almost constantly.”

Gabriela smiled, not triumphant, but warm and understanding. She brushed a strand of hair from my forehead and kissed me softly again, this time on the corner of my mouth.

“You’ve already made your decision, Ian,” she whispered against my lips. “You just haven’t figured out how to communicate it yet. And that’s okay. You don’t have to have it all sorted right now. This can stay between us for as long as you need. No pressure. No rush.”

She pulled me tighter into her arms, her massive cock resting warmly against my thigh, her breasts soft against my chest. I buried my face in the crook of her neck, breathing in her scent, vanilla, faint tobacco, and something uniquely her.

For the first time in days, the storm of confusion in my head felt a little less violent. Still chaotic, still frightening… but no longer completely overwhelming.

Gabriela held me like that for a long time, stroking my back, occasionally pressing soft kisses to my hair and temple.

“We’ll figure it out together,” she murmured. “One step at a time. I’ve got you.”

And in that moment, even with the cage locked around me and her cock pressed against my skin, I believed her.

Gabriela held me in her arms for a long, quiet moment, her fingers gently stroking my smooth back. The warmth of her body, the weight of her breasts against my chest, and the steady presence of her thick cock resting against my thigh made everything feel both overwhelming and strangely safe. Then she pulled back just enough to look at me properly. Her sharp green eyes were softer than I’d ever seen them, vulnerable, almost nervous.

“Ian… I need to be honest with you,” she said quietly, her deep voice barely above a whisper. “I’ve fallen in love with you. Not just the games, not just the control or the fun of turning you… I’ve fallen for you. The sweet, slightly awkward, kind-hearted boy who walked into my flat and made it feel like home. I want more with you. I want all of it, the relationship, the dominance, everything. But you don’t have to say it back. You don’t have to reciprocate right now. I just… I hope one day you will.”

Her words landed heavily in my chest. I felt a rush of warmth, fear, affection, guilt, and something deeper I couldn’t quite name. My throat tightened.

“I… I love you too,” I admitted, the confession slipping out before I could stop it. My voice cracked slightly. “I think I have for a while now. But I just need time. My head is still so messed up. I don’t know who I am anymore.”

Gabriela’s face softened with relief and tenderness. She smiled, a beautiful, genuine smile that made her eyes crinkle, and leaned in to kiss me slowly. It was deep and loving, her tongue brushing mine with gentle possession.

“I understand,” she whispered against my lips when we parted. “Take all the time you need. I’ll continue your conversion in the meantime.”

I blinked, confused. “My… conversion?”

She gave me a small, mischievous smile, brushing a strand of hair from my forehead.

“It’s exactly what I’ve been putting into your iPad the past few weeks,” she said. “All those open tabs. The hypnosis videos. The suggestions. The slow push. All of it.”

I stared at her, stunned for a second. Then a surprised, breathless laugh escaped me.

“Wait… that was you? The whole time?”

Gabriela grinned, looking both proud and a little sheepish.

“Yes, it was me,” she admitted. “I’ve wanted you for a long time, Ian. From the moment you moved in. I saw how you looked at me. I knew you were curious, even if you didn’t. So I… helped things along. Gently. I wanted you to discover it yourself. Or at least believe you did.”

I shook my head, laughing again in disbelief, though there was no real anger in it. It made a strange kind of sense. Of course it had been her guiding me the entire time.

She kissed me again, deeper this time, pulling my body flush against hers.

“I’m not sorry,” she murmured between kisses. “Because it brought us here. To this.”

I kissed her back, overwhelmed, aroused, and strangely at peace with the revelation.

Since I didn’t have any lectures until mid-afternoon, I decided to call my parents. I sat on the edge of Gabriela’s bed, still wearing nothing but the chastity cage, and dialled home. Gabriela stayed in the kitchen, giving me some space, though I knew she could probably hear most of the conversation.

Mum picked up almost immediately, her voice warm and familiar.

“Ian! We were just talking about you. How are you, love? Everything okay?”

We fell into the usual rhythm, how lectures were going, whether I was eating properly, funny stories about Ellie’s latest drama at school. Dad chimed in from the background every now and then with his dry humour. It felt good. Normal. Comforting.

Then Mum asked the question I knew was coming sooner or later.

“So… have you met anyone nice yet? Or are you still too busy with all that coding?”

I glanced toward the kitchen where Gabriela was quietly making coffee. My heart beat faster, but the words came out surprisingly steady.

“Actually… yeah. I have a girlfriend.”

There was an immediate excited squeal from Mum and I heard Dad put down whatever he was doing.

“Oh my goodness! Tell us everything!” Mum said. “What’s her name? How did you meet? What’s she like?”

I took a breath.

“Her name is Gabriela,” I said. “She’s… my roommate. The one who owns the flat.”

There was a noticeable pause on the other end of the line. I could almost picture their faces, Mum surprised, Dad processing.

Mum spoke first, carefully. “The same Gabriela you sent that photo of a while back? The one with the curly hair?”

“Yeah. That one.”

Another beat of silence. Then Dad’s voice came through, calm but with a clear note of amusement.

“Called it the moment you sent that photo of the two of you,” he said. “I told your mother right then and there, ‘Mark my words, that boy’s going to end up with her.’”

Mum let out a surprised laugh. “You did say that! Well… as long as you’re happy, sweetheart. That’s what matters most. We trust you. Just… be safe and honest with each other, alright?”

The conversation continued for a few more minutes, Mum asking gentle, curious questions, Dad making a couple of light-hearted dad jokes about “modern relationships”, before we said our goodbyes with the usual “love yous” and reminders to eat vegetables.

When I hung up, I walked into the kitchen. Gabriela was leaning against the counter, arms crossed under her breasts, looking at me with wide, genuinely surprised eyes.

“You told them about me?” she asked softly, almost disbelieving.

I nodded, suddenly feeling a little shy. “Yeah. I did.”

She stepped forward without another word and pulled me into a deep, emotional kiss. Her hands cupped my face as her tongue met mine with surprising tenderness. When she finally pulled back, her sharp green eyes were shining.

“I wasn’t expecting that,” she whispered, resting her forehead against mine. “Thank you.”

I smiled, still processing everything that had just happened.

We stood there in the kitchen, holding each other in the morning light, the weight of what I had just told my parents slowly settling between us.


Chapter 23: More Conditioning

That evening the atmosphere in the flat felt different, thicker, heavier with anticipation.

After dinner, Gabriela stood up from the table and looked at me with that calm, commanding expression I was learning to recognise instantly.

“Go to your room and get changed,” she ordered softly. “I’ve laid something out for you. Full outfit tonight.”

I obeyed without question. On my bed was one of the new maid dresses from the latest package, shiny black satin with white lace trim, a massively poofy layered petticoat, a frilly white apron, and matching accessories. I changed slowly, the cool satin sliding over my smooth skin. The dress was ridiculously feminine, the petticoat making the skirt flare out dramatically. I added the stockings, garter belt, and heels she had chosen, then looked at myself in the mirror. I looked like a parody of a French maid. My caged cock strained visibly against the front of the satin panties.

When I walked back into the living room, Gabriela’s eyes darkened with approval. She was wearing a tight red and black latex corset dress that hugged her curves perfectly, her huge cock already half-hard beneath the hem.

“Good girl,” she murmured. “Come here.”

Instead of settling in for our usual gaming session, she guided me to the centre of the room. She took the soft pink silk scarf from earlier and tied my wrists together behind my back, then secured them to a discreet hook in the wall she must have installed at some point. I was now standing, arms bound, completely helpless in the frilly maid dress.

She picked up the iPad and cast the screen to the massive TV again.

The same “Sissy Hypno Popper Trainer” video started playing, pounding techno, flashing degrading text, raw bareback scenes. Gabriela uncapped the bottle of Rush and stepped close, pressing her body against mine.

“Eyes on the screen,” she whispered. “Breathe when I tell you.”

She held the bottle under my nose in perfect timing with the video’s instructions. I inhaled deeply on command, the chemical rush slamming into my brain. My head swam, my ears pulsed, and my caged cock throbbed painfully.

She edged me like that for nearly an hour.

First she unlocked the chastity cage, freeing my aching cock. Then she stroked me slowly, teasingly, while feeding me hit after hit of poppers. Every time I got close to the edge, she would stop, squeezing the base of my cock until the urge faded, only to start again. All the while the hypnotic video played on loop, the degrading mantras burning into my mind.

Then she reached into a drawer and pulled out a medium-sized black buttplug, already lubed.

I whimpered as she pressed it against my hole.

“Relax for me,” she whispered, kissing my neck.

She pushed it in slowly while I was mid-hit of poppers. The stretch burned for a moment, then settled into a deep, full pressure that made my eyes roll back. The plug locked into place, pressing against my prostate with every tiny movement.

Gabriela smiled against my ear as she resumed stroking me, the plug shifting inside me with every twitch of her hand.

“You’re doing so well, my pretty little sissy…”

I was lost, floating in a haze of poppers, satin, hypnosis, and overwhelming pleasure.

Gabriela kept perfect, merciless control over my body and mind.

She rose and fell on my cock with slow, deliberate rolls of her hips, never letting me settle into a rhythm that would allow release. The poppers had already turned my thoughts into warm, pliable mush. Every timed hit made the world tilt, colours bleed brighter, and my skin feel hypersensitive to the slightest touch. The constant chemical rush blended with the pounding techno beat blasting from the massive TV, creating a hypnotic fog that made it impossible to think clearly.

She reached for the iPad again and switched the video.

The new one was significantly darker.

The title flashed across the screen in aggressive, jagged pink letters: “Abuse Slut Training, Broken Sissy Whore Edition”.

The visuals were raw and unrelenting. A pretty, feminised boy, probably in his early twenties, was on all fours on a dirty mattress, wearing nothing but a torn, cum-stained pink satin maid dress. His makeup was completely ruined: thick black mascara ran in messy streaks down his flushed cheeks, his bright pink lipstick was smeared across his face, and his eyes were red and glassy from crying. A tall, dominant trans woman in shiny black latex towered over him, her thick cock slapping wetly against his tear-stained cheek as she slapped his face hard with her open palm, once, twice, three times.

The audio was filled with cruel, degrading taunts and the wet, obscene sounds of rough sex.

“You’re not a man anymore, are you, you pathetic little bitch?” the woman snarled, grabbing his hair and forcing his face against her cock. “Say it.”

The sissy whimpered, voice broken: “I’m not a man anymore…”

The text started flashing across the screen in large, aggressive pink and white fonts, timed perfectly with the heavy techno beat:

WORTHLESS ABUSE SLUT

BROKEN TOY

NO MORE DIGNITY

JUST HOLES

CRY FOR IT

Gabriela leaned down close, her latex corset creaking softly, and pressed the open bottle of Rush firmly under my right nostril.

“Deep breath in,” she ordered, her voice low and velvety. “Hold it… hold it… now release.”

I inhaled sharply. The chemical burn exploded through my sinuses and slammed into my brain like a hammer. My head swam violently. My vision pulsed at the edges. The hard slap on screen synced perfectly with the rush, making me whimper pathetically as my cock throbbed inside her tight heat.

She began stroking me again, slow, torturous, perfect strokes that kept me right on the agonizing edge without letting me tip over.

On the screen, the dominant woman forced her thick cock down the sissy’s throat until he gagged and cried, tears streaming down his face. More text flashed faster:

CHOKING WHORE

USELESS COCK SLEEVE

BEG FOR ABUSE

FILTHY PIG

“Beg for it,” Gabriela whispered hotly into my ear, squeezing the base of my cock to deny me. “Beg for Mistress’s cock like the pathetic abuse slut you are.”

The words spilled out of me in a desperate, broken moan, slurred by the poppers and the overwhelming need:

“Please, Mistress… I’m your abuse slut… your worthless whore… please use me… hurt me… slap me… I’ll take anything you give me… I need your cock… please…”

She rewarded me with a long, deep stroke of her hand and another heavy hit of poppers under my nose.

“Good girl,” she purred, clearly pleased. “Look at the screen. This is what you’re becoming.”

The video continued its brutal loop. The sissy was now being fucked hard from behind, his face pushed into the mattress as the woman called him every filthy name imaginable. The text kept flashing, faster and more vicious:

RUINED HOLE

NO MORE PRIDE

CUM RAG

DESTROYED SISSY

Gabriela kept feeding me poppers in perfect sync with the video’s rhythm, left nostril, right nostril, deep holds, short sniffs, never letting the high drop. My head felt like it was floating outside my body. My ears pulsed with every heartbeat. Every slap, every thrust, every degrading word on screen made my cock throb painfully in her hand.

She edged me like that for what felt like an eternity, slowing down every time my balls tightened and I got dangerously close, forcing me to watch and listen to every second of the abuse while whispering more filth into my ear.

“You’re just like him now… a broken little abuse slut… only good for cock and humiliation…”

I was whimpering, hips trying desperately to thrust up into her, but she kept complete control, never letting me cum.

The video continued its brutal loop, each cycle hitting harder than the last.

On screen, the feminised boy was now being used even more savagely. The dominant trans woman had him on his back, legs forced wide apart, as she slammed into him with deep, punishing strokes. His pink satin maid dress was bunched up around his waist, the frilly petticoat torn and stained. His face was a mess of tears, smeared makeup, and spit. Every thrust made his caged cock bounce uselessly against his stomach.

“TAKE IT, YOU FILTHY WHORE”

“SCREAM FOR ME”

“NO ONE WILL EVER WANT YOU AFTER THIS”

“RUINED FOR NORMAL LIFE”

Gabriela’s breath was hot against my ear as she forced another long, deep hit of poppers into my lungs.

“Hold it,” she commanded. “Hold it like a good little abuse slut.”

I obeyed, chest burning as I kept the chemicals inside. The rush was devastating this time, my vision swam with pink and black spirals, my ears rang with the pounding techno, and my whole body felt like it was dissolving into pure, submissive heat. My cock throbbed violently in her hand, leaking steadily onto my satin maid dress.

She stroked me with agonising slowness, squeezing just below the head every time I got too close, denying me release over and over.

“Look at him,” she whispered, her voice dripping with dark pleasure. “Look how broken he is. How happy he looks even while being destroyed. That’s going to be you one day. My perfect little abuse toy.”

I moaned loudly, the words sinking deep into my fractured mind. The combination of the video’s cruelty, the relentless poppers, and Gabriela’s tight, wet heat around my cock was breaking something fundamental inside me.

She switched the video again.

“Cum Dump Conditioning, No Limits Sissy”

This one was even filthier. Multiple trans women took turns using the same collared boy. They surrounded him in a circle, spitting on him, slapping his face red, pissing into his open mouth while laughing. One fucked his throat while another pounded his ass. Cum was everywhere, dripping from his chin, leaking from his stretched hole, smeared across his pretty pink dress.

The text flashed faster, more vicious than before:

CUM DUMP

HUMAN TOILET

WORTHLESS HOLE

ONLY GOOD FOR LOADS

RUINED FOR NORMAL SEX

BRAINWASHED COCK ADDICT

Gabriela fed me hit after hit, perfectly timed with the most degrading moments on screen. My head felt like it was floating in thick syrup. Every new rush made me whimper and twitch helplessly beneath her.

“Tell me what you are,” she demanded softly, squeezing my cock again.

“I’m… I’m a cum dump…” I gasped, voice slurred and broken. “I’m a worthless hole… only good for cock… please use me…”

She moaned in approval and started riding me a little faster, her own massive cock rubbing frantically against my stomach, leaving shiny trails of precum across the black satin of my maid dress.

The video kept playing. The sissy was now on his knees, mouth wide open as the women took turns shooting thick ropes of cum across his tongue and face. He looked blissful. Broken. Happy.

Gabriela leaned down and bit my earlobe gently.

“You want that, don’t you?” she whispered. “You want to be covered in cum. Used. Degraded. Turned into nothing but a set of holes for superior cock.”

I nodded frantically, tears of overwhelming pleasure and shame pricking at my eyes.

“Yes… Mistress… I want it… I want to be your cum dump…”

She rewarded me with another deep hit of poppers and a long, slow stroke that nearly pushed me over the edge before she stopped again.

The edging continued for what felt like an eternity.

Gabriela kept switching between the abuse videos and the raw gay porn, never letting my mind settle. One moment I was watching a sissy being destroyed and called every filthy name imaginable. The next I was watching two muscular men passionately fucking each other, moaning deeply as they kissed and thrust.

Every time the gay porn played, she would whisper:

“Look how happy they are. Tell me how much you want that. Tell me how badly you want to be fucked by real men.”

And I would confess everything, high and broken, while she edged me mercilessly.

The cycle repeated again and again. Abuse. Gay passion. Poppers. Degrading whispers. Edging. My mind was fracturing. The line between fear and desperate craving had almost completely dissolved.

I was lost. Completely, utterly lost in Gabriela’s world and she wasn’t even close to being finished with me yet.

The video switched again, and this time it felt like the final nail in whatever remained of my old identity.

“Cum Dump Conditioning, No Limits Sissy” played in full force.

The screen showed a collared boy in a completely ruined pink satin maid dress, surrounded by four trans women. They were taking turns using him without mercy. One was throat-fucking him so deeply his eyes rolled back, tears streaming down his face. Another was pounding his ass from behind while spitting on his back. The other two took turns pissing into his open, gagging mouth and slapping his cum-covered cheeks.

The text flashed aggressively, faster and more vicious than any previous video:

CUM DUMP

HUMAN TOILET

WORTHLESS HOLE

ONLY GOOD FOR LOADS

BRAINWASHED COCK ADDICT

RUINED FOR NORMAL LIFE

BEG FOR MORE

Gabriela didn’t give me any time to recover. She forced the poppers bottle under my nose again.

“Deep. Both nostrils this time. Hold it until I say.”

I obeyed instantly. The double hit was devastating. My head exploded with heat and dizziness. My vision tunnelled. The room spun. My ears pulsed violently with the pounding techno beat. Every nerve in my body felt electrified. My cock throbbed so hard in her hand it almost hurt.

She stroked me with agonising slowness while the video continued.

On screen, the sissy was now on his knees in the centre, mouth wide open like a urinal as all four women took turns shooting thick, heavy ropes of cum across his tongue, face, and ruined dress. He looked completely broken, eyes glazed, body shaking, but with a blissful, submissive smile on his cum-glazed lips.

Gabriela’s voice was a velvet blade in my ear.

“Look at him. That’s what you want to be. A pathetic, dripping cum dump. Covered in superior seed. Used and discarded. Say it.”

“I… I want to be a cum dump…” I moaned, voice completely broken. “I want to be covered in cum… I want to be used… I’m just holes… worthless holes for cock…”

She rewarded me with another long, deep hit of poppers and sped up her hand slightly, edging me even closer to the brink before stopping again.

The video looped back to the beginning, showing the sissy being passed around, filled, degraded, and broken over and over.

Gabriela kept me trapped in that cycle for what felt like an eternity, switching between the brutal abuse videos and the raw, passionate gay porn scenes. Every time the gay porn returned, she would force me to confess how much I wanted it.

“Look at those men kissing… Tell me how badly you want to kiss a man like that.”

“I want it… I want to kiss them… I want their tongues in my mouth…”

“Tell me you want their cocks.”

“I want their cocks… I want to suck them… I want them to fuck my throat… I want to be their gay little slut…”

The poppers never stopped. Hit after hit. My head felt like it was floating in thick, pink syrup. My thoughts were no longer my own. They belonged to the video. To Gabriela. To the overwhelming need to submit.

I was crying now, not from pain, but from the sheer intensity of the psychological breaking. Tears rolled down my cheeks as I confessed everything she asked for, my voice slurred and desperate.

Gabriela kissed my tears away tenderly, even as she kept me on the razor’s edge of orgasm for nearly an hour.

“You’re doing so well, my pretty little sissy,” she whispered lovingly, her hand still tormenting my cock. “Let it all go. Let Mistress reshape you.”

The techno pounded. The degrading text flashed. The poppers burned. The confessions poured out of me.

I was gone. Completely, utterly gone.

Gabriela suddenly climbed off me, leaving my cock throbbing and desperate in the cool air. She stood up in front of the sofa, towering over me in her tight red and black latex corset dress. The shiny material hugged her curves perfectly, accentuating her tiny waist and full breasts. Her massive cock was now fully erect, jutting out obscenely from between her thighs, thick, veined, and rock-hard, the silver Prince Albert piercing gleaming under the flashing lights of the TV.

She looked down at me with dark, commanding eyes.

Without a word, she grabbed the back of my head with one black-lace-gloved hand and pulled my face forward until my lips were inches from her throbbing cock.

“Take it,” she ordered, her voice low and rough with lust. “No more fucking around. You’re a pathetic cocksucker now. Get me wet.”

I hesitated for half a second, the last fragile piece of my old self screaming in protest.

But the poppers, the hypnosis, and hours of edging had destroyed any resistance I had left.

I opened my mouth.

Gabriela didn’t wait. She pulled my head forward and pushed the thick, swollen head of her cock past my lips. The taste was immediate, salty skin, precum, and the faint metallic tang of her piercing. My mouth stretched wide around her girth as she fed more of her length inside.

“That’s it,” she groaned, her voice thick with satisfaction. “Suck it like the desperate little cocksucker you are. Get Mistress’s cock nice and wet for you.”

I obeyed, swirling my tongue around the head, licking the piercing, trying to take as much as I could. She was so thick that my jaw ached almost immediately, but I didn’t stop. I sucked eagerly, hollowing my cheeks, bobbing my head as best I could while still tied up.

The video kept playing behind her, raw gay porn mixed with sissy abuse clips, the moans and degrading words blending with the wet, obscene sounds of me sucking her cock.

Gabriela moaned softly, one hand still gripping my hair as she slowly fucked my mouth.

“Good boy… look at you. Finally accepting what you really are. A pathetic, cock-hungry sissy. Keep going. Use your tongue. Worship it.”

I did everything she asked. I licked every inch I could reach. I sucked harder. I let her push deeper until I gagged, tears forming in my eyes. The humiliation burned through me, but it only made me more desperate, more eager to please her.

She kept talking down to me the whole time, her voice a mix of affection and dominance:

“Such a good little cocksucker… You were made for this. Made to be on your knees with a fat cock in your mouth. Keep sucking, baby. Get me dripping wet so I can use that tight little hole of yours one day.”

My own cock was leaking steadily onto the frilly hem of my maid dress, untouched and aching. The poppers still buzzed in my system. The hypnosis video kept flashing its degrading messages behind her. And all I could focus on was the heavy, throbbing cock filling my mouth and the overwhelming need to be good for her.

Gabriela looked down at me with dark, possessive pride as I worshipped her cock with everything I had left.

Gabriela finally pulled her thick, glistening cock from my mouth with a wet pop. A long, shiny string of my saliva connected my swollen lips to the head of her shaft for a moment before breaking. She looked down at me with dark, possessive satisfaction, clearly pleased by how eagerly and messily I had worshipped her.

She reached for the iPad and tapped a few times. The hypnotic video that had been playing on the living room TV was now cast to the large screen in her bedroom.

“Follow me,” she said calmly.

I stood up on shaky legs, the frilly black satin maid dress rustling around my thighs, my unlocked cock still painfully hard and leaking. Gabriela took my hand and led me down the hallway into her bedroom.

The room was intimate and seductive, deep red and black lighting, black silk sheets on the large bed, candles flickering softly. She positioned me in the centre of the room.

“Stand right there and wait for me,” she ordered quietly.

I stood obediently, trembling with a mix of fear and desperate arousal, my hands clasped in front of me.

Gabriela opened a drawer in her bedside table and pulled out a pair of delicate pink open-back lacy sissy panties. They were incredibly feminine, sheer pink lace with white frills, a little bow at the front, and a convenient open rear that left the wearer’s hole completely exposed and accessible.

She held them up for me to see.

“Take off your current panties,” she said, her voice soft but commanding. “Put these on. I’m going to fuck you tonight.”

My heart slammed against my ribs. Panic flared hot in my chest.

“I… I’m not ready,” I begged, voice shaking. “Please, Gabriela… I’m scared. I don’t think I can do this yet. It’s too much…”

She stepped closer, cupping my face gently with one black-lace-gloved hand. Her sharp green eyes were firm, but there was real affection in them.

“You are ready,” she said quietly, but with absolute certainty. “You’ve been preparing for this for weeks. Your body knows it. Your mind is catching up. Put the panties on.”

I stood there for several long, trembling seconds, torn between fear and the overwhelming pull of submission. Then, with a shaky breath, I obeyed.

I slipped out of the current panties and stepped into the new pink open-back pair. The lace felt incredibly soft and delicate against my smooth skin. The open rear left my hole completely exposed, vulnerable, and humiliatingly accessible. The little bow at the front sat just above my leaking cock.

Gabriela watched me with dark, hungry approval.

“Good girl,” she murmured. “Now turn around and bend over the bed.”

I did as I was told, bending forward over the edge of her silk-covered bed, the pink lace framing my smooth arse perfectly. My legs shook. My heart raced. I felt more exposed and submissive than I ever had in my life.

Gabriela stepped behind me, running her gloved hands possessively over my hips and the frilly material.

“You look perfect,” she whispered, voice thick with lust. “My pretty little sissy, finally ready to be fucked.”

I shivered hard, fear and desperate arousal warring inside me as I waited, bent over, completely at her mercy.

Gabriela stood behind me, her presence dominating the room. I was bent over the edge of her bed, the frilly black satin maid dress bunched up around my waist, the pink open-back lacy sissy panties framing my smooth, exposed arse perfectly. My legs trembled. My unlocked cock hung heavy and leaking between my thighs.

“Eyes on the screen,” she ordered softly but firmly.

I lifted my head. The large TV in her bedroom was still playing the hypnotic sissy video on loop. Swirling pink and black spirals spun endlessly. Rapid cuts showed trans women fucking eager, broken sissies in every position imaginable. The pounding techno beat throbbed through the room.

Gabriela uncapped the bottle of Rush again and held it under my nose.

“Huff,” she commanded. “Deep and steady. Keep going while I open you up.”

I obeyed immediately. I inhaled deeply through one nostril, then the other, as she instructed. The chemical rush hit hard and fast, a powerful wave of heat flooded my brain, making my head swim and my ears pulse with every heartbeat. My body felt electric, hypersensitive, and floaty all at once.

While I was lost in the haze, I felt the cool, slick touch of her gloved fingers, thick with lubricant, pressing against my tight hole.

“Relax for me, pretty boy,” she whispered, her voice low and soothing. “Let Mistress in.”

One finger pushed inside slowly. The stretch was intense, a burning pressure that made me whimper. She worked it in and out gently, coating my insides thoroughly with the cool lube. Then she added a second finger, scissoring them carefully, stretching me open bit by bit.

The combination was overwhelming. The relentless hypnotic video on the screen, the degrading text flashing, the pounding music, the heavy popper rush, and her fingers working deeper inside me, it all blended into one intoxicating spiral.

“Good boy,” she praised softly, curling her fingers to press against my prostate. A sharp jolt of pleasure shot through me, making my cock twitch and leak onto the floor. “You’re opening up so nicely. Feel how wet and ready you’re getting for me.”

She kept fingering me steadily, adding more lube, thrusting deeper with every set of hits she gave me. Three fingers now, stretching me wider, preparing me. Every time I got close to the edge from the prostate stimulation, she would slow down or pull back slightly, keeping me desperate and needy.

“Watch the screen,” she reminded me, feeding me another deep hit of poppers. “Let it sink in while I finger your pretty little sissy hole.”

The video continued its merciless loop, sissies in frilly pink satin being used, degraded, filled, and broken. The text flashed faster:

SISSY HOLE

BORN TO BE FUCKED

COCK ADDICT

TAKE IT DEEPER

I moaned loudly, pushing back against her fingers instinctively, completely lost in the haze. My mind was melting. The poppers made everything feel dreamy and hyper-real at the same time. Gabriela’s fingers felt bigger, thicker, more possessive with every thrust.

She leaned over my back, her heavy breasts pressing against me through the latex, her lips brushing my ear as she continued fingering me deeply.

“You’re doing so well,” she whispered. “Such a good little slut for Mistress. Keep huffing. Keep watching. Let it all sink in.”

I was whimpering, trembling, and dripping onto the floor, completely at her mercy as she prepared me for what was coming next.

Gabriela removed her fingers slowly, leaving me empty and aching. I heard the wet sound of more lube being applied, then felt the blunt, heavy head of her massive cock pressing firmly against my stretched, slick hole.

“Deep breath,” she whispered, her voice low and soothing. “Relax for me, baby. I’ve got you.”

I tried. I really tried. But the moment she began to push, the sheer size of her cock overwhelmed me.

The thick, pierced head stretched my tight ring of muscle wider than her fingers ever had. A burning, intense pressure bloomed as she slowly forced her way inside. I gasped sharply, fingers clawing at the silk sheets. It hurt, a deep, stretching ache that made my eyes water, but beneath the burn was something else. Something frighteningly good. A full, overwhelming fullness that made my prostate throb and my locked-away thoughts scatter.

Gabriela moaned softly behind me, the sound low and throaty, almost reverent.

“Fuck… so tight,” she breathed. “So perfect for me.”

She was careful. Painfully careful. She pushed in inch by thick inch, pausing whenever I tensed, rubbing my lower back with one gloved hand while feeding me another gentle hit of poppers to help me relax. Her possessiveness was clear in every movement, the way her fingers dug into my hip, the way she growled softly when another inch sank inside me, but she never rushed. She wanted me to feel it. To remember it.

Halfway in, I let out a broken, whimpering moan. The stretch was almost too much. My hole burned around her girth, fluttering helplessly as it tried to accommodate her. Yet my own cock was harder than it had ever been, leaking steadily onto the floor beneath me.

“You’re doing so well,” she praised, voice husky. “Taking Mistress’s cock like such a good girl. Just a little more… breathe through it.”

She sank the final few inches in one slow, steady push until her hips met my arse. I was completely full. Her heavy balls rested against me. Her thick cock throbbed deep inside, pressing firmly against my prostate. The feeling was indescribable, overwhelming fullness, pressure, heat, and a deep, dirty pleasure that made my legs shake.

Gabriela let out a long, satisfied groan, her fingers tightening on my hips.

“Mine,” she whispered possessively, leaning over my back. “This hole is mine now.”

She started moving, slow, deep thrusts at first, letting me adjust to the feeling of being fucked. Every stroke made wet, obscene sounds as her lubed cock slid in and out of me. I moaned loudly with every thrust, the sound raw and needy. She answered with soft, throaty moans of her own, clearly enjoying how tight I was.

The video on the TV continued playing, raw, passionate gay porn. Two muscular men kissing deeply, fucking with abandon, moaning in deep masculine pleasure.

Gabriela reached forward and grabbed a fistful of my hair, pulling my head up firmly so I had no choice but to watch the screen.

“Look at them,” she growled, thrusting harder now. “Watch how much they love it. That’s going to be you. Getting fucked and loving every second.”

The combination was devastating. The stretching burn slowly melted into pure, mind-melting pleasure as she hit my prostate with every thrust. The poppers kept my head floating. The hypnotic video and the gay porn on screen mixed with her deep, possessive fucking.

I broke completely.

“I love it!” I screamed, voice cracking. “I love your cock… I love being fucked… please don’t stop… I’m yours… I’m your gay little sissy… I love it so much!”

Gabriela moaned loudly in response and started fucking me harder, one hand still gripping my hair, the other reaching around to stroke my leaking cock.

“That’s my good girl,” she panted, voice thick with lust. “Scream for me. Tell the whole world how much you love getting fucked.”

I did.

I screamed. I moaned. I confessed everything as she claimed me completely, the sounds of our bodies slapping together mixing with the moans from the TV and the relentless hypnotic audio.

Gabriela’s hips moved with increasing urgency, her tight heat clenching around my cock as she rode me harder. Her breathing grew ragged, her large breasts bouncing with every thrust, her pierced nipples hard and flushed. The thick, heavy length of her own cock slapped wetly against my smooth stomach with every movement, leaving shiny trails of precum.

“I’m so close,” she gasped, voice husky and trembling with need. “Gonna fill you up, baby… take every drop like a good girl…”

I was beyond words, just moaning, whimpering, lost in the overwhelming sensation of being fucked so thoroughly. The poppers still buzzed in my veins. The hypnotic video still played in the background. And Gabriela was claiming me completely.

With a deep, guttural moan that vibrated through her chest, she slammed down one final time and came hard inside me.

I felt it, the powerful, rhythmic pulsing of her massive cock as thick, hot ropes of cum flooded deep into my arse. Spurt after heavy spurt, filling me until I could feel it leaking out around her shaft. She kept grinding through her orgasm, milking every last drop into me, marking me from the inside.

We stayed locked together like that for a long moment, both panting, bodies trembling. Her cum continued to leak slowly from my stretched hole as she finally eased off me with a wet, obscene sound.

She gently turned me onto my back and climbed on top of me again, straddling my hips. Her long curly black hair fell around us like a curtain as she leaned down and kissed me, deep, slow, and full of emotion. Her tongue slid against mine tenderly, tasting me, claiming me.

When she pulled back, her sharp green eyes were shining with love and satisfaction.

“I love you so much, Ian,” she whispered, voice thick with feeling. “More than I ever thought I could love anyone.”

I looked up at her, this stunning, dominant, incredible woman who had completely rewritten my world, and a breathless, overwhelmed laugh escaped me.

“I don’t know what the fuck I was so scared of,” I admitted, grinning up at her like an idiot. “That was the best sex I’ve ever had in my life. I love you like crazy, Gabi.”

Gabriela’s face lit up with pure joy. She laughed brightly, that rich, warm sound I’d grown addicted to, and we both giggled together like lovestruck teenagers, the heavy tension of the night finally breaking into pure happiness.

She leaned down and kissed me again, softer this time, full of affection and relief.

Then, with a playful smile, she reached over and turned off the television, silencing the hypnotic video completely.

She climbed higher on my body, positioned my still-hard cock at her cum-filled entrance, and sank down onto me in one smooth motion. I gasped sharply as her tight, slippery heat swallowed me again.

“I love you, Gabi!” I cried out, the words bursting from me as pleasure surged through my body.

She giggled again, bright and happy, and began riding me slowly, sensually, her hands braced on my chest as we looked into each other’s eyes with pure, open affection.

The night was far from over.

But for the first time, it felt like we were exactly where we were meant to be.


Chapter 24: Good Morning, Girlfriend

I woke up slowly the next morning, warm and safe in Gabriela’s arms.

Sunlight filtered softly through the curtains of her bedroom. My body felt pleasantly sore, a deep, satisfying ache that reminded me of everything we had done the night before. I was still wearing the frilly black satin maid dress, though it was badly crumpled now. Gabriela’s naked body was curled around mine, one arm draped possessively over my waist, her soft breasts pressed against my back, and her thick cock resting warmly against my arse.

For the first time in weeks, there was no panic. No crushing shame. Just a quiet, glowing happiness.

I carefully slipped out of bed, not wanting to wake her yet. I padded to the kitchen still dressed in the maid outfit, the petticoat rustling with every step. I made her favourite breakfast, scrambled eggs with smoked salmon, fresh orange juice, and coffee with just the right amount of milk. I arranged everything beautifully on a tray, added a little flower from the windowsill in a small vase, and carried it back to the bedroom.

Gabriela was just stirring as I entered. She propped herself up on one elbow, her long curly black hair delightfully messy, and smiled sleepily when she saw me.

“Good morning, girlfriend,” I said softly, setting the tray on the bed beside her.

Her eyes lit up with pure joy. She reached out and pulled me down for a slow, tender kiss.

“Good morning, my sissy slave,” she whispered against my lips, the words warm and affectionate rather than mocking.

We ate together in bed, feeding each other little bites, laughing quietly at how ridiculous and perfect the moment felt. When the food was finished, she set the tray aside and pulled me on top of her.

This time it was different. Not the wild, popper-fuelled intensity of the night before. This was soft. Loving. Intimate.

She rolled me onto my back and climbed between my legs, gently pushing them back until my knees were near my shoulders. We were face to face, eyes locked the entire time. She kissed me deeply as she slowly pressed her thick cock against my still-slick hole and eased inside me.

I gasped softly into her mouth as she filled me again. The stretch was intense but welcome now, a deep, satisfying fullness that made me moan quietly. She moved slowly, rocking her hips in long, gentle strokes, never breaking eye contact.

“I love you,” she whispered, kissing me between thrusts.

“I love you too,” I breathed, my voice trembling with emotion as pleasure rolled through me in warm waves.

We made love like that for a long time, slow, deep, and incredibly intimate. Her huge cock filled me perfectly, brushing my prostate with every gentle thrust. Our foreheads stayed pressed together, our breaths mingling, soft moans and whispered “I love you”s filling the space between us.

When I finally came, it was quiet and powerful, a deep, rolling orgasm that left me shaking in her arms. She followed soon after, burying herself deep inside me as she climaxed with a soft, beautiful moan, filling me once again.

We stayed like that afterwards, still joined, kissing lazily and whispering how much we loved each other.

For the first time since this all began, everything felt perfectly, beautifully right.

We lay tangled together in the afterglow, breathing slowly, skin still warm and flushed. Gabriela’s fingers traced lazy, affectionate circles across my smooth chest as she pressed soft kisses to my shoulder and neck. My hole still tingled, full of her cum, a constant intimate reminder of what we had just shared. The chastity cage was gone for now, but I could still feel the ghost of its presence, and strangely, part of me missed it.

After a long, comfortable silence, Gabriela shifted so she could look at me properly. Her sharp green eyes were soft, curious, and full of love.

“So… tell me honestly,” she asked gently, brushing a strand of hair from my forehead. “What do you think of anal sex now?”

I took a moment, searching for the right words. My body still hummed with pleasure. The soreness was real, but it felt good, a deep, satisfying ache that made me feel claimed. Owned. Wanted.

“It feels… amazing,” I admitted quietly, my voice a little rough. “Better than I ever thought it could. The fullness, the pressure, the way you hit that spot inside me… it’s intense. Overwhelming. But in the best way.”

I paused, then continued, the words coming more easily than I expected.

“Before… I was terrified it would make me feel gay. Like it would prove something was wrong with me. But now… I don’t care anymore. I’ve embraced it. I want cock. I want you. I’m gay, Gabi. Or at least… I’m gay for you. I’ve stopped fighting it. It feels right.”

Gabriela’s face lit up with a radiant, emotional smile. She pulled me into a deep, loving kiss, her tongue sliding slowly against mine as if she were pouring all her feelings into it. When she pulled back, her eyes were shining.

“I’m so proud of you,” she whispered, voice thick with emotion. “You’ve come so far.”

She stroked my cheek tenderly, then asked with gentle curiosity:

“How would you feel about having sex with a man? Like… a threesome? Me and another guy. Both of us using you.”

The question didn’t shock me the way it would have even a week ago. I thought about it seriously, imagining another man’s hands on me, his mouth, his cock, while Gabriela watched or joined in.

“I think… I can,” I said slowly, honestly. “It still scares me a little. But if it’s with you… if you want that… I’m willing to try. I trust you.”

Gabriela’s smile widened, warm and excited. She kissed me again, slower this time, full of affection and promise.

“I do want that,” she admitted softly. “But only when you’re truly ready. There’s no rush at all.”

She rested her forehead against mine, her fingers gently playing with my hair.

“You aren’t fully gay yet, you know,” she whispered with a teasing little smile. “Not completely. But you will be… the moment you admit out loud how beautiful men are. How much you want them. How much you crave their cocks.”

I blushed deeply, but the words came surprisingly easily now.

“Men are beautiful,” I whispered back. “I… I want them. I want to kiss them. I want to suck their cocks. I want to feel them inside me… while you watch.”

Gabriela moaned softly and kissed me again, deeper and more passionately this time, her body pressing closer to mine.

“That’s my good girl,” she breathed against my lips. “We’re going to have so much fun together.”

We stayed in bed for a long time after that, kissing lazily, touching each other tenderly, and whispering about the future, our future, as boyfriend and girlfriend, Mistress and slave, lovers ready to explore every desire together.

For the first time since this journey began, I wasn’t scared anymore.

After we finished making love, Gabriela kissed me deeply one last time, then rolled off me with a satisfied sigh. She lay on her side, tracing lazy patterns across my smooth chest with her fingertips, her massive cock still half-hard and resting warmly against my thigh.

She looked at me with soft, loving eyes.

“I love you,” she whispered again, almost like she couldn’t believe she was allowed to say it.

“I love you too,” I replied, smiling. The words felt completely natural now.

We stayed in bed for a while longer, cuddling and kissing lazily, enjoying the quiet intimacy. Eventually Gabriela stretched and gave me a playful little swat on the arse.

“Time to earn your keep, maid,” she said with a mischievous grin. “The apartment needs cleaning. Properly.”

I changed back into the full black satin maid dress, the poofiest one with the massive layered petticoat, white lace apron, stockings, and heels. The outfit rustled loudly with every movement as I spent the next couple of hours thoroughly cleaning the flat: dusting every surface, vacuuming, scrubbing the kitchen, polishing the bathroom until it sparkled, and making sure not a single thing was out of place. The constant swish of the petticoat and the feeling of the satin against my smooth skin kept me in a constant state of submissive awareness.

I was just finishing wiping down the living room coffee table when Gabriela emerged from her bedroom.

My breath caught in my throat.

She looked like an absolute vision of dominance. She wore a stunning, glossy black latex corset that cinched her waist dramatically and pushed her large, beautiful breasts up and out, leaving them completely exposed. Her pierced nipples were hard and prominent. Below the corset, her massive cock hung thick and heavy, already semi-erect and swaying with each step. Her legs were encased in matching shiny black latex stockings that clung perfectly to her toned thighs, attached by delicate garter straps. In her right hand she held a sleek black riding crop, tapping it lightly against her palm.

She looked powerful. Seductive. Terrifyingly beautiful.

I stood up straight in my frilly maid dress, suddenly feeling very small and exposed.

Gabriela walked slowly through the apartment, inspecting my work with a critical eye. She ran a gloved finger along shelves, checked the shine on the kitchen counters, looked inside the bathroom. Finally she turned to face me, her expression cool and disappointed.

“I’m unhappy,” she said simply.

My stomach dropped.

“With what, Mistress?” I asked nervously, my voice small.

She stepped closer, tapping the crop against her thigh.

“Shut up,” she said calmly, but with unmistakable authority. “You don’t speak unless spoken to.”

Without another word, she grabbed my wrist and led me down the hallway to the dungeon. The red and black lights clicked on automatically as we entered, bathing the room in that familiar, intimidating glow. She guided me over to the padded whipping bench and bent me over it firmly. I didn’t resist as she secured my wrists and ankles with the thick leather restraints, leaving me completely helpless, arse up, the short maid dress flipped up over my back, my pink open-back panties fully exposed.

Gabriela stood behind me, running the tip of the crop slowly up the back of one stockinged thigh.

“Let’s see how well you really cleaned, maid,” she murmured, her voice low and dangerous.

The first light tap of the crop landed on my exposed arse.

I gasped softly. This was no longer gentle morning lovemaking. This was something much more intense.

Gabriela circled me slowly, the riding crop tapping lightly against her latex-clad thigh. The dungeon lights cast dramatic red shadows across her body, making her look like a goddess of punishment and desire. Her exposed breasts swayed with each step, her massive cock hung heavy and half-hard between her legs, and her expression had completely changed.

This wasn’t the soft, loving Gabriela from this morning.

This was Mistress.

She stopped behind me and ran the tip of the crop slowly up the back of my thigh, under the frilly hem of the maid dress, until it rested against my exposed arse.

“Count them,” she said calmly. “And thank me after each one.”

THWACK.

The first strike landed hard across my right cheek. Sharp, stinging pain bloomed instantly.

“One! Thank you, Mistress!” I gasped.

THWACK. THWACK.

Two more in quick succession, perfectly placed. The pain was bright and immediate, making me jerk against the restraints.

“Two! Three! Thank you, Mistress!”

She didn’t hold back. The crop whistled through the air again and again, painting my arse with red welts. Each strike was precise, controlled, and harder than the last. My voice grew more strained as I counted, the pain building into a burning, throbbing heat that spread across my entire backside.

After twenty strokes with the crop, she set it aside and picked up a thin, wicked-looking cane.

The first stroke of the cane was pure fire.

SWISH-CRACK!

I cried out loudly, body jolting hard against the bench. The pain was sharper, deeper, a blazing line of agony that made my eyes water.

“One! Thank you, Mistress!”

She gave me ten with the cane, each one harder than the previous. By the fifth I was shaking, tears running down my face, but I kept counting. The pain had become something else now, a white-hot intensity that melted my thoughts and pushed me deeper into subspace.

Next came the flogger.

The heavy leather tails landed across my already burning arse with a loud, wet THUD. It was a deeper, thudding pain that seemed to sink into my muscles. She worked me thoroughly, figure-eights, horizontal strikes, vertical, covering every inch of my arse and upper thighs. The rhythm was hypnotic. The pain blended with the lingering popper haze and the overwhelming feeling of total submission.

I was moaning and whimpering continuously now, my voice hoarse from counting and thanking her.

Finally, she picked up the heavy wooden paddle.

This one was merciless.

SMACK!

The impact was brutal, a deep, resounding thud that knocked the breath out of me. My whole body jerked forward against the restraints. The pain was massive, spreading through my entire lower body like a shockwave.

“Twenty-one! Thank you, Mistress!”

She paddled me hard and fast, each strike making my reddened, welted arse bounce and jiggle. I was crying openly now, tears streaming down my face, but I never once asked her to stop. The pain had pushed me into a deep, floaty headspace where nothing existed except her, the implements, and the overwhelming need to please her.

When she finally stopped, my arse was a blazing, throbbing mess of welts, bruises, and bright red skin. I was shaking, sweating, and completely broken open.

Gabriela stepped in front of me, her latex corset gleaming, her heavy cock now fully hard and leaking. She lifted my tear-streaked face with one gloved hand and looked down at me with dark, intense pride.

“Look at you,” she murmured, voice thick with lust and affection. “Completely ruined for me. My perfect little pain slut.”

I stared up at her, trembling, subspace still humming through my veins.

This was the real Gabriela.

Gabriela stepped back for a moment, admiring her work. My arse was a blazing, throbbing mess, bright red, covered in overlapping welts and deep bruises from the crop, cane, flogger, and paddle. I was still bent over the whipping bench, wrists and ankles securely restrained, the frilly maid dress bunched up around my waist, pink open-back panties framing my exposed, punished hole.

She walked over to a cabinet and pulled out a pair of long, glossy black latex gloves that reached well past her elbows. She slid them on slowly, the shiny material stretching tightly over her arms with a soft squeak. Then she picked up a large bottle of thick, viscous lubricant and poured a generous amount over both gloved hands, working it in until the latex glistened obscenely.

I shivered violently as she stepped behind me again.

“Deep breaths, baby,” she murmured. “I’m going to open you up properly now.”

She pressed two slick, latex-covered fingers against my already tender hole and pushed them inside without hesitation. The stretch was immediate and intense. Even after everything we’d done, the thick lube and her skilled fingers made my hole flutter and clench around the invasion. She worked them in and out slowly at first, scissoring gently, coating my insides thoroughly.

Then she added a third finger.

I moaned loudly, the burning stretch blooming deeper. The sensation was overwhelming, a full, heavy pressure that made my prostate throb and my caged cock leak steadily onto the floor. She curled her fingers, massaging my prostate with firm, deliberate strokes until my moans turned into desperate whimpers.

“Such a greedy little hole,” she praised, voice low and husky. “Look how easily you’re opening for me.”

A fourth finger joined the others. The stretch became more serious now, a deep, burning fullness that made my eyes water. I gasped and trembled as she worked all four fingers in and out, twisting and spreading them, slowly but relentlessly loosening me. The thick lube made wet, obscene squelching sounds with every movement.

Then she tucked her thumb in and began pushing her entire hand forward.

I cried out as the widest part of her hand, the knuckles, pressed against my straining ring. The pressure was immense. It felt like my hole was being forced impossibly wide. Burning. Stretching. Yielding.

“Relax,” she cooed, her free hand stroking my lower back soothingly. “Push out against me. Let me in.”

I tried to obey, breathing through the intense pressure. Slowly, achingly, her hand sank deeper. The widest part finally popped inside me with a sudden, overwhelming rush. I let out a broken, guttural moan as her entire hand slid into my arse up to the wrist.

The feeling was indescribable.

I was completely full. Her hand inside me felt enormous, a thick, living presence stretching my walls in every direction. Every tiny movement of her fingers sent electric shocks through my prostate and made my whole body jerk. The pressure was so deep, so complete, that it felt like she was touching the very core of me.

Gabriela groaned softly in pleasure, clearly enjoying the tightness.

“Fuck… you’re taking my whole hand so beautifully,” she murmured, voice thick with lust.

She began to move, slow, careful fist-fucking motions at first. Gentle in-and-out movements, rotating her wrist, curling and uncurling her fingers inside me. The sensation was overwhelming. Every thrust sent waves of deep, prostate pleasure mixed with the intense stretch and burn of being fisted. My hole clenched and fluttered around her wrist, trying to adjust to the massive intrusion.

She gradually increased the pace, fucking me deeper with her fist, her latex-covered arm sliding in and out with wet, filthy sounds. The fullness was insane, it felt like she was rearranging my insides, claiming every part of me. My cock leaked continuously, untouched, as waves of pleasure-pain rolled through my body.

Gabriela leaned over me, her breasts pressing against my back, and whispered hotly in my ear:

“That’s it… take my fist like the perfect little sissy you are. Feel how deep I am inside you. This is what you were made for.”

I was moaning and whimpering uncontrollably now, lost in the overwhelming sensation of being fisted so thoroughly. The stretch, the pressure, the deep prostate massage, it was pushing me into a completely new level of submission. Tears of overwhelming pleasure ran down my face as I pushed back against her hand, craving more.

Gabriela continued fisting me with steady, possessive strokes, clearly savouring every reaction, every broken moan, every desperate clench of my hole around her wrist.

She was owning me completely.

Gabriela continued fisting me with slow, deep, possessive strokes, her latex-covered hand sliding in and out of my stretched hole with wet, obscene sounds. The fullness was overwhelming, a constant, heavy pressure that made my prostate throb and my whole body tremble. I was moaning uncontrollably, tears of intense pleasure-pain running down my face, my cock leaking steadily onto the floor beneath the whipping bench.

She leaned over my back, her breasts pressing against me, and whispered hotly in my ear:

“You’re taking my hand so beautifully, baby… but do you think you can take my other hand too?”

My eyes widened in panic. I shook my head frantically, voice hoarse and broken.

“No… no, please… I can’t… it’s too much… I can’t take both…”

Gabriela let out a low, delighted laugh, rich, warm, and utterly dominant.

“Oh, my sweet little sissy,” she purred, still slowly working her fist inside me. “You can. And you will.”

She gradually eased her hand out of me, leaving my hole gaping and twitching, slick with lube. I gasped at the sudden emptiness, my stretched ring fluttering desperately. She moved to my side and switched hands, sliding her other lubed fist back into me with one smooth, steady push. I moaned loudly as she filled me again, the new angle hitting different spots inside me.

She fucked me like this for a while, alternating hands, pulling one out only to immediately replace it with the other, never leaving me empty for more than a second. The constant switching kept me in a state of overwhelming fullness and sensitivity.

Then she did something even more intense.

She pressed two fingers from her free hand against my already stretched hole, right alongside the fist currently buried inside me.

“No… Gabi, please…” I whimpered, but my voice was weak, trembling with fear and desperate arousal.

She laughed again, soft, amused, and completely in control.

“You can take it,” she said confidently. “Just breathe and push out for me.”

She began adding fingers from her second hand, slowly but relentlessly stretching me wider than I ever thought possible. Two fingers… then three… working them in alongside her other fist. The burn was intense, almost unbearable, a deep, tearing stretch that made me scream into the padded bench. My hole was being forced impossibly wide, the tight ring of muscle straining around both her hands.

Gabriela moaned with dark pleasure as she worked more fingers inside me.

“That’s it… scream for me, baby. Let it out. You’re doing so well.”

Four fingers from the second hand joined the first fist. I was screaming openly now, raw, broken sounds torn from my throat as my arse was stretched to its absolute limit. The pressure was insane. It felt like I was being split open, remade around her hands. Every tiny movement sent shockwaves of overwhelming sensation through my body, burning stretch, deep prostate pressure, and a strange, floating fullness that made my vision blur.

She laughed softly, clearly thrilled by my reactions.

“Look at you… taking two hands like a proper little fist slut. I knew you could do it.”

She kept working both hands deeper, alternating between them, stretching and twisting, opening me wider than I’d ever been in my life. I was shaking violently, tears streaming down my face, my screams mixing with desperate, broken moans as the overwhelming sensation pushed me into an even deeper, more submissive headspace.

Gabriela was in complete control, and she was loving every second of breaking me open.

After what felt like an eternity of overwhelming stretch and intensity, Gabriela slowly withdrew both of her hands from my gaping, twitching hole. I let out a long, shuddering moan at the sudden emptiness. My arse felt ruined, loose, throbbing, and strangely open. A thick trail of lube leaked from me onto the bench as I trembled in the restraints.

She gently unbuckled the leather cuffs from my wrists and ankles, then helped me stand on shaky legs. My knees nearly buckled. She caught me, holding me upright against her latex-clad body, kissing my neck softly.

“You did so well,” she whispered, pride clear in her voice. “My perfect little pain slut.”

She turned around and bent forward over the padded whipping bench, spreading her legs. The shiny black latex corset framed her perfect arse beautifully. She reached back with both hands and spread her cheeks, presenting her slick, slightly puffy hole to me.

“Come here,” she said, voice husky with need. “Fuck me. I want to feel you inside me now.”

I didn’t need to be told twice.

Still dressed in the crumpled maid outfit, I stepped behind her on unsteady legs. My cock was rock-hard again, aching from the long denial and the intense prostate stimulation. I pressed the head against her warm, lubed entrance and pushed inside.

We both moaned loudly as I sank into her.

She was incredibly tight and hot, her walls gripping me perfectly. I gripped her latex-covered hips and started thrusting, slow at first, then building into a steady, deep rhythm. The contrast was intoxicating: after being so thoroughly dominated and fisted, now I was the one fucking her, buried deep in her perfect arse while she moaned and pushed back against me.

“Yes… just like that,” she gasped, arching her back. “Fuck me harder, baby. Give it to me.”

I obeyed, slamming into her with more force, the sound of our bodies slapping together filling the dungeon. Her massive cock hung heavy and hard beneath her, swinging with every thrust. I reached around and stroked her as I fucked her, making her moan even louder.

The position allowed me to go deep, hitting the perfect spot inside her. Gabriela’s gloved hands gripped the edges of the bench tightly, her head thrown back in pleasure.

We moved together like that, passionate, desperate, and deeply connected. The earlier intensity had shifted into something raw and loving. I fucked her with everything I had, lost in the feeling of her tight heat around me and the beautiful sounds she made.

When I finally came, I buried myself as deep as possible, moaning her name as I filled her with long, powerful spurts. Gabriela followed right after, her own cock pulsing in my hand as she came hard, thick ropes of cum splattering onto the floor beneath her.

We stayed like that for a long moment, me still buried inside her, both of us panting and trembling.

Eventually she straightened up, turned around, and pulled me into a deep, loving kiss.

“My beautiful boy,” she whispered against my lips, smiling.

I smiled back, exhausted, sore, and completely happy.

This was us now.


Chapter 25: Formal Coming Out

The idea had been growing in my mind for weeks, quietly taking root between the late-night sessions, the daily lingerie, and the deepening love I felt for Gabriela. One quiet Sunday afternoon, while we were curled up together on the sofa, me in a soft baby-pink satin babydoll and stockings, her in a sheer black robe that did little to hide her curves or her heavy cock, I finally said it out loud.

“I’ve been thinking… I want to take you home for a week. To meet my parents and Ellie. Properly. As my girlfriend.”

Gabriela went still for a moment, then turned to look at me fully. Her sharp green eyes widened with genuine surprise, quickly melting into a warm, radiant smile that made my chest tighten with affection.

“Really?” she asked softly, brushing a curl behind her ear. “You’re ready for that? To introduce me to your family?”

I nodded, though my stomach fluttered with a mix of nerves and excitement. “Yeah. I’m tired of hiding us. I want them to know how important you are to me. How happy you make me.”

She leaned in and kissed me deeply, her hand cupping the back of my neck. When she pulled back, her expression had shifted, still loving, but now carrying that familiar dominant glint.

“I’d love that,” she said. “But if we’re doing this… I want you to pack some of your dresses. The pretty ones. And all your lingerie. Every set.”

I blinked, a fresh wave of anxiety rising. “Why? I thought we’d just go as… us. Normal.”

Gabriela’s smile turned a little more mischievous, but there was real intent behind it.

“Because depending on how things go with your family… I’ll want you to come out as trans too. Or at least as my sissy girlfriend. No more hiding in boy mode the whole week. I want you to be you, the real you, while we’re there.”

My heart started hammering. The idea of standing in front of my parents and little sister dressed as a girl, in one of the frilly satin dresses or maid outfits she’d bought me, was terrifying. My mind raced with worst-case scenarios: confusion, disappointment, awkward questions, rejection.

I opened my mouth to argue, to say it was too soon, too much, too risky.

But then I stopped.

I looked at Gabriela, this beautiful, confident, loving woman who had guided me through every step of my transformation with patience, care, and firm dominance. She had never forced me into anything I wasn’t ready for. She had always given me an out. And every time I had surrendered to her, it had felt right. Scary, but right.

I took a deep breath and made my decision.

“Okay,” I said quietly. “I won’t travel as a man at all… as long as you help me with the makeup. I don’t know how to do it properly yet.”

Gabriela’s entire face lit up with pure, overwhelming joy. She let out a bright, delighted laugh and threw her arms around me, pulling me into a tight, happy hug. She kissed me repeatedly, on my lips, my cheeks, my forehead, giggling between each one.

“Oh my God, yes!” she exclaimed, almost giddy with excitement. “I’m going to make you look so beautiful, Ian. You have no idea how happy this makes me. I’ve dreamed about this.”

She pulled back just enough to cup my face in her hands, her sharp green eyes shining with emotion and pride.

“You’re really choosing this,” she whispered, voice thick. “You’re choosing us. Fully.”

I smiled, nervous but certain, my heart swelling at how happy she looked.

“Yeah,” I said. “I am.”

She kissed me again, slower this time, full of love and promise. When she finally pulled away, she was still grinning.

“We’re going to have so much fun,” she murmured. “I can’t wait to show you off.”

The decision was made.

We were going home together, and I wasn’t going as Ian.

The train journey north passed in a strange, anxious haze. I spent most of it sitting close to Gabriela, dressed in the outfit she had carefully chosen for me: a soft cream blouse with subtle lace detailing, a knee-length black skirt with a gentle flare, sheer stockings, and discreet but noticeable makeup. My hair had been styled with soft waves and a touch of pink highlights. I felt exposed the entire time, constantly aware of how I looked, but Gabriela’s hand in mine and her quiet, reassuring whispers kept me grounded.

When the train finally pulled into the station, my heart was hammering. Dad was waiting on the platform, scanning the crowd with his usual calm expression. I took a deep breath, squeezed Gabriela’s hand tightly, and stepped off the train with her.

Dad’s eyes swept over the passengers. They passed over me at first, then snapped back. He stared for several long seconds, processing. Recognition slowly dawned on his face as he took in my appearance, the way I stood close to Gabriela, and the feminine clothes I was wearing.

Then he smiled.

A warm, genuine, slightly amused smile that crinkled the corners of his eyes.

He walked straight over and pulled me into a strong, familiar hug. When he stepped back, he looked me up and down again and chuckled softly.

“You look very pretty,” he said, his voice warm and sincere. “Your mother always wanted two daughters, you know. Looks like she might finally get her wish.”

Gabriela laughed brightly beside me and gave my dad a playful wink.

“She was right,” she said, squeezing my hand. “Though we’re still working on the finer details.”

Dad let out a deep, genuine laugh and clapped me on the shoulder, then pulled Gabriela into a quick, welcoming hug as well.

“Well, come on then,” he said, picking up one of our bags. “Let’s get you two home. Your mother’s been baking since six this morning, and Ellie’s been bouncing off the walls since she heard you were bringing someone special.”

As we walked toward the car, Dad kept glancing at me with that mix of surprise, pride, and quiet amusement. He didn’t seem upset or confused, just… accepting. Almost like he had half-expected this all along.

The drive home was filled with easy conversation. Dad asked Gabriela about her work (she kept the answers suitably light and professional), about how we met, and how university was treating me. Every now and then he’d look at me in the rear-view mirror and smile again.

“You really do look good,” he said at one point, almost thoughtfully. “Different… but it suits you. I’m happy if you’re happy, son.”

The simple acceptance in his voice made something tight in my chest loosen. The first major hurdle, telling my family, suddenly felt a little less terrifying.

Gabriela squeezed my hand again, her smile bright and proud beside me.

We were really doing this.

The car pulled into the driveway of the familiar family home just as the late afternoon sun was beginning to soften. My heart was beating hard in my chest as we stepped out. Dad helped unload the bags while Gabriela stayed close beside me, holding my hand with quiet strength. The front door flew open before we reached it.

Mum stepped outside, wiping her hands on her apron. She froze for a brief moment when she saw me, taking in the cream blouse, the knee-length black skirt, the subtle makeup, and the soft waves in my hair. Then her face melted into a warm, emotional smile.

“Oh, Ian…” she said softly, walking forward and pulling me into a tight, loving hug. “What a beautiful girl you make. You look absolutely lovely, sweetheart. Really, you do.”

She held me for a long moment, then stepped back and turned to Gabriela with open arms.

“And you must be Gabriela. Come here, love. It’s wonderful to finally meet you properly.”

Gabriela hugged her warmly, and I could see the genuine happiness on her face. Mum immediately started chatting with her like they were already old friends, complimenting her hair, asking about the journey, offering fresh tea and the scones she had baked that morning.

Ellie appeared behind Mum, eyes wide. “Whoa. You actually went full girl mode. You look… really good. Like, properly pretty.” She grinned and gave me a quick hug. “This is weird but cool. Hi, Gabriela. You’re even prettier than in the photos.”

The afternoon unfolded better than I had dared to hope. Mum and Dad were warm, curious, and surprisingly accepting. They asked Gabriela plenty of questions, about how we met, what she enjoyed doing, and how university life was treating me. Gabriela answered gracefully, keeping things light at first.

Then Mum asked the question I knew was coming:

“So, what do you do for a living, Gabriela? Ian mentioned you work from home.”

Gabriela smiled calmly and took a sip of tea before replying.

“I’m a professional dominatrix and online content creator,” she said matter-of-factly. “Mostly on OnlyFans and similar platforms. I specialise in transformation and sissy training content.”

There was a brief, stunned silence.

Dad raised his eyebrows. Mum blinked a couple of times.

Gabriela continued smoothly, “It’s very lucrative. I make around fifteen thousand pounds a month on average. Sometimes more during big release periods.”

Dad let out a low whistle. “Fifteen thousand? That’s… very impressive. Good for you.”

Mum looked genuinely astonished for a moment, then recovered with a warm smile. “Well… as long as you’re both happy and safe with what you do, that’s what matters most to us. We trust Ian’s judgement.”

The conversation moved on surprisingly naturally after that. Mum asked curious but respectful questions about the industry. Dad made a couple of dry, light-hearted jokes about “modern careers” but seemed genuinely impressed by the numbers. Ellie was fascinated and kept asking funny, blunt questions that made everyone laugh.

By the time the sun began to set, the initial tension had completely dissolved. Mum and Gabriela were chatting like they’d known each other for years. Dad treated me with the same easy affection as always, occasionally calling me “love” or “petal” in a gentle, teasing way that made my chest feel warm instead of anxious.

For the first time since deciding to come out, I felt like everything might actually be okay.

We were really doing this. And so far, my family was handling it with more grace and love than I had expected.

The evening continued with a warm, slightly surreal family atmosphere. Mum had prepared a big roast dinner, and we all sat around the table chatting comfortably. Gabriela fit in remarkably well, charming, polite, and genuinely interested in everyone. Dad was relaxed, occasionally making dry jokes. Mum kept stealing glances at me with a soft, emotional smile, clearly still processing but handling it with love.

Then the front door burst open.

Ellie came bounding in from whatever she’d been doing with her friends, still in her school uniform with her bag slung over one shoulder. She stopped dead in the doorway when she saw me properly for the first time that day, fully dressed in feminine clothes, makeup on, sitting at the family table with Gabriela.

A huge grin spread across her face.

“I knew it!” she exclaimed triumphantly. “I knew my brother was a total sissy!”

The room went quiet for a second. Mum and Dad both looked startled.

“Ellie!” Mum said sharply. “That’s not a very nice thing to say to your brother.”

Dad frowned slightly. “Now, love, that’s a bit strong…”

Ellie waved her hands quickly, laughing. “No, no, no, it’s not an insult! I mean it in a good way. A sissy is a submissive guy who wants to be feminised. Like, he gets off on wearing pretty clothes and being told what to do by a dominant woman. It’s a whole kink thing. Totally valid.”

Mum and Dad stared at her, completely bewildered.

Mum blinked several times. “And… how on earth do you know that, young lady?”

Ellie shrugged casually, dropping her bag by the door and grabbing a plate.

“Magazines,” she said, as if it were the most obvious answer in the world. “And the internet. I read a lot. You’d be surprised what’s out there.”

Dad rubbed his face with one hand, looking somewhere between amused and slightly concerned. Mum just shook her head, half-laughing, half-exasperated.

“Well,” Mum said, recovering, “as long as everyone is happy and respectful… that’s what matters.”

Ellie plopped down at the table and grinned at me and Gabriela.

“So… does this mean I get to call you my sister now? Or at least my sissy brother?”

Gabriela laughed brightly and squeezed my hand under the table.

“I think that’s up to him,” she said warmly. “But I like the sound of ‘sister’.”

I felt my face burning, but I couldn’t help smiling.

The conversation flowed on from there, lighter now, with Ellie asking bold but curious questions and Mum and Dad gradually relaxing into the new reality. The initial shock had passed, replaced by something that felt almost… normal.

We were really doing this. Somehow, against all my fears, my family was handling it with love, humour, and surprising acceptance.

That night, after a long and surprisingly warm family dinner, we all settled in the living room with cups of tea and slices of Mum’s homemade cake. The conversation had been light for most of the evening, but as the hour grew later and Ellie had gone upstairs to her room, Mum and Dad turned their attention to me with gentle, curious expressions.

Mum spoke first, her voice soft and careful.

“So, sweetheart… do you plan to stay as a woman now? Full time, I mean?”

The question hung in the air. I felt Gabriela’s hand tighten supportively around mine. I took a slow breath, trying to organise the whirlwind of thoughts in my head.

“I don’t know yet,” I admitted honestly. “This is all still so new. Some days it feels completely right. Other days it feels overwhelming and scary. I’m still figuring out who I am… and what I want.”

Dad nodded slowly, his face calm and understanding. He took a sip of tea before speaking.

“That’s fair enough, son, or daughter, I suppose,” he added with a small, warm smile. “There’s no rush. We just want you to be happy. But for what it’s worth… you make a very beautiful girl. We’re impressed. Really.”

Mum’s eyes were a little misty as she agreed. “You really do, love. You’ve always been handsome, but this… it suits you. You seem lighter. Happier. We support whatever you decide.”

The acceptance in their voices made something tight in my chest loosen. Gabriela gave my hand another gentle squeeze, clearly proud of how well this was going.

Then Mum asked the question I hadn’t fully prepared for.

“Have you thought of a girl’s name yet?”

I blinked, suddenly realising I hadn’t properly considered one. The thought hadn’t crystallised until this moment.

“I… haven’t really decided on anything yet,” I said, feeling a little sheepish.

Ellie, who had crept back downstairs quietly for a glass of water, suddenly piped up from the doorway with zero hesitation.

“Isabella,” she declared confidently. “It’s elegant and pretty. Like a princess. Or a sissy princess,” she added with a cheeky grin.

The room fell quiet for a beat, then Mum and Dad both chuckled softly. Gabriela smiled widely, looking at me with sparkling, hopeful eyes.

“Isabella…” I repeated the name slowly, letting it settle on my tongue. It felt soft. Feminine. Surprisingly natural. “Yeah… I like that. Isabella sounds nice.”

Gabriela leaned in and kissed my cheek tenderly. “Isabella suits you perfectly,” she whispered.

Mum’s eyes shone with emotion. “Isabella,” she said warmly. “Our beautiful daughter Isabella. Welcome home, love.”

Dad raised his mug with a gentle, proud smile. “To Isabella.”

I felt a strange, emotional warmth bloom in my chest as everyone raised their drinks, even Ellie, who was grinning like she’d just orchestrated something wonderful. The simple toast, the way Mum’s eyes glistened with unshed tears of acceptance, Dad’s quiet but steady pride, and Gabriela’s hand gently squeezing mine beneath the table, it all crashed over me at once. For so long I had been terrified of this moment, imagining rejection, confusion, or disappointment. Instead, here they were, lifting their mugs with soft smiles, welcoming this new version of me without hesitation.

The name settled over me like a soft, warm blanket.

Isabella.

It felt real now. Not just a playful suggestion or a temporary label, but something that resonated deep inside. I was Isabella. Not just when I was dressed up in private with Gabriela, but here, in the house I grew up in, sitting at the same table where I’d eaten Sunday roasts and argued with Ellie over the TV remote. The realisation brought a quiet, overwhelming rush of relief mixed with joy. My eyes stung a little as I raised my own mug, a small, shy smile forming on my lips.

I was Isabella now.


Chapter 26: About Gabriela

Even after everything we had shared, the intense nights in the dungeon, the daily rituals of lingerie and smoking, the growing emotional and physical intimacy, I realised how little I actually knew about Gabriela’s life before I entered it. She had always been so open with me about the present: her desires, her dominance, her love. But her past, her transition, her family… those topics remained mostly untouched, like carefully guarded rooms in the flat I was still not fully allowed to enter.

One quiet evening during our stay at my parents’ house, while we were curled up together in my old childhood bedroom, I finally felt ready to ask.

“Gabi,” I said softly, my head resting against her shoulder, “can you tell me about how you came out to your parents? I’ve told you everything about mine now. I want to know more about you. About where you came from.”

Gabriela was silent for a long moment. Her fingers gently played with a strand of my hair as she stared at the familiar ceiling of my old room, gathering her thoughts. When she finally spoke, her deep, slightly nasal voice carried a quiet weight, a mixture of fondness, sadness, and deep gratitude.

“It was a little tricky,” she began slowly. “My mother left when I was very young, I was only four or five. I don’t have many real memories of her, just fragments. A perfume smell. The sound of her laughing sometimes. After she was gone, it was just me and my dad. He raised me completely alone. Worked long, exhausting hours in construction, but he always made sure I had food, clothes, and a roof over my head. He never dated anyone after she left. He always said he didn’t have the time or the heart for it when he had me to look after. It was just the two of us for years.”

She smiled faintly, a touch of melancholy in her expression.

“When I first started questioning my gender… when I realised deep down that I wasn’t really a boy… it was terrifying. I was so scared to tell him. My dad was this big, quiet, traditional man. Strong, practical, not the type to talk about feelings or emotions. I thought he might shout. Or be disappointed. Or, worst of all, that he’d look at me differently and stop loving me the way he always had. So I waited. I dropped little hints for months. Growing my hair longer. Wearing more feminine clothes around the house when he wasn’t paying too much attention. He never said anything, just watched quietly.”

Gabriela paused, taking a slow breath before continuing.

“One evening I couldn’t hold it in anymore. I sat him down in the living room after dinner and told him everything. That I was trans. That I felt like I’d been living in the wrong skin my whole life. That I wanted to transition, to become the girl I knew I was inside. I cried the entire time, shaking like a leaf. I was so scared he’d reject me or tell me I was confused.”

She fell quiet again, lost in the memory for a few moments. I waited patiently, holding her hand, giving her all the space she needed.

The story felt far from finished. I could sense there was so much more she wanted to share, about her father, about the difficult years that followed, about how she became the confident, powerful woman I had fallen in love with.

I squeezed her hand gently, encouraging her to continue whenever she was ready.

Gabriela took a slow breath, her fingers still gently playing with my hair as she continued her story. Her voice remained soft, carrying the weight of old memories but also a quiet fondness.

“I started crossdressing when I was quite young,” she said. “Around twelve or thirteen. At first it was just experimenting in secret, sneaking into my mum’s old clothes that Dad had kept stored away in boxes. A dress here, a blouse there. It felt… right. Natural. Like I was finally seeing myself properly in the mirror for the first time. I was terrified Dad would catch me, but one day he did. He walked in on me wearing one of her old summer dresses. I froze, expecting anger, disgust, maybe even him shouting. Instead, he just stood there for a long moment, looking at me.”

She smiled faintly at the memory.

“Then he said, ‘If it makes you happy, then it’s fine with me.’ After that, he started buying me things. Little bits of makeup at first, then some clothes that weren’t too obviously feminine. Skirts, tops, even a few pairs of tights. He never made a big deal out of it. Never sat me down for a serious talk. He just supported me quietly, in his own steady, practical way. If I left a lipstick out, he wouldn’t say anything. If I wanted something new, he’d get it without asking too many questions. He was never the emotional type, but his actions said everything I needed to hear.”

Gabriela shifted slightly against me, getting more comfortable as she went on.

“When I started streaming as a guy, under the name ‘ByteBlade’, I kept the crossdressing very limited. I’d only do it for special stream events, like big donation goals or silly dares from chat. It was always framed as a joke, something temporary and funny. The audience loved it. They thought it was hilarious when I put on a dress or tried makeup on camera. But for me, those moments were the only times I felt truly honest. Even if it was meant to be comedy, dressing up on stream felt like the closest thing I had to being myself.”

She let out a small, wistful sigh.

“Those were confusing years. I was building an audience, making some money, trying to act like a normal male streamer… but inside I was falling apart. The more I crossdressed, even just for content, the more I realised I couldn’t keep pretending. The real me was screaming to get out. I knew I had to do something about it. I just didn’t know how yet.”

Gabriela looked at me, her sharp green eyes warm with vulnerability.

“That’s when things really started to change for me…”

She left the sentence hanging gently in the air, clearly not finished with her story. I could sense there was still so much more she wanted to share, the actual decision to transition, the fear, the courage, the difficult years that followed, and everything that had shaped her into the powerful, confident woman lying beside me now.

I squeezed her hand gently, letting her know I was here and listening. Ready for whatever she chose to tell me next.

Gabriela paused for a long moment, her fingers stilling in my hair. I could feel the shift in her breathing, deeper, heavier, as if she were deciding how much to reveal. When she continued, her voice was quieter, more intimate, carrying layers of complicated emotion.

“Eventually, when I was older, things changed,” she said slowly. “I started dressing much sexier at home. Short skirts, tight tops, lingerie under my clothes. I had begun taking stronger hormones by then. My breasts grew fuller, my skin became softer, my hips widened. I looked… very feminine. Very convincing. And my dad… he noticed.”

She swallowed, her hand resting on my chest now, tracing idle patterns as she spoke.

“At first it was just lingering looks. Then small, careful touches. A hand on my lower back when he passed me in the kitchen. Fingers brushing the back of my thigh when we sat close on the sofa watching TV. He never said anything outright. Never crossed any real lines. But I could feel the tension. The way his eyes would follow me. The way he’d linger just a little too long when his hand touched my skin.”

Gabriela’s voice softened further.

“I didn’t stop him. I let him touch me. Sometimes I would wear even shorter skirts or sit closer on purpose. It felt… complicated. But also strangely comforting. He saw me as a woman. As someone beautiful. As someone who reminded him of my mother, I think. The way I moved, the way I looked… it brought something back for him. And I let it happen. Those light touches on my back, my thighs, my waist… they made me feel desired. Seen. Loved as the girl I was becoming.”

She let out a long, shaky breath, clearly leaving the story open, not ready to go deeper just yet.

“It was never more than that at the time,” she added quietly. “Just touches. But they meant everything to me back then.”

Gabriela turned her head to look at me, her sharp green eyes searching mine, vulnerable and open in a way I had rarely seen.

“I know it’s a lot to hear,” she said softly. “And I know it’s complicated. But that’s part of who I am. Part of what made me… me.”

Gabriela’s voice grew even quieter, almost hesitant, as she continued. She kept her eyes on the ceiling for a moment, as though it were easier to speak while not looking directly at me. Then she turned her head slightly, and a soft, nostalgic glow appeared on her face, the kind of warmth that comes from remembering something both beautiful and complicated.

“Eventually… I went to him at night,” she said. “I was nineteen by then. I wore one of the sexiest outfits I had, a short black slip that barely covered anything, stockings, makeup done perfectly. I slipped into his room while he was in bed. He didn’t say anything at first. Just looked at me for a long time. Then he told me, very quietly, to come closer. To get on my knees. And to suck him.”

She paused, a faint, fond smile touching her lips.

“I did. And it was… incredible. He was so gentle with me, even then. Guiding my head, stroking my hair, telling me how beautiful I looked with his cock in my mouth. The way he moaned my name, Gabriela, not my old name, it made me feel so desired. So completely seen as a woman. After a while, he pulled me up onto the bed and let him fuck me. It was slow. Deep. Passionate. He took his time, like he wanted to savour every second. His hands were everywhere, on my breasts, my waist, my thighs, worshipping me. And his cock… God, it felt amazing inside me. Thick, warm, filling me so perfectly. I came so hard that first night, shaking in his arms, crying from how good it felt.”

Her eyes were glowing now, soft and distant, clearly lost in the memory of happier, more intimate times.

“Those nights were some of the best of my life,” she continued, her voice warm with nostalgia. “I wished so much that it could be more. That we could be open about it. That I could wake up next to him every morning without shame. He was such a good lover, attentive, caring, almost reverent. He made me feel like the most desirable woman in the world. His dick was perfect for me. The way it stretched me, the way he moved inside me… I craved it constantly. I would lie in bed during the day thinking about him, touching myself, waiting for night to come so I could go to him again.”

She let out a soft, wistful sigh, still smiling gently.

“He would never come to me, though. He always waited. He wanted me to be the one who chose it every single time. It made it feel even more special. Like I was giving myself to him willingly. We lived like that for a couple of years, secret lovers in our own little world. Father and daughter by day, something much deeper by night. It was intense. Beautiful. Complicated. But I don’t regret it. Those years helped me embrace who I really was. They gave me the confidence to fully transition and become the woman I am today.”

Gabriela finally turned her head to look at me, her sharp green eyes searching mine with quiet vulnerability.

“That’s the part of my past I don’t talk about much,” she said softly. “It’s messy. But it’s mine. And it helped shape me into the woman you know now.”

She fell silent again, clearly leaving the door open if I wanted to ask anything more, or if I needed time to process what she had just shared.

I held her closer, my mind spinning with everything she had revealed, but my arms steady around her.

Gabriela shifted slightly against me, her fingers still tracing slow patterns on my chest as she continued. The glow from the memory of her father had softened, and now a different light entered her eyes, something more confident, more empowered.

“Even while all of that was happening at home,” she said, “I was still streaming. I had built up a decent audience as ‘ByteBlade’, but after I started transitioning more openly, I rebranded. I began streaming as myself, still presenting mostly male at first, but with longer hair, softer makeup, and more feminine clothes. The audience was curious. Some loved it. Some left. But a lot of the ones who stayed started… changing how they interacted with me.”

She let out a small, amused laugh.

“At first it was just little things. Guys in chat calling me ‘Miss’ or ‘Goddess’ as a joke. Then they started asking me to be mean to them. To insult them. To tell them what to do. One night, during a donation goal, a regular subscriber offered a huge tip if I would order him to edge himself on camera. I did it as a laugh… but the reaction was insane. The chat exploded. More and more men started begging me to dominate them. To humiliate them. To make them call themselves sissies, betas, worthless. They wanted me to control them.”

Her voice grew stronger, more animated as she remembered.

“I discovered I was really, really good at it. The power felt incredible. Natural. Every time I told a guy to kneel, to call me Mistress, to thank me for degrading him… I felt a rush I’d never experienced before. It wasn’t just the money, though that started coming in faster than ever. It was the control. The way these grown men, many of them supposedly straight, would melt for me. They wanted to submit. They wanted to be broken down and remade. And I loved doing it.”

She smiled, a touch of pride in her expression.

“That’s when I realised my true calling. I started doing more dominant content on stream. Light at first, ordering them to wear panties, to edge without cumming, to send me proof. Then it got more intense. Chastity. Sissy tasks. Humiliation games. The audience grew massively. The ones who wanted to submit to a beautiful trans woman with a cock were willing to pay a lot. That’s how I discovered I was a natural dominant. A findomme. A sissy trainer. It felt like I had finally found the missing piece of myself.”

Gabriela turned her head to look at me, her sharp green eyes warm but intense.

“Streaming as a dominant changed everything. It gave me the confidence to fully embrace who I was. To move away from home. To start my OnlyFans career properly. To become the woman you fell in love with.”

Gabriela’s voice softened further as she continued, a mix of nostalgia and quiet affection colouring her words.

“I still love my dad,” she said gently. “Very much. And I liked the sex with him. It felt good. It felt right at the time. He was caring, attentive, and he made me feel incredibly desired as a woman. Those nights were some of the most intense and loving experiences I’ve ever had. The way he touched me, the way he looked at me, it wasn’t just lust. There was real love there. He worshipped my body as it changed. He made me feel beautiful when I was still figuring out who I was.”

I lay there, absorbing everything she had shared. The complexity of it all, the blurred lines, the emotional depth, the taboo nature, left me momentarily speechless. After a long pause, I found my voice.

“Isn’t that… a little risky?” I asked carefully. “I mean, with him being your dad…”

Gabriela let out a small, soft laugh, not offended but genuinely amused by the question.

“Why?” she asked, tilting her head to look at me. “I can’t get pregnant. There was no real danger there. It was just two consenting adults who loved each other in a complicated way. Nothing more.”

I thought about it. The situation was undeniably fucked up by most people’s standards. Incest. Power dynamics. The blurred line between father and lover. But as I lay there with her, feeling her warmth and complete honesty, another realisation settled in.

It was her body. Her choice. Her life.

And from everything she had told me, her dad had never done anything to her when she was young. He had waited until she was an adult, until she initiated. It didn’t make it simple, but it made it… understandable, in its own messy way.

I nodded slowly.

“Yeah… I guess you’re right,” I said quietly. “It was your choice. Your body. As long as it was consensual and you were happy… then it’s okay.”

Gabriela smiled, clearly relieved and pleased by my response. She kissed my forehead tenderly.

“Thank you for understanding,” she whispered. Then, with a small, mischievous glint in her eyes, she added, “One day, I’ll take you to meet him. He already knows about you. And he’s very eager to fuck you.”

I blinked, stunned into silence for a moment.

Gabriela laughed softly at my expression, pulling me closer.

“Don’t worry,” she murmured playfully. “We’ll take that step when you’re ready. No pressure.”

I lay there for a long moment, trying to process everything she had just told me. The weight of her words, the honesty, the vulnerability, it was a lot to take in. Finally, I found my voice.

“Is that something you really want?” I asked quietly. “For me to meet him… in that way?”

Gabriela didn’t hesitate. She looked straight into my eyes, her expression open and sincere.

“Yes,” she said softly, without any shame. “It is. I want that very much.”

She shifted closer, her warm body pressing against mine as she continued, her voice gentle but laced with clear desire.

“One day, I would like to move back in with him. With both of you. A three-way relationship. The three of us living together, sharing everything. No more hiding. No more secrets. I want to see you get fucked by him. I want to watch my dad take you, stretch you open, fill you deep. I know you’ll love how good his cock feels. He’s thick, patient, and experienced. He knows exactly how to make someone feel completely owned and loved at the same time.”

She kissed my neck tenderly, her breath warm against my skin as she whispered:

“I want to see you on your knees for him. I want to hear you moan and beg while he fucks you. And then I want to join you both. The three of us together. My two favourite men. My dad and my beautiful sissy boyfriend. I think about it a lot.”

She pulled back just enough to look into my eyes again, her sharp green eyes full of love, hope, and quiet excitement.

“Only when you’re ready,” she added gently. “I won’t push you. But I dream about it. About all of us being together like that.”

Gabriela held me close for a long, quiet moment, her fingers still gently stroking my back. The weight of everything she had shared hung in the air between us, her complicated past, her father, her desires. Then she pulled back slightly, her sharp green eyes meeting mine with calm certainty.

“I think it’s time,” she said softly. “Time for you to start being with men. To become part of my business. To let yourself be used on camera. To fully embrace this side of you.”

I felt a fresh wave of nervousness mixed with a deep, dark thrill. My voice came out a little shaky.

“Can I… wear a mask? At least at first?”

Gabriela smiled warmly and nodded without hesitation.

“Yes, for now,” she said. “You can wear a mask. I won’t force you to show your face until you’re ready. But later… I don’t want you hiding who you are now. I want the world to see the beautiful, submissive, gay sissy you’ve become.”

I swallowed hard, my heart racing. Then I asked the question that had been quietly haunting me for weeks.

“What… what am I now?”

Gabriela’s smile turned slow and possessive. She leaned in, brushing her lips against mine before whispering against them:

“Gay. Very, very gay.”

She kissed me deeply after that, slow, passionate, and full of love. When she finally pulled back, her sharp green eyes were glowing with pride and affection.

“And you’re mine,” she added softly. “Completely mine.”

We stayed wrapped in each other’s arms, the weight of everything she had shared, and everything still to come, settling gently between us in the quiet of my childhood bedroom.


Chapter 27: Content Together

The days following our return from visiting my family were a whirlwind of nervous excitement and careful planning. Gabriela and I spent long evenings on the sofa discussing how we would introduce me into her content. She was patient, thorough, and clearly thrilled by the idea. We talked about limits, safe words, what I was comfortable showing, and how to protect my identity. The mask was non-negotiable for the first few videos.

“We’ll start slow,” she reassured me one night, stroking my hair as I lay with my head in her lap. “You’ll be my anonymous masked slave. No face, no name. Just a pretty, obedient little toy for the camera. We can build from there when you’re ready.”

I agreed, my stomach fluttering with a potent mix of fear and arousal.

The next day, Gabriela prepared everything with meticulous care and visible excitement.

She spent nearly an hour dressing me in the bedroom. She chose an extremely slutty, lacy outfit that left almost nothing to the imagination: a tiny hot-pink lace bralette that barely contained the large silicone breast forms she had bought me, pushing them up into an exaggerated, bouncy cleavage. Below that, she selected a matching crotchless lace thong that framed my caged cock and left my smooth arse completely exposed. She added sheer pink fishnet stockings clipped to a delicate garter belt, and finished the look with a sheer baby-pink babydoll nightie that was so short it barely covered the bottom of my arse. The fabric was see-through, showing every detail of my body underneath.

She did my makeup herself, heavy, whorish, and deliberately over-the-top: thick black eyeliner, long false lashes, glossy bubblegum-pink lips, and heavy blush. She fitted me with a long blonde wig with bright pink highlights, then placed a sleek black leather mask over the upper half of my face, leaving only my painted lips and chin visible.

When she finally stepped back to admire her work, her sharp green eyes darkened with lust.

“Fuck… you look like the perfect little whore,” she murmured, running her hands over my body. “My pretty masked slave. The subscribers are going to lose their minds.”

Later that afternoon, Darren arrived.

He was exactly as Gabriela had described, a big, muscular man in his late twenties, heavily tattooed, with broad shoulders, thick arms, and a confident swagger. She had seduced him earlier that day at a local bar, flirting shamelessly, teasing him with promises of wild, no-limits sex until he was practically begging to come back to her place.

I waited nervously outside the closed dungeon door, listening as she brought him into the living room first. I could hear everything, the sound of them kissing hungrily, his low groans as she groped him, her teasing laughter as she led him toward the red-and-black room.

Once they were inside, I pressed my ear closer to the door.

She stripped him slowly and playfully, complimenting his muscular body, running her hands over his chest and abs. Darren’s voice was thick with lust.

“So… when do I get to fuck you?” he asked, clearly eager.

Gabriela laughed softly, a rich, seductive sound.

“Yes, we will fuck,” she purred. “I promise you that. But first, we’re going to play a little. I have a very special surprise for you.”

I heard the sound of restraints being fastened, leather cuffs clicking into place. She had tied him securely to the St. Andrew’s Cross, facing outward, completely naked and rock-hard.

Darren kept asking, voice growing more desperate:

“Come on, baby… let me fuck that tight pussy. I’ve been thinking about it all day.”

Gabriela’s reply was teasing and playful:

“Patience, big boy. We will fuck. After we play.”

Then she walked to the dungeon door and opened it.

“Slut,” she called, her voice carrying that familiar dominant edge. “Crawl in here.”

Heart pounding, I dropped to my hands and knees on the hallway floor. The short pink babydoll rode up, fully exposing my arse and caged cock as I crawled slowly into the red-and-black dungeon.

Darren’s eyes widened in shock and raw arousal as he saw me, masked, dressed like a complete whore, crawling obediently toward them.

Gabriela smiled darkly, stroking my hair possessively as I reached her feet.

“This is my little masked slave,” she announced to Darren, her voice dripping with wicked delight. “And he’s going to get you nice and wet for me.”

She pushed my head forward until my masked face was inches from Darren’s thick, throbbing cock.

“Suck him,” she ordered softly but firmly.

I leaned in, parted my glossy pink lips, and took the head of his cock into my mouth.

Darren’s thick cock filled my mouth completely. The moment I closed my glossy pink lips around the swollen head, a rush of intense, conflicting emotions flooded through me.

It was real.

This wasn’t a fantasy on a screen or a toy in private. This was a real man’s cock, hot, heavy, veined, and throbbing against my tongue. The taste was strong: salty skin, a hint of musk, and the faint bitterness of precum leaking steadily from the tip. I felt a deep wave of humiliation wash over me as I began to suck, my masked face bobbing slowly on his shaft. I was dressed like a cheap whore, on my knees in front of a stranger, while my girlfriend watched and filmed.

And I was hard. My caged cock strained painfully against the pink lace, leaking into the crotchless panties.

Darren let out a low groan, then tensed.

“Wait… hold on,” he said, voice suddenly nervous. “I’m not gay, man. I didn’t sign up for this.”

Gabriela laughed, a rich, amused, slightly mocking sound that filled the dungeon.

“Relax, big boy,” she purred, stroking his chest with her gloved hand. “The sissy is the one sucking. You’re not touching him. You’re just enjoying a warm, wet mouth. That’s all. Doesn’t make you gay.”

Darren hesitated for a few seconds, breathing heavily as I continued sucking him, my tongue swirling around the head, tasting more of his precum. Then his resistance began to crumble. His hips twitched forward slightly, pushing more of his thick length into my mouth.

“Fuck… okay,” he muttered, voice rough with lust. “Just… just the mouth. Nothing else. I’m not into guys.”

Gabriela smiled wickedly, clearly pleased.

“Good boy,” she cooed at him, then looked down at me. “Deeper, slut. Show him how well you suck cock.”

I obeyed, taking him further into my throat, gagging softly as his thickness stretched my mouth. The feeling was intense and overwhelming. Humiliating. Degrading. But also strangely exhilarating. Every inch I took made me feel more submissive, more owned. The weight of his cock on my tongue, the way it pulsed and throbbed, the salty taste flooding my mouth, it all combined into a powerful, addictive rush of shame and arousal. My own caged cock was dripping, aching with need.

I was sucking a real man’s cock. And I liked it.

The realisation hit me hard, sending a fresh wave of submissive heat through my body. I moaned around his shaft, sucking harder, bobbing my head with more enthusiasm. The mask hid my face, but it couldn’t hide how eagerly I was worshipping him.

Darren’s resistance melted completely. He groaned deeply, hips starting to thrust gently into my mouth.

“Shit… that feels good,” he admitted, voice thick. “Keep going. Yeah… just like that.”

Gabriela watched with dark satisfaction, one hand resting on the back of my head, guiding me gently but firmly.

“That’s my good little cocksucker,” she praised softly. “Look at you, taking a real man’s cock so beautifully. You were made for this.”

I felt completely exposed, humiliated, and incredibly turned on. The taste, the fullness in my mouth, the knowledge that this was being filmed, it all pushed me deeper into a submissive headspace I had never experienced so intensely before.

I didn’t want it to stop.

Gabriela watched with dark, satisfied hunger as I continued sucking Darren’s thick cock, my masked face bobbing obediently, glossy pink lips stretched wide around his veined shaft. After letting me worship him for another intense minute, she gently pulled my head back by the hair. A thick string of saliva stretched from my swollen lips to the glistening head of his cock before breaking.

“Enough,” she said, her voice low and commanding. “Time to move on.”

She guided me across the dungeon floor with a firm hand on the back of my neck. The short pink babydoll nightie swayed and rustled around my thighs as I crawled. She positioned me over the padded fucking bench in the centre of the room, bending me forward until my chest pressed against the cool leather. With practised efficiency, she secured my wrists to the front legs and my ankles to the rear ones, spreading my legs wide.

The position left me completely helpless, arse raised high, back arched, the frilly pink babydoll flipped up over my waist. My crotchless pink lace panties framed my smooth, exposed arse perfectly, the delicate fabric accentuating rather than hiding my tight, lubed hole. The cool air of the dungeon kissed my skin, making me shiver.

Darren stood nearby, breathing heavily, his thick, veined cock still rock-hard and glistening from my mouth. He stared at my presented arse with a mix of lust and hesitation, playing his role convincingly for the cameras.

Gabriela stepped beside him, running a black-lace-gloved hand slowly down his muscular chest and abs, her voice a seductive purr.

“You can fuck me,” she promised, pressing her large breasts against his arm. “I’ll let you bury that big cock deep in my tight pussy… but only if you fuck the sissy first. I want to watch you stretch her open. I want to see you use her like the pathetic little hole she is.”

Darren’s eyes widened, his reluctance clear on his face. He shifted uncomfortably, his heavy cock twitching despite his words.

“I… I don’t know about this,” he muttered, voice rough and uncertain. “I’m not gay, man. I didn’t sign up for fucking some dude in a dress.”

Gabriela laughed softly, a rich, amused, slightly mocking sound that filled the red-lit dungeon. She stroked his chest reassuringly, her gloved fingers trailing lower.

“Relax, big boy,” she purred. “The sissy is the one getting fucked. You’re not touching him. You’re just using a warm, tight hole that’s been trained to take cock. That doesn’t make you gay. You’re too horny to say no, aren’t you?”

Darren stared at my exposed arse for a long, tense moment, his thick cock visibly throbbing. He let out a heavy, defeated breath.

“Fuck… fine,” he growled, sounding genuinely reluctant but too aroused to stop. “Just this once. I’m too horny to say no.”

Gabriela’s smile was triumphant and wicked. She kissed his cheek and gave his cock a slow, teasing stroke.

“Good boy,” she whispered. “Now go on. Fuck her. Make her moan for the camera.”

Darren stepped behind me, his large, strong hands gripping my hips firmly. I felt the blunt, hot head of his thick cock press against my slick, prepared hole. The size of him was intimidating, much thicker than Gabriela’s fingers had been.

My heart pounded wildly as I waited, completely helpless and exposed in my slutty lingerie, bent over the bench, about to be fucked by a real man while my girlfriend watched and filmed every second.

Darren’s thick, veined cock stretched me open as he pushed deeper, his strong hands gripping my hips tightly. The burning fullness made me moan loudly around Gabriela’s cock in my mouth. He started thrusting, slow and deep at first, then building into a steady, powerful rhythm that made the frilly pink babydoll bounce and rustle with every impact. The wet, filthy sounds of his heavy balls slapping against me filled the dungeon.

Gabriela watched with dark, hungry satisfaction. She suddenly pulled her cock from my mouth with a wet pop, strings of saliva connecting my glossy pink lips to the glistening head. She stepped back slightly, pulled up the front of her tight latex dress, and freed her own massive, rock-hard cock. It jutted out proudly, thick and throbbing, the silver Prince Albert piercing catching the red light.

She grabbed the back of my masked head again and guided my mouth back onto her.

“Suck,” she ordered, voice low and commanding.

I obeyed instantly, taking her thick length back into my warm, wet mouth while Darren continued fucking me from behind. The dual sensation was overwhelming, one thick cock stretching and pounding my arse, another filling my mouth and throat. I moaned loudly around Gabriela’s shaft, the vibrations making her groan with pleasure.

Darren’s rhythm faltered for a moment as he stared down at the scene, eyes widening.

“Wait… you’re trans?” he said, voice shocked but still thrusting deep into me.

Gabriela laughed, a rich, confident, amused sound that echoed through the red-lit room.

“Yes, I am,” she said casually, still feeding me her cock. “And we’re still going to fuck. You’re going to keep pounding my little sissy’s tight hole while I use her mouth. Then you’re going to fuck me too. You’re way too horny to stop now, aren’t you?”

Darren groaned deeply, his hips never slowing. His thick cock kept slamming into my stretched, lubed arse with wet, obscene sounds. He was breathing hard, clearly conflicted but far too aroused to pull out.

“Fuck… yeah,” he admitted, voice strained with lust. “I’m too horny to stop. This is fucked up… but her hole feels too damn good.”

He gripped my hips harder and started fucking me with renewed intensity, clearly unable to resist. Gabriela smiled triumphantly, holding my masked head in place as she thrust gently into my mouth, using me from both ends while the cameras captured every second of my complete submission.

I was lost between them, moaning, gagging, and taking real cock from both my girlfriend and a stranger at the same time.

The humiliation burned hot through me. I had never felt more alive.

Gabriela watched the raw, filthy scene unfolding in front of her with dark, hungry satisfaction. Darren was still thrusting into me, his thick cock stretching my hole with every deep, powerful stroke, making me moan and gag around her own cock in my mouth. The wet, obscene sounds of flesh slapping against flesh filled the red-lit dungeon.

Then she pulled her cock from my mouth with a wet pop, leaving me gasping and drooling.

She moved behind Darren with slow, predatory grace, her shiny latex dress creaking softly. She pressed the thick, lubed head of her massive cock firmly against his tight, muscular arsehole.

Darren tensed up immediately, his rhythm faltering.

“Wait... no, stop,” he said, voice suddenly nervous and strained. “I’m not into that. I’m not gay, man. I didn’t sign up for…”

But Gabriela didn’t stop. She pushed forward steadily, the blunt, swollen head of her cock forcing its way past his resistant ring. Darren let out a deep, guttural groan as she sank into him, inch by thick, veined inch, stretching him open.

“Fuck… oh shit…” he moaned, his voice breaking.

The moment she was fully buried inside him, buried to the hilt, something inside Darren snapped. His hips stuttered, then began moving again, thrusting desperately into my tight hole while simultaneously pushing back onto Gabriela’s thick cock. The dual sensation clearly overwhelmed him. His moans grew louder, deeper, more desperate and broken.

Gabriela smiled triumphantly and started fucking him with slow, powerful strokes, driving him harder and deeper into me with every thrust.

“That’s it,” she purred, her voice dripping with lust. “Take my cock while you fuck my little sissy. Feel how good it is to be used from both ends.”

Darren was moaning openly now, his strong, muscular body trembling between us. His thick cock slammed into me harder, driven by Gabriela’s relentless thrusts from behind.

“Fuck… it feels so good,” he gasped, voice cracking. “Don’t stop… please… give me more… fuck me harder…”

He was soon begging shamelessly, pushing back eagerly onto Gabriela’s cock while pounding into me with wild abandon.

“Harder… please… I need it… fuck my ass… I’m your slut… just don’t stop…”

Gabriela laughed softly, gripping his hips tightly and fucking him with deep, dominating strokes, using his body as a conduit to fuck me at the same time. The three of us moved together in a filthy, rhythmic chain, Darren helplessly caught between my tight, clenching hole and Gabriela’s thick, relentless cock, moaning and begging like a man who had completely lost all control.

The cameras captured every desperate moan, every wet slap of flesh, every moment of his surrender.

And I was lost, moaning and whimpering helplessly around nothing now, feeling every powerful thrust from Darren that was driven by Gabriela’s cock buried deep in his arse.

The humiliation, the fullness, the overwhelming submission, it was all too much.

The intensity in the dungeon reached its peak.

Darren was moaning loudly, his powerful thrusts into me becoming erratic and desperate as Gabriela fucked him relentlessly from behind. Her thick cock slammed deep into his arse with wet, rhythmic slaps, driving him harder and deeper into my own stretched hole with every stroke.

“Fuck… I’m gonna cum,” Darren groaned, his voice strained and broken, hips stuttering.

Gabriela’s response was immediate and commanding. She gripped his hips tighter, her black latex gloves digging into his skin, and fucked him even harder, forcing him to keep pounding into me.

“Cum in her,” she ordered, voice husky and dominant. “Fill my little sissy’s hole like the horny stud you are.”

With a deep, guttural roar, Darren buried himself to the hilt inside me and came hard. I felt every powerful pulse as thick, hot ropes of his cum flooded deep into my arse. Spurt after heavy spurt, filling me completely until I could feel it leaking out around his thick shaft, dripping down my thighs and onto the floor.

The sensation of another man cumming inside me, while Gabriela watched and controlled everything, pushed me into an even deeper, submissive haze. My own cock throbbed uselessly in the pink lace, leaking steadily.

Moments later, Gabriela let out a long, throaty moan of her own. She slammed deep into Darren’s arse and climaxed, her massive cock pulsing as she pumped load after thick load into him. Darren moaned helplessly, still buried inside me, taking her cum while his own continued to leak from my stretched, abused hole.

For a few long, intense seconds, the three of us stayed locked together, Darren’s cock twitching inside me, Gabriela’s buried deep in him, all of us breathing hard and trembling from the overwhelming pleasure.

Then Gabriela leaned forward, grabbed a fistful of Darren’s hair, and pulled him into a deep, possessive kiss while he was still buried inside me. Their tongues slid together wetly, moaning into each other’s mouths as she finished pumping the last of her load into him.

I remained bent over the bench, completely used and leaking, cum slowly dripping from my gaping hole onto the floor beneath me. The pink lace panties were ruined, the frilly maid dress dishevelled and stained. I was a trembling, dripping, broken mess.

Finally, Gabriela pulled back from the kiss, breathing heavily, and called out clearly for the cameras:

“Cut!”

The recording stopped.

She gently eased out of Darren, then helped him pull out of me. Thick streams of both men’s cum immediately leaked from my wrecked hole, running down my thighs as I stayed bent over the bench, panting and overwhelmed.

Gabriela stroked my back tenderly, her voice soft and full of pride.

“You did so well, my beautiful slut,” she whispered. “I’m so proud of you.”

Gabriela gently helped me up from the whipping bench. My legs were shaky, my hole still twitching and leaking thick streams of Darren’s cum down my thighs and onto the stockings. The frilly pink babydoll was crumpled and stained, the open-back lace panties completely ruined. I felt used, filthy, and deeply satisfied.

She looked at me with soft, proud eyes and brushed a strand of hair from my masked face.

“How did you like it?” she asked gently, her voice warm with affection.

I was still breathing hard, my body buzzing from the intense experience. A small, dazed smile formed on my lips.

“It was… amazing,” I admitted, voice hoarse. “Really great fun.”

Gabriela’s smile widened, clearly delighted by my answer. She pulled me into a soft, lingering kiss, tasting both herself and Darren on my tongue, then turned to Darren, who was still catching his breath, flushed and visibly satisfied.

The three of us moved back into the living room. Gabriela poured us all cold drinks, and we sat together on the sofa, still half-dressed and messy from the scene. The intense, dominant energy from the dungeon had shifted into something much more relaxed and playful.

We laughed together about how fun the shoot had been. Darren joked about how he hadn’t expected to get fucked but “couldn’t really complain about the result,” Gabriela teased him about how quickly he had folded once her cock was inside him, and I admitted how overwhelming but incredibly exciting the whole thing had felt. The laughter felt good, cathartic, bonding, and surprisingly natural.

After a while, Darren leaned over and kissed me suddenly, a deep, hungry kiss that caught me off guard but sent a fresh spark of arousal through my body. When he pulled back, Gabriela watched us both with dark, excited eyes.

“So…” she said, her voice low and seductive, “do you both want to join me in bed for a private session? No cameras this time. Just the three of us.”

Darren grinned, clearly interested. I looked at Gabriela, my heart racing, then nodded.

“Yes,” I said softly.

Gabriela’s smile was radiant and hungry.

“Good,” she purred, standing up and taking both our hands. “Let’s go.”

She led us toward the bedroom, the promise of more pleasure hanging thick in the air.

Gabriela led us into her bedroom, the red-and-black lighting casting a sultry glow over the large bed with its black silk sheets. The air felt thick with anticipation and the lingering scent of sex from the dungeon. She closed the door behind us with a soft click, then sat gracefully in the large armchair in the corner, crossing her long legs. Her latex corset gleamed, her large breasts exposed, her thick cock still half-hard and resting against her thigh.

“Kiss him,” she said softly, her sharp green eyes dark with lust. “I want to watch.”

Darren didn’t need to be told twice. He turned to me, his muscular, tattooed body still flushed from the earlier scene. He cupped my masked face with both hands and pulled me into a deep, hungry kiss. His lips were firm, his tongue aggressive as it slid into my mouth, tasting me thoroughly. I moaned softly into the kiss, my hands instinctively moving to his broad chest, feeling the hard muscle beneath my fingers.

The sensation was electric. Kissing a man, really kissing one, felt completely different from anything I had experienced before. There was a raw masculinity in the way he held me, the slight stubble on his jaw brushing my skin, the deep, masculine groan that vibrated from his chest. My body responded instantly. My cock, still unlocked and free in the crotchless pink lace panties, hardened fully, throbbing against the delicate fabric.

Gabriela watched us intently, one hand slowly stroking her own thick cock as she observed.

Darren’s hands roamed down my body, sliding under the short pink babydoll, gripping my smooth arse cheeks and pulling me closer. Our bodies pressed together, his hard cock rubbing against mine through the thin satin. The friction was delicious. I whimpered into his mouth, grinding against him shamelessly.

Gabriela’s voice cut through the haze, low and teasing.

“Do you think he’s hot, Ian?” she whispered, her eyes locked on us. “Tell the truth.”

I pulled back from the kiss just enough to breathe, my lips swollen and glossy.

“He’s… super sexy,” I admitted, voice trembling with honesty and arousal. “His body… his cock… everything about him is hot.”

Gabriela’s smile widened, dark and pleased.

“You’re gay for sure now,” she said softly, almost proudly. “No more pretending.”

I looked at her, then at Darren, my heart pounding with a powerful, liberating realisation. The words came out naturally, without shame:

“I know,” I whispered. “I’m gay. And I’m happy I am.”

The admission felt like a weight lifting off my chest. For years I had forced myself to be attracted to women, dating, trying to enjoy sex, pretending the erections were real and enthusiastic. But they had always felt forced, mechanical, never fully satisfying. I could get hard, but it was never this consuming, this natural, this right. With Gabriela, and now with Darren, everything felt electric. My body responded with genuine, overwhelming desire. Men were beautiful. Their strength, their cocks, the way they moved and sounded, it all made sense now.

I had opened up a whole new world of fun. A world where I didn’t have to pretend anymore.

Darren grinned and kissed me again, harder this time, his hands gripping my arse possessively. Gabriela watched with hungry approval, slowly stroking herself.

“Fuck him again,” she told Darren, her voice thick with lust. “I want to see you breed my little sissy.”

Darren didn’t hesitate. He spun me around and bent me over the edge of the bed. I felt the blunt, thick head of his cock press against my still-slick, cum-leaking hole. With one powerful thrust, he buried himself deep inside me again.

I cried out in pleasure, the stretch intense but welcome now. He started fucking me hard, deep, rhythmic strokes that made my body jolt forward with every thrust. The wet, filthy sounds of his cock slamming into my cum-filled arse filled the room.

“I’m so gay!” I moaned loudly, the words spilling out uncontrollably as pleasure overwhelmed me. “I’m so fucking gay!”

Darren groaned in response, pounding me harder, his heavy balls slapping against me. Gabriela watched from the chair, her hand moving faster on her own cock, clearly loving every second of my complete surrender.

I had never felt more free. Or more completely, happily gay.


Epilogue: One Year Later

One year had passed since that transformative weekend when everything between us had deepened into something permanent and real.

I stood in the kitchen of our spacious flat, the late afternoon sunlight streaming through the windows as I prepared dinner. My reflection in the glass cabinets showed a version of myself I could barely recognise from the nervous boy who had first moved in. My hair was long now, bleached platinum blonde with soft pink highlights that fell in gentle waves down my back. The hormones had worked beautifully. My skin was smoother and softer, my hips had rounded out slightly, and my breasts had grown into small, perky swells that filled out the pink kawaii crop top I was wearing. The heart-shaped cut-out in the fabric showed off my flat, pierced navel and the gentle curve of my budding chest.

A little matching pink pleated skirt swished around my thighs with every movement, barely covering the tops of my white lace popsocks and pink platform shoes. I felt completely natural like this now. Comfortable. Happy.

Gabriela walked in from her office, looking stunning as always in a tight black dress that hugged her curves. She came up behind me, wrapping her arms around my waist and pulling me back against her body. I could feel the familiar, heavy warmth of her cock pressing against my arse through the thin skirt.

She kissed the side of my neck tenderly, then turned me around so she could look at me properly.

“Mmm, look at you,” she murmured, her sharp green eyes glowing with love and pride. “The hormones have done wonders, Isabella. Your breasts are coming in so nicely. So soft and pretty. You’re glowing.”

I blushed, smiling shyly as I leaned up to kiss her. Our lips met in a slow, loving kiss that quickly deepened, her tongue brushing mine with familiar hunger. When we finally pulled apart, I rested my forehead against hers.

“I feel good,” I whispered. “Really good.”

The front door opened, and my dad, Jack, stepped inside. He had become a regular and very welcome part of our lives over the past year. He smiled the moment he saw us, walking over without hesitation.

He squeezed both of our bums firmly, first Gabriela’s, then mine, before pulling each of us in for a deep, affectionate kiss. First Gabriela, then me. His hand lingered on my arse as he kissed me, his tongue sliding warmly against mine.

Gabriela laughed brightly as she pulled back from his kiss, giving his chest a playful push.

“I need to get some work done before your family arrives,” she said, winking at him. “Isabella’s parents and sister will be here soon. Be good, you two.”

She gave me one last soft kiss on the lips, then disappeared into her office, leaving me alone with my dad in the warm kitchen light.

Jack smiled at me, squeezing my arse again as he pulled me closer.

“You look even more beautiful every time I see you, Isabella,” he murmured, voice low and full of affection.

I blushed, feeling that familiar, comforting mix of submission and happiness that had become my everyday reality.

Jack pulled back from the kiss, his hand still firmly squeezing my arse through the short pink skirt. His eyes were dark with familiar hunger as he looked at me, then over at Gabriela.

“I’ll borrow Isabella for a bit, if that’s alright with you,” he said, his voice low and casual, as though he were asking to borrow a tool from the shed.

Gabriela grinned, leaning against the kitchen counter with her arms crossed under her breasts. “By all means. She’s all yours for now.”

I let out a soft, nervous giggle, my face flushing pink. Jack didn’t waste any time. He gently but firmly pushed me down onto my knees right there in the middle of the kitchen. The tiled floor was cool against my stockings. I looked up at him as he unzipped his jeans and pulled out his thick, heavy cock. It was already half-hard, thick and veined, the head flushed dark.

He rested the warm weight of it against my cheek, stroking my hair with his other hand.

“Go on, princess,” he murmured affectionately. “Show Daddy how much you’ve learned.”

I parted my glossy lips and took him into my mouth, sucking gently at first, then with more enthusiasm as he hardened fully on my tongue. The familiar taste and thickness made me moan softly around him. I bobbed my head, taking more of him with each pass, my hands resting on his strong thighs.

Gabriela watched from the side with a wide, delighted grin on her face. Her sharp green eyes sparkled with lust and approval. After a few moments, she pushed off the counter and gracefully dropped down to her knees beside me.

She leaned in, kissing my cheek, then turned and joined me. Her full lips wrapped around the side of Jack’s shaft as I sucked the head. We worked together, licking, sucking, and kissing along his thick length, our tongues occasionally meeting around him. Jack groaned deeply, one hand resting on my head, the other on Gabriela’s.

“Fuck… you two are perfect,” he breathed, voice rough with pleasure.

Gabriela and I shared a playful glance, both of us smiling around his cock as we continued worshipping him together in the warm kitchen light.

Jack didn’t wait any longer.

He took my hand and pulled me toward the large sofa in the living room, his grip firm and possessive. I followed willingly, my heart racing with that familiar mix of nervous excitement and submissive thrill. He sat down heavily and tugged me onto his lap, facing away from him. With a low, hungry growl, he pushed the short pink pleated skirt up over my hips, exposing the delicate open-back panties I almost always wore now.

His rough hand slid over my smooth arse, fingers tracing the lace edges before spreading my cheeks. The cool air kissed my exposed hole as he positioned me.

“Such a good girl,” he murmured, his thick cock pressing against my entrance. “Always ready for Daddy.”

I gasped softly as he pushed inside me in one steady, powerful thrust. The stretch was intense but familiar now, his thick cock filling me completely, pressing deep against my prostate. I moaned, my hands gripping the back of the sofa as he began to fuck me with slow, deep strokes, his strong hands holding my hips.

The sensation was overwhelming. His cock felt so big, so right, stretching me open while my own little shrinking cock, permanently locked in its small pink chastity cage, twitched uselessly against the satin front of the panties. I was leaking steadily, the cage preventing any real erection, just a constant drip of arousal as he used me.

Jack groaned behind me, thrusting harder, his hips slapping against my arse.

“Fuck, Isabella… you’re so tight,” he growled, one hand reaching around to tease my caged clit. “Such a perfect little cum dump.”

I was moaning loudly, lost in the pleasure, when the doorbell rang.

My eyes widened in panic, but Jack didn’t stop. He kept fucking me steadily, gripping my hips tighter as the front door opened.

Mum and Ellie walked in, chatting casually, carrying a bottle of wine and a dessert.

They both stopped dead in the doorway.

Mum’s eyes went wide. Ellie’s mouth fell open in surprise, then curved into a mischievous grin.

Jack didn’t miss a beat. He pulled me back harder onto his cock, making me moan shamelessly as he continued thrusting.

“Hi, love,” he said casually to Mum, as if he wasn’t balls-deep inside me. “We got a bit carried away waiting for you.”

Mum blinked several times, then let out a surprised but warm laugh, shaking her head.

The family stood frozen in the doorway for a long, heavy moment.

Mum’s eyes were wide, her hand still holding the bottle of wine. Ellie had a hand over her mouth, clearly trying (and failing) to suppress a shocked giggle. Dad, my biological father, stared with a mixture of surprise and something darker, hungrier.

Then Dad let out a deep, warm laugh that broke the silence.

“You began without us?” he said, shaking his head in amusement. “Cheeky pair.”

Without another word, he started stripping off right there in the living room. His shirt came off first, revealing his strong, slightly hairy chest. Then his trousers and boxers dropped, freeing his thick, already-hard cock. He stepped forward confidently, stroking himself as he approached the sofa.

Isabella’s dad gripped my hair gently but firmly and guided his cock to my mouth. I opened obediently, taking him in with a soft, eager moan. He tasted different from Jack, muskier, slightly saltier, but just as intoxicating. I sucked him hungrily while Jack continued thrusting into my arse from behind, his strong hands gripping my hips.

Dad leaned down and kissed Jack deeply over my back, a rough, passionate kiss between the two men as they used me from both ends. Their tongues slid together visibly while Jack fucked me harder, his thick cock slamming deep into my hole with wet, filthy sounds, and Dad fucked my throat with steady, deep strokes.

I was completely overwhelmed.

Moaning loudly around Dad’s cock, my eyes watered with pleasure as they took me together. The dual penetration, one cock pounding my arse, another stretching my mouth, pushed me into a deep, blissful subspace. My own caged clit leaked helplessly into the pink lace panties, twitching with every thrust.

They fucked me very hard.

Jack’s powerful hips slapped loudly against my arse, his thick cock driving deep and fast, hitting my prostate with every brutal stroke. Dad held my head in place, fucking my throat with long, possessive movements, his balls brushing my chin.

The sounds were obscene, wet gagging, slapping flesh, deep masculine groans, and my own muffled, desperate moans. Mum and Ellie watched from the doorway, both flushed and clearly aroused by the sight.

Dad pulled back just enough to let me gasp for air, strings of saliva connecting my lips to his cock, before pushing back in.

“That’s our girl,” he growled, voice thick with lust. “Taking both her Daddies so well.”

Jack laughed breathlessly behind me, slamming into me even harder.

The three of us moved together in a raw, intense rhythm, the living room filled with the sounds of hard, passionate sex.

This was my fucked up life now, gay and happy.

THE END
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