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BIGCOCK22cm: hey

SISSYSLUT21: hello, sir

BIGCOCK22cm: good, u now ur place. how u look
like?

SISSYSLUT21: I'm 171cm, 63kg, skinny, long
dark blond hair, clean shaven, firm ass.

BIGCOCK22cm: what about ur dick?

SISSYSLUT21: just 5cm, sir.

BIGCOCK22cm: lol.

BIGCOCK22cm: 22cm, 3.5cm girth. 194cm, 100kg,
all muscles, shaved head, beard. wanna meet, sissy? ill tear ur ass
apart.

SISSYSLUT21: mmm, god, yes, sir. I'm ready.
where u wanna meet?

BIGCOCK22cm: u now the park next to the
hospital --? when can u b there?

SISSYSLUT21: in an hour, sir. need to take a
shower first.

BIGCOCK22cm: good. how I recognize u?

SISSYSLUT21: I'll wear a black leather jacket
and white skin tight jeans.

BIGCOCK22cm: no underwear?

SISSYSLUT21: of course not, sir

BIGCOCK22cm: good faggot bitch. I wear white
t shirt n black sweatpants. u better b there, sissy.

SISSYSLUT21: I will, sir. See you in an
hour.

BIGCOCK22cm: c u

BIGCOCK22cm has left the room.

I leaned back on the desk chair, rubbing my
nipples over the cotton, long t-shirt reaching just under my bottom
while gawking at the porn movie playing on the browser tab covering
half the screen; I quivered and trembled while someone with a
blurred-out face rammed the young woman in a park.

This could have been me in less than an hour.
I clenched my thighs and squirmed as chills crawled down my spine;
no matter how hard I tried to fight the urge, my fist closed around
my throbbing cock. The thick cotton fabric engulfed my shaft with
brilliant warmth, smooth against the sensitive, tensed skin, and
the moment the male actor ejaculated all over the woman's face, I
creamed the inside of the t-shirt.

I closed both browser tabs and dashed to the
bathroom to change clothes and clean up my inner thigh. Whatever
burning desire to experience getting fucked had resided within me
had evaporated. No way I'd waste twenty minutes walking to that
park just to meet a stranger, risking getting beaten to a pulp,
raped, kidnapped, or sold to some black market organ harvester.

Chances were the guy had lied his ass off
about his measurements, just like I had. I'm a bit chubbier than I
claimed, a bald spot is beginning to spread on the crown of my
head, and my tool is a respectable 14 centimeters, right there with
the global average.

I splashed some cold water on my face and
made a promise to my reflection on the mirror hanging over the sink
I would stop watching porn and entering chatrooms in search of
(essentially fake and plasmatic) anonymous dates with men. It was a
pointless pursuit since I never really had the intention of going
to any of the "dates" I sometimes set up when broiling with sexual
desire. Occasionally, I felt like a bad person for tricking
strangers into going to whatever location we agreed on only for
them fruitlessly to wait for me to show up, but I couldn't help
it.

The fear I had lost the ability to come
without being engaged in at least one sex-chat session grew
stronger. After grabbing an ice-cold tallboy from the fridge--the
hefty, fuzzy gulp refreshed my desiccated throat--the desire to go
back to the porn world returned in my head and kindled new fires in
my loins.

My clean t-shirt had a deep, wide-open
V-neck. It was easy slipping my arms through it, turning it into a
makeshift strapless top--it's how the V-neck had been overstretched
in the first place. I didn't do it.

I sipped the beer, fired up a cigarette, and
put on a movie. I wasn't in the mood for a serious movie requiring
alertness and presence of mind. I picked one of the many
disaster/monster movies not taking themselves too seriously.
Naturally, several hot actresses played in it--eye-candy
compensating for the horrid CGI effects and nonsensical
storyline--and every time they popped on the screen in skimpy
outfits, I pinched and rubbed my nipples, struggling to contain the
urge to return to the porn world so I could pretend, in my head and
in some chatroom, I looked like them.
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Well, fuck the pandemic, the
lockdowns, and the recession. The bar I worked at, as a bartender,
failed to survive the prolonged periods of being shut down; while I
did get paid during the lockdowns, thanks to governmental aid, the
owner called to inform me he was shutting the place down.

At least, he paid me three wages as
severance. No way I could keep my apartment without a steady income
for more than a few months. I loved the place and had no intention
of leaving it, let alone going through the hassle of scouring for a
cheaper place. Hence, I did the next best thing: posted an ad
looking for a roommate. I would have to sacrifice the second
bedroom, which I had turned into a study, but I'd learn to live
with it.

Now, having a roommate would entail more
disadvantages than just losing a room, such as not being able to
strut around in my makeshift crossdressing outfits and being able
to do whatever I wanted, but I'd eventually come to terms with the
altered circumstances.

Interviewing candidates turned out to be a
fairly longwinded process. Got a couple dozen applicants--most of
them young people dealing with financial hardships that wanted to
move out of the parental nest--but I didn't click with anyone. I
was tempted by a couple of young women but having a female roommate
sounded wrong; I'd have to walk on eggshells in my own home, being
cautious of my every move.

Ultimately, I settled for Gary. A tall,
bulky, robust young man, two years older than me. Admittedly, quite
handsome, too. Deep down, I thought that maybe he'd bring female
friends over, help me expand my acquaintance circle and perhaps
find someone to enter a relationship with; in the end, finding a
girlfriend might allow me to escape the vicious porn-crossdressing
circle in which I was trapped.

"So, we're good?" He asked.

"Yup. When can you move in?"

"Right away." His grin showed his pristine
white teeth. "I mean, I can...start bringing my stuff tomorrow, if
that's all right with you?"

"Sounds great, yes."

We shook hands, he left, and I cracked a beer
bottle. This was the last night I would be alone in my apartment,
free to do whatever I wanted without the fear of being judged,
misunderstood, or anything of the sort. Countless things I wanted
to do crossed my speeding mind, rendering me petrified and idle.
Drastic changes impose immeasurable pressure on us, especially once
the realization that everything we'd taken for granted is about to
change settles.

After watching another dumb monster
movie--I'd have to stop watching those things on the big TV screen
in the living room, lest Gary thought I had horrible taste in
movies--I returned to the cruel porn circle, choosing films dealing
with the roommate trope; turning my t-shirt into an expedient
strapless mini dress, I fantasized about seducing my new roommate
if I looked anything like the buxom, stunning women parading
across my computer screen.
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I woke up, clambered to the kitchen to brew
coffee in nothing but my boxer briefs (just one of the many habits
I'd have to alter), and, after a quick cigarette, I parked in front
of the computer, entering an even more vicious circle than the
porn/chat one: that of sending my CV to any job opening even
remotely related to my set of skills (which, admittedly, were
rather limited).

With the economy struggling from the ongoing
pandemic and the uncertainty engendered by the threat of an armed
conflict that might escalate into a global war theater, job
openings were scarce and the number of people competing for each
opening was too big.

I had come to terms with my mediocrity and
had accepted that there were bound to be at least a dozen people
more skilled and more experienced than me applying for the same
jobs. My only hope was for an employer to pick me over people that
could be termed "overqualified"; lacking a college degree meant the
inability to demand the same wage as college graduates and Master's
holders.

After applying for ten different jobs--a
priori knowing I'd never receive even a form rejection reply
from at least eight of them--I leaned back on the desk chair,
nipping on the lukewarm coffee. The temptation of diving into the
virtual world, mentally changing who I was, was almost too strong
to overpower.

With a heavy heart, I got dressed and made
more coffee. Staring at the TV, barely following the inane morning
show, I waited for Gary to arrive, and subsequently change my life
for good.
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"Hope you don't mind the show," he said as we
sat on the couch, keeping a cushion distance between us, "but I
really dig it, didn't want to lose an episode."

"Nah, it's alright," I said with a shrug,
unwilling to start our roommate situation with my commenting on his
awful taste. The show was a silly drama about a vendetta,
exploiting all the usual shopworn tropes--Romeo and Juliette
romance, stubborn family heads hellbent on vengeance, a younger
generation disinterested in keeping the vendetta alive but forced
to sustain it by their elders, etc., etc.

I sipped my frothy beer and struggled to
acclimate to having someone living with me. It'd been a couple of
years since I shared an apartment with anyone--in short, since I
turned eighteen and moved out of my parental home. Having a
roommate didn't mean I couldn't drink or smoke--like it did when I
lived with my parents--but some compromises had to be made,
TV-watching included.

"So, what do you do?" He asked during the
first commercial break.

"Used to be a bartender. The bar closed down
due to the pandemic; now, I'm looking for a job. You?"

"Graduated from the sports academy, majoring
in being a coach. Currently, I'm coaching a women's volleyball
team; they're in the second league but...we're actually doing okay,
we actually set a goal to earn a promotion this upcoming season.
Hope you won't mind if the players drop by once in a while, you
know, for casual team meetings and bonding exercises."

"Not at all." Mind? I almost snapped;
it'd be supernal having an entire team of tall, fit, gorgeous women
in the apartment. Not that I'd score with any of them, but
still...

"By the way," he added, "I might be able to
help you with the job-seeking situation. A pal of mine wants to
open a bar; inherited quite a fortune recently, so...I'll talk to
him about you. Last I heard, he's still building the place up and
hasn't hired anyone. Would you be interested?"

"Hell yes," I ejaculated. I cleared my throat
and rubbed the back of my neck, dropping my gaze to my lap while my
cheeks heated up from embarrassment.

"It might take a couple of months, though. He
bought an old, dilapidated house downtown; it needs a lot of
renovations before it is safe for people to enter it, let alone be
operational as a bar."

"It's okay. I've got some savings, so...I can
wait for a little while."

"I'll let him know. Maybe, next time I go out
with him, you can join us. You know, so you can talk face to face,
see if you come to an agreement."

"Sure thing," I nodded, fighting to restrain
the excitement clasping my pounding heart.

Deep down, I had my reservations. I have met,
after all, a lot of people making grand promises, always excited
and eager to help, only to later forget all about it.

After the show ended, he flipped the
channels, landing on an action movie. I'd seen it before, and it
wasn't that good to warrant a second viewing, but I remained
seated, scratching the back of my head and wondering after how long
it would be appropriate to lock myself in my bedroom.

I sipped my beer--trying to make the tallboy
last much longer than usual, afraid booze might stir up my
perverted demons and repressed desires--while twitching and
turning, especially when elegantly and scantily clad women appeared
on the screen. After the movie, he finally went to bed.

I retreated to my bedroom, determined to read
a little and go to sleep. Yeah, that didn't work out; I checked a
couple of online newspapers, just in case something important had
happened, and the moment my gaze landed on some lifestyle articles
about celebrities, including raunchy photographs, I returned to the
sex chatrooms and porn videos.

The main issue about having a roommate was
the constant need to urinate while edging. The worst-case scenario,
however, was Gary thinking I had a prostate problem or a tiny
bladder.
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The first week went by without a real hitch.
Granted, we spent most afternoons and early nights parked in front
of the TV, watching his favorite shows--sometimes, he'd hook his
laptop to the television, to stream (let's leave the whence and how
to the imagination) sports events--and I nipped on a beer, wishing
to go to my room and do my things without coming off as distant or
antisocial.

Eventually, we'd develop a rhythm and I'd be
more comfortable doing the things I wanted without worrying about
what he'd think or whether I was being a good roommate.

As I stood on the bus, going home from a job
interview that didn't go exceptionally well, I observed the rest of
the passengers. My gaze, to my shame, was riveted on a young woman
in a tight, blue, mini dress whose effulgent green eyes were
further accentuated by the surgical mask covering half her face. At
some point in life, I would have found her attractive, might have
even considered introducing myself. Now, all I wanted was to
be her, be able to strut around in mini dresses (without
people jeering and mocking and...well, even in a society fully
accepting of me wearing dresses, I wouldn't look even remotely good
in them, so the mockery argument becomes kinda moot...).

I needed to combat my porn addiction. At some
point, soon, I would have to sit down with myself and figure
out what the fuck was wrong with me and what in the fuck I wanted.
A slow bus ride through the traffic jam was not designed for inner
contemplations and soul-digging.

I got off the bus a stop early, for two
reasons: I needed to buy some six-packs of beer and I yearned for a
long walk, hoping the air (despite it being polluted and flooded
with the cacophony of a large crowd) would clear up some of my most
tormenting thoughts.

Naturally, the walk had no positive effect. I
just built up a heavy pant as I carried eight six-packs of beer for
three blocks--I should start working out; I always say that to
myself whenever I carry booze. The moment I entered the apartment,
I dropped the two bags, hardly noticing the thunderous thud, as I
gawked, mesmerized, at Gary.

In nothing but a pair of black brief boxers,
he stood at the kitchen counter, slicing up some veggies. His firm
ass looked magnificent and his chiseled, hairless body would make
bodybuilders green with envy. "Oh, hey there," he said with a
trilling voice, after starting from the clangor of the six-packs
landing on the floor.

I gulped when my glance involuntarily moved
down to the impressive bulge tenting his briefs. It could be an
illusion or the way they were designed, but, he appeared
hung enough to put to shame all those "bulls" I chatted with that
always bragged about their package.

Get a grip, I almost bawled at myself,
coming dangerously close to delivering a hard slap across my
flushed cheek. "Sorry about the noise," I apologized, scratching my
perspiring, broiling forehead, "the bags slipped, too heavy."

"See you bought some provisions, huh?" He
chortled and pointed at the six-packs. "Hope you won't mind if I
borrow some? A friend is coming over tonight...hence, the cooking;
I completely forgot to get some hooch, though."

"Help yourself, sure." I nodded and crouched
down, fishing the six-packs and stuffing them back into the bags.
Standing next to him, while placing the beer in the fridge, had my
stomach knot and my heart race. A soft
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