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TAKE IT FROM BEHIND

When Andrew and Peter stumble upon an old box of adult magazines while attending Bible Camp, they can’t believe what they’ve found. One of the magazines, an especially kinky bisexual issue, even explains how to achieve the most incredible orgasm through backdoor stimulation. “Let’s try it,” Peter suggests. Andrew is hesitant, but what if the orgasm of legend is real?

Five years later, now living on his own, all Andrew wants is to relive that moment at camp, relive that incredible climax. And to get the job done, he’ll need the right disguise.


CHAPTER I

It sounds like such a cliché, but it all started at Bible Camp. I snuck away from the campfire with my friend, Peter, because he wanted to show me something that he’d found. No one noticed us leaving. He brought me to one of the old, unused cabins, and said, “You won’t believe what I found.” We had to sneak in through the window because the door was locked.

In the cabin was a box of pornography magazines. “Whoa,” I said, lifting one of the magazines out from the box. “How did you did you find these?”

“I was just looking in through the window and I noticed it—this morning, when we were playing The Food Chain Game.” The Food Chain Game was where everyone was assigned an animal and you all got a certain number of tags that you carried around. If you were assigned a rabbit, for example, you needed to avoid all of the carnivores, and you won by staying alive. If you were a carnivore of some sort, your goal was to collect as many tags as possible from those below you in the food chain. While we were playing, I had in fact noticed Peter’s absence—I just assumed he was doing a great job at hiding.

“Look at this,” he said, lifting one of the magazine up. It was an anal fetish magazine. “Ew, gross,” I said. I’d seen some pornography before, but only soft-core stuff—and even that got my heart racing, it was so taboo. “That must hurt,” I said, looking at the woman on the cover who had a gigantic cock stretching her anus wide.

“You know that’s where the male G-spot is—in the ass,” Peter said. “Apparently, if you hit the right spot, it’s the greatest climax you’ll ever feel.” He flipped through the magazine. I’d never heard about the male G-spot, but of course I’d heard of the female G-spot (though I was still a virgin, so I had no idea if it was a real thing or not). I’d done my fair share of masturbating before, and while I enjoyed it, I couldn’t help but wonder just how much better this supposed male G-spot stimulation could be.

“Look at this one,” Peter said, picking another magazine out from the box. It was something I’d never seen before—something I didn’t even know existed. It took my brain a moment to register its reality: shemale on male porn. On the cover was a man bent over, taking it from behind by a well-hung woman.

“Is that real?” I said, looking away. The image of the woman with the cock was strangely enticing. It seemed to call out to me, but I refused it, pushing the image out of my mind the best I could.

“Yeah. Look at this,” he said, flipping the page. There was a picture of a man’s flaccid cock oozing cum. The man was, of course, taking it hard from behind. “It says that if you hit the G-spot, you can come without even touching your dick—and you come for like five or ten minutes straight.”

“Get the fuck out,” I said, snatching the magazine from him to read the little article next to the picture of the oozing cock. I covered the picture with my hand, finding it too off-putting. Assuming the magazine wasn’t lying, Peter was right. The article even had instructions on how to peg the male G-spot with anal penetration to achieve an extended orgasm.

The five second orgasm that followed jerking off was already pure euphoria. I couldn’t even begin to imagine a five minute, or even ten minute long ejaculation. My heart was racing. I handed Peter the magazine. “We should probably get back to the campfire.”

“Why? No one will notice us missing.”

“What if we get caught with this. What if they think it’s ours?” My hands were trembling. My brain was ferociously trying to process the images I’d just seen, women with cocks, men with their asses stuffed—it was all new, all much more extreme than anything I’d ever seen.

“Do you want to try it?” Peter said.

“What?” I snapped, jumping back from him. I couldn’t believe what I was hearing.

“What? Not like a gay thing, just to see if it’s real. Don’t you want to know if it’s real? Don’t you want to see what it feels like?”

There was a lump in my throat preventing me from responding. I was terrified—but I did want to know if it was real—and if it was real, how could I not want to know what it felt like?

“Do you want to go first or should I go first?”

“I don’t think I can do it,” I said, my whole body now trembling.

“Look, there’s even instructions here. Think of it like a science experiment. Pretend like I’m one of those hot chicks with the big dicks,” he said. The crippling anxiety seeped into my brain, and the rest of that night became a haze. I don’t know how Peter did it, but he managed to convince me. My hands were shaking violently as I pulled down my pants. “Turn around and bend over,” I remember him saying, so I did. I grabbed the windowsill for support.

“Okay, so it says to bend your knees a bit, that’s supposed to help,” he said. I felt the warm tip of his cock press up between my cheeks. It was wet, coated in his own saliva. I felt nauseous, but that overwhelming curiosity kept me going, kept me from protesting. I bit down on my tongue. My breathing was out of control. He started to push in. “It says to only go in about three inches. Tell me if you feel anything special.” So far, it only hurt, and it felt like I was taking a big poop. “Do you feel it yet?” he said.

“No,” I said through clenched teeth. He slid in deeper and it hurt even more. I didn’t want to look back. I didn’t want to be reminded that I was losing my virginity to a man, to my friend. I didn’t even like men—or did I?

I couldn’t believe what I’d been talked into—getting my ass filled by my friend’s big cock. What if he was tricking me? What if he wasn’t going to let me try on him, and he was just looking to get off? What if he was gay and he’d just tricked me into getting with him?

“What about now?” he asked, pushing in a bit deeper, stretching me a bit wider.

“No,” I said, and then I suddenly felt it. The tip of his cock pressed up against something that sent a fuzzy, pleasurable vibration through my body. “Whoa,” I said. “Right there.”

“Really?” he said in a surprised, excited voice. He kept his cock pressed up against the spot as he waited for a reply, which continued to send warm, fuzzy vibrations through my body.

“Yeah, right there,” I said.

He started to thrust gently, jabbing that same spot over and over. Each jab felt better than the last. My shoulders started to relax and I could feel the tension draining from my body. “Oh shit,” I said, my body succumbing to the pleasure. It was real—the male G-spot was a totally real thing, I could hardly believe it.

“Keep going. Harder,” I said.

He grabbed me by the hips and held me firmly in place as he penetrated me harder and harder, the tip of his cock pressing that sweet spot over and over. I could feel it swelling, sending stronger volts of energy through my body, down into my cock. My legs started trembling.

“Oh fuck,” I muttered, and then I looked down between my legs. I was coming. Cum was oozing out from my flaccid cock, just like in the porno magazine. It felt amazing, absolutely euphoric.

“I’m going to come, man,” he said.

“No, don’t come,” I said. “Keep going. Please don’t stop.”

“I can’t—I have to come. I can’t hold back any longer,” he said, his voice strained. He pushed in hard—almost painfully hard, but I was in too deep of a euphoria to care. I didn’t want it to end, but it ended—he came. The feeling of his warm load filling me up was the climax of my extended orgasm, and it was amazing. When he pulled his cock out and his creampie followed, I suddenly felt empty. I couldn’t believe how much cum had oozed out from my dick. I could hardly believe the puddle on the cabin floor was from me.

“Alright, my turn,” he said, turning around and bending over. I took my cock in my hand and started to stroke it, trying to get it hard, but it would get hard. I’d already came, and I came a lot. “C’mon man, what’s going on?” he said.

“I can’t get it up. I need some time.”

“How much time?”

“I don’t know, like twenty minutes or something.” I kept stroking myself, but it wasn’t happening.

“Fuck that,” Peter said, suddenly angry, as if a twenty minute wait was totally unacceptable. “If we’re in here for another twenty minutes, they’ll definitely notice us missing. C’mon, let’s go—but tomorrow I’m cashing in my rain cheque.” Peter never cashed in his rain cheque. The next morning, he was caught in the old cabin with the pornography, and he was sent home. I never saw him again. I’d only met him at the beginning of camp—I didn’t even know which town he was from, or what his last name was. But I would always remember him as the guy who made me realize I love taking it from behind.


CHAPTER II

My craving to relive that euphoria grew over the years. There was never another person in my life like Peter—someone there to make the proposition, to initiate the fucking. I’d always been a victim of social anxiety. I could hardly talk to women, never mind ask men if they were interested in fucking me in the ass. It was an especially difficult situation to be in, because I wasn’t physically attracted to men. I liked women, but I couldn’t even imagine asking a woman to put on a strap-on and fuck me in the ass.

Besides, I don’t think it would be the same with a strap-on—since my night with Peter, I’d tried using toys to stimulate that sweet spot, to no avail. I even ordered a ‘prostate stimulator’ off of the internet, and it wouldn’t do the trick. Sure, the buzzing felt nice, pressed up against that G-spot, but it never got my dick to ooze cum, no matter which angle I went in at. There was something about a real, flesh-covered, throbbing cock that toys just couldn’t emulate.

It took me years to build up the courage to venture into a gay bar. I went in with a baseball cap pushed down low and a pair of non-prescription glasses. I stayed along the perimeter, where I wouldn’t be noticed by anyone I might potentially know. Of course, as a result, I wasn’t noticed by anyone whatsoever. After a couple of drinks, I was able to venture further into the bar, though I never built up the nerve to talk to anyone. The disguise helped quite a bit in calming my anxiety, though.

The next day, I decided to try again, but the results were pretty much the same. A woman came into the bar, serving a nice reminder that I was straight, not gay. My craving for anal stimulation was a real shame—I couldn’t have both—I couldn’t have the girl of my dreams and that incredible euphoria together. As they say, you can’t have your cake and eat it, too. I watched the woman walk up to the bar and order a drink.

She was somewhat pretty: a blonde, with shining blue eyes, and larger-than-average tits. She was wearing the tiniest miniskirt, and the cutest white heels. I came to the bar to find a man to pleasure me from behind, and all I could do was fantasize about a woman. For the first time in my few days visiting the gay bar, I had the urge to go up and talk to someone—the woman. I took a seat next to her at the bar. “Mind if I sit here?” I asked. My heart was pounding. Even talking to women got my anxiety worked up and my throat in a big knot.

She smiled at me. “Be my guest.” The moment I heard her voice, I realized: she wasn’t a woman at all. She was a man with fake tits—a tranny, just like the ladyboys from the porno magazine Peter showed me years before. I didn’t know they were real—I thought they were just a small population of people who did porn. My heart started racing even faster; here was the solution to my conundrum—a woman with the power to please all of my needs. I bought her drink for her. “I’m Andrew,” I said, extending my hand.

She took my hand gently. “Larissa,” she said, smiling. Now that I’d heard her voice, I could see the boyish look in her face—the sharper features, the slightly wider shoulders, small things you don’t notice until you’re sitting right up close. We talked for a bit and then I bought her a second drink.

I was careful speaking to her, not sure what topics were out of bounds. I kept the conversation to: What do you do for a living? What are your hobbies? Do you have any brothers or sisters? What school did you go to? I stuck to the most basic, boring old conversation pieces. Thankfully, I don’t think it mattered how dull the conversation was—she was there for the same reason I was there, to find some action for the night. “Want to come back to my place? I live just down the street,” she said. My heart was racing. I couldn’t wait to get her into bed, to get her cock nice and hard and deep in my body.

We went back to her place and before her front door was even closed, we were making out. We were powering through foreplay at record speed—she had her hand down my pants, massaging my cock, I had her shirt off within second, and my hands firmly on her stiff tits. From there, my plan started to fall apart. I reached up her skirt and I slipped my fingers under her panties, feeling her big, warm cock, flesh on flesh. She took my hand and pulled it away. “No touching,” she said. “Just pretend like it’s not there,” she said. My heart sank into my gut. Pretend like it’s not there? It was the whole reason I was up in her apartment!

I didn’t want to push any buttons, so I obeyed her request, returning my attention to her tits. Kissing her felt weird. It never really felt like I was kissing a girl, though it didn’t feel like I was kissing a boy, either. But the thought of kissing a boy made me feel squeamish, so I did my best to pretend like she was a real, biological woman. We made our way to her bedroom and then she pulled down her panties and spun around. “I’m all yours, baby,” she said, flipping up her skirt and presenting herself to me. She had a nice asshole, and a big package—huge balls and a long, flaccid cock. I only saw the package for a few seconds before she covered it with her hand. “C’mon, what are you waiting for?”

“Do you want to do me afterwards?” I asked.

She looked at me with crooked confusion. “You mean, you want to be bottom?” she said, as if it was the most repulsive thing she’d ever heard.

I panicked, my heart suddenly racing. “Um, no, I mean a blowjob. You thought I wanted to be a bottom?” I laughed. My cheeks were hot.

She smiled and bit her lip. She got up from her bed and then sunk down to her knees in front of me, taking my cock firmly in her hand. She stroked it a few times and then she plunged it into her mouth. I will admit, she knew how to suck a cock like a pro, wrapping her tongue around my girth, getting me hard in an instant. Had I let her go on for too long, I would have come in her mouth, saving nothing for her asshole. “Okay, now it’s my turn,” she said, a strand of saliva still connecting her lips and the tip of my cock. She spun around and flipped her skirt up again, presenting that perfect, little asshole.

I’d come to face the reality that I wasn’t going to be getting any from behind. I took my cock, lined it up with her tight anus, and I pushed in. After just a few thrusts, she was an elated mess—living out my fantasy, getting plunged by a big cock. “Oh my fucking God, right there,” she said, moaning like crazy. I knew exactly how to hit that G-spot—I’d had tons of practice on myself. “Holy fuck, that feels so damn good, please don’t stop,” she said.

I couldn’t look away from her cock, which was swinging back and forth with every thrust into her tush. I watched it begin to throb and then I watched her white, warm load begin to ooze out in increments. She came constantly for nearly ten minutes, moaning in euphoria the whole time. It hurt my heart knowing I wasn’t going to get the same treatment. My craving would remain unsatisfied. I came in her ass. When I pulled out, she fell to the bed, totally limp, totally consumed by the incredible pleasure I hadn’t felt for so many years.

I went back to that bar a few nights later, hoping to try my luck again. Larissa was there, at the bar, with a nice-looking guy next to her, arm over her shoulders. I watched from afar for a while, until they got up to go together. Again, she was going to feel that unbelievable ecstasy, and I was stuck hoping guys would come to me, wishing my social anxiety would stop holding me back. Once again, my efforts were for nothing. I left the bar empty-handed.


CHAPTER III

Getting picked up was so easy for Larissa—all she had to do was show up, take a seat, and wait. She never went more than a few minutes by herself, before someone sat down, bought her a few drinks and then courted her back to her place. She made a good-looking lady, sure, but it wasn’t like she was about to be in any Victoria’s Secret runway shows or anything like that. Her body wasn’t even that different from mine—in fact, my body was possibly even more feminine than hers, minus the breast implants.

Then I got an idea: why not put myself in her shoes? How hard could it be to doll myself up to the point where I looked like a convincing-enough woman to get some attention from the tranny-bangers at the bar? What was stopping me from doing exactly what Larissa was doing? It wasn’t like she was actually convincing anyone she was actually a chick—as soon as she started speaking, everyone knew. As soon as you got a close enough look, it was obvious. And still, she got to go home and get to revel in that wicked anal pleasure.

I went down to a local wig store, but my social anxiety stopped me from going inside. How was I going to explain my purchase to the cashier? Would he even care that I was buying a female wig? Probably not, but still, I couldn’t stand the idea of facing someone, potentially being recognized by some old school classmate—it wasn’t worth the risk, no matter how small. So instead, I bought myself a wig online, along with a makeup kit, and a bunch of clothes.

I racked up quite the bill—it’s easy to get carried away on those women’s clothing websites. They just seem to go on and on and on and on—endless options. You can’t help but wonder what every piece would look like on you, and just when you think you’re done, another cute item catches your eye. The whole process was strangely fun, though I don’t know why—I wasn’t exactly looking forward to going out into public dressed like a woman.

My heart started pounding at the mere thought of actually leaving the house. Was I really going to do it? Of course I was—I’d already spent the money, I couldn’t chicken out now. I hadn’t felt so nervous in years—since my night with Peter, at Bible Camp. The way my heart was pounding now, I couldn’t help but think back to that night, to the moment he slipped his thick cock into my asshole and I felt that surge of euphoria.

Everything I ordered came on the same day, in a series of boxes. My face was dark red as I signed for the packages, hoping the mail guy hadn’t looked at the receipt to see it was all from women’s clothing outlets—not that he would have cared anyway. Even though I was aware that my anxiety was completely irrational, I couldn’t help it. It was like an incurable disease—a totally hopeless ailment. Once the mailman was gone, I shut all of my blinds and I started to open my packages.

I had so much to get to: the wig, the makeup, the selection of dresses, skirts, tights, blouses, sweaters, tank tops, accessories, panties, thongs, and even a little piece of lacy lingerie. The lingerie was from a special fetish store—it was tight and black and it was designed especially for some backdoor fun, with a hole just for easy asshole access. It was an impulse purchase. Holding it up now, I couldn’t believe I’d actually bought it—would I even wear it? My heart was sent aflutter yet again.

The wig was a perfect fit—a kind of dirty blonde colour with highlights. The wig had darker roots, which matched my own natural hair, making it look incredibly convincing. I spent a few minutes in front of the mirror, running my fingers through my new locks. Already, I was starting to look totally different—unrecognizable.

I didn’t even realize until that moment that I’d been speaking out loud, subconsciously practicing my female voice.

Next was the makeup. The kit I bought came with a little pamphlet with links to online video tutorials. I looked them up. They were immensely helpful, seeing as I had no idea what ‘contouring’ meant, or what ‘primer’ was for. It took the better part of my morning, but I got the hang of it pretty quickly. The dark eyeliner really brought out the green of my eyes. I never really realized until I had a full face of makeup on, that my eyes were so big and full of life. It was too bad it wasn’t socially acceptable for men to wear makeup, because I looked pretty good—and again, even less recognizable. My heart was finally starting to calm down, comforted by the thought that no one would ever recognize me with this face. Hell, I might even get confused for a real woman!

I tried on everything I bought—some pieces were more flattering than others. The two sweaters I bought were hopeless, making me look terribly boyish. Anything that covered my shoulders made me look too broad and manly, which took a couple of the dresses I bought out of contention. One of my favourite items was a lacy white dress. It fit my body perfectly and made me look so cute and petite. The only issue was, it was terribly short, hardly covering my whole ass. I had to keep tugging it down so the tiny pleats would cover my whole rump.

I stepped back and looked at myself fully in the mirror. A chill ran down my spine. I was too convincing. If I wasn’t careful, I wasn’t going to get the attention of the tranny-bangers at all, but instead the straight dudes tagging along with their gay friends. I was going to need to make sure my potential suitors knew what they were getting into.

I stood profile to the mirror. I looked great, but my flat chest wasn’t helping my look at all. I tried stuffing the cups of my dress a few different ways, with socks and toilet paper, but none of it looked quite right. Then I remembered one of the dresses that made me look boxy had thick pads sewn into it. With a little pair of scissors, I extracted the cups, and I slipped them into my little white dress. That did the trick. I didn’t have Larissa-sized tits, but they were realistic, at least as long as I had my dress on.

I put on a pair of white, strappy heels and did a little walk around my room. As soon as I started moving around, the breast pads began to shift out of place. My dress wasn’t tight enough to hold them in. I could have sewn them in, but then I could only wear that one white dress, unless I was ready to re-sew the pads every time I wanted to wear something else.

“Unless…” I thought, looking over at the tight, black piece of lingerie. I slipped out of the dress and into the lingerie, slipping the pads into the lingerie’s breast cups. The tight, lacy outfit was more than tight enough to hold everything in place, and it even pressed my cock against my body hard enough that there was hardly a bulge. It was the ultimate solution—so it was settled, I would wear the black lacy number underneath my clothing. I slipped my white dress back over the lingerie. Amazingly, the dress just managed to cover the sexy little number up completely.

I looked in the mirror. This was really going to work—I was sexy, even sexier than Larissa, as far as I was concerned. I had a feeling that I wouldn’t last five minutes at that bar before someone came up to buy me a drink.


CHAPTER IV

I didn’t live far from that bar, but the walk over felt like a lifetime. My mind was spinning the whole way, screaming at me to turn around. How had it come to this? How had my craving for anal sex led me down this path, dressing up like a woman? Every time a car drove by, my body became tense. I almost had to stop every single time, so I wouldn’t collapse from rigor mortis. I’m not sure I was even in control of my own body at that point—my head was screaming at me to rethink what I was doing, but my body was just pushing forward, getting closer and closer to that bar.

It was a Friday night, and much later than my usual arrival, but I didn’t quite realize it until I turned the corner and saw the line of people waiting to be let inside. I tugged down the skirt of my dress, making sure it was covering my ass, and then I took a deep breath. I felt like I was slipping out of madness, in a moment of clarity amidst the delirium that had taken me over. I stopped about a half block away from the crowd of people. A few of the men in the line were looking my way, checking me out, nudging their buddies to take a look with them. Had I absolutely lost my mind? What exactly was I planning on doing.

Memories of that night with Peter flashed through my mind—looking through those magazines, Peter showing me the photo of the shemale plunging some dude’s asshole, me bending over with my pants down at my ankles. Was I going to relive that memory every single time my heart rate increased? Every time an ounce of adrenaline was released into my bloodstream?

Someone behind me whistled. “Lookin’ good, cupcake!” they shouted. I looked back. Three men walked past me, their eyes scanning my body. One of the men winked. Did they know I wasn’t actually a woman? Were they straight men, confusing me for a lady they really wanted to fuck? I knew it—I’d gone too far with my transformation, I got too invested, too afraid of being recognized. The pendulum had swung way too far in the other direction.

I walked towards the line, my body consumed by a cold trembling. How badly did I want it? How badly did I need that incredible orgasm that I’d been chasing for years? Was it really worth it? The memory of looking down in that cabin, seeing my cock oozing cum, came back to me in clear detail. Standing in that line, I could almost feel that euphoria buzzing between my legs. I wanted it so badly.

“What’s your name, beautiful?” asked the man in front of me in line.

“Andrea,” I said.

“I’m Roger, pleasure to meet you,” he said, nodding his head. I smiled. It was strange—speaking with Roger, I didn’t feel the crippling anxiety I normally felt talking to anyone. I was so used to being at a complete loss for words every time I opened my mouth—maybe it was the comfort of the disguise—the anonymity. Or maybe it was something else…

“Are you here with friends?” he asked.

“I’m meeting some people inside,” I said. “I showed up a bit late.”

The bouncer walked up to me. “You,” he said, pointing to me. “Come with me.” My heart stuttered. Had I done something wrong? Was I getting in trouble for… what? Was dressing up like a lady against the rules? Was I about to be revealed by the bouncer? Maybe he recognized me from previous nights. He led me to the front of the line, opened the door for me, and said, “Go ahead.” I stood still and stupid for a moment before I realized I’d been chosen to skip the line. I couldn’t fight the smile from my face.

“Thank you,” I said, and then I entered the club. No one protested my skipping the line, everyone seemed fine with it, as if they agreed I should be let in, as if I really did classify as that calibre of lady—the kind of sexy they want in their club, free of cover, free of waiting in line.

I looked around. The place was much darker, much louder, much busier than what I was used to. Oddly enough, the volume and darkness provided an extra comfort—at this point it would have been damn near impossible for anyone to recognize me, even my closest friends and family members, if for some reason they were there, at that club. I made my way to the bar, squeezing gently between two other people waiting for drinks. One of the men looked over at me. I watched his eyes grow wide out of my peripheral vision. When I looked over at him, he looked away swiftly, the way I would have if I thought I was about to be caught staring at a pretty woman. It made me feel good—a peculiar, warm sensation filled my body.

The bartender came by and looked right at me. “What can I get you?” he said.

“These guys were here before me,” I said.

“No, no, go ahead,” both of the men next to me said, almost in unison. Their cheeks were red. One of the men held up a handful of cash. “Her drink is on me,” he said, his face becoming particularly crimson, beaming with a certain pride that he’d beaten the other man to the punch. I ordered an olive martini.

“Thank you so much,” I said.

He smiled gracefully. “It’s my pleasure,” he said. “I’m Mark.”

“I’m Andrea,” I said.

“I’m not gay, just so you know—not that there’s anything wrong with that—I’m just here with some friends,” he said, smiling awkwardly. He was kind of cute, all flustered and red-faced.

Kind of cute? What was I thinking? Since when had I ever found a man cute? I truly must have been lost in some strange state of delirium. Looking around, I couldn’t help but notice a few different men who seemed strangely attractive. One of the men in the club was particularly handsome, with chiselled features, big arms, and a stacked chest. He didn’t look like my type though—it was too much, too hard-looking. I liked the guys with the softer features, who looked like they didn’t spend their lives in the gym, lifting weights to build up muscles they would never use.

Not my type? There it was again—that poisonous delirium, seeping further into my brain. Since when did I have a type for men? Where was this sudden attraction coming from? Was it coming from the disguise—was I getting too into character? Or was my anxiety barrier finally breaking down, finally letting my true self out. No, no, it couldn’t be—I wasn’t gay. I liked women. Maybe I was bi-sexual. “Are you okay?” Mark asked, his eyes narrowed.

“Huh? Yeah,” I said, looking up into his eyes. I couldn’t tell if his eyes were green or brown. They seemed to change every time I looked, every time a different light hit his face. He had a nice covering of stubble on his face, and his cologne was strangely alluring.

“How’s the drink?” he asked.

“It’s good, do you want a sip?”

“No, that’s okay. I’m not much of an olive guy.”

“Me neither—only in martinis, for whatever reason,” I said.

He laughed. “Isn’t an olive martini pretty much just olives and olive brine?”

“And vodka, I think,” I said.

“To each their own.” As I looked towards the rest of the bustling bar, I noticed Mark checking out my body through the corner of my eye. He was into me—and he almost certainly had no idea I was actually a man. But it was obvious he wanted to take me home—what single man at a bar didn’t hit up a woman and buy her a drink without the hope of taking her home? My heart sunk into my gut. It was the furthest I’d gotten with a man, the closest I’d gotten to revisiting that beautiful euphoria, and it was for nothing. As soon as I told him I was really a man, he would be gone—probably out of the bar, he would be so embarrassed. Who wouldn’t be? What straight man could hit on a woman and then hold onto their pride the moment they found out she was really a man?

A thought occurred to me: I didn’t have to tell him. Could I get away with it? My lingerie covered my tits and my cock. All I would have to do is convince him to let me keep the little outfit on, hope that he was okay fucking me only in the asshole—of course he would be okay with that, what man wouldn’t? But would it raise any flags? What woman only wants to be fucked in the ass, with no pussy-play whatsoever? I’m sure women like that existed out there. I would have to make him think it was my overwhelming fetish—easy enough, seeing as it was.

As soon as I finished my martini, he bought me another drink, and then another and another. He was drinking twice as quickly as I was, getting drunk much faster. His drunkenness made me ever more confident in my plan. If he was drunk enough, he wouldn’t care to ask why I only wanted it in my ass. He would be too drunk to notice my subtle Adam’s apple, or realize the slight bulge between my legs wasn’t actually a camel toe. “Do you want to go back to my place?” I asked him finally, and a big grin swept across his face.

We went out together and he hailed down a cab. “It’s only a few blocks,” I said.

“Then it will only be a few bucks,” he said with a smile. He couldn’t even wait a ten minute walk to get under my dress. As we got into the cab, another thought occurred to me: was his drunkenness really such a good thing? What if he did find me out? Would he become enraged? Would he be able to control his emotions, realizing he’d been deceived into sleeping with a man?


CHAPTER V

The nerves and anxiety I was so accustomed to were nowhere to be found. Instead, I felt excited, energized, and totally comfortable, despite the fact I was about to trick a straight man into sleeping with me. Maybe it was the booze. I wasn’t much a drinker, and the few drinks I had at the bar were pretty strong. Though I’d been drunk many times before, and never had the booze taken away my stress and anxiety. So maybe there really was something else at play.

I initiated the kiss as soon as we were inside of his apartment. He kissed back, wrapping his arms around me. I don’t know what had gotten into me, I wasn’t being careful at all, letting him grab my tits, letting him kiss my neck. If he wasn’t so drunk, he probably would have noticed the Adam’s apple that he was kissing, and had he squeezed any harder, he would have pushed my breast pads out of place. Why was I suddenly so brazen?

I could feel his bulge growing in his jeans, against my abdomen. I purposely rubbed myself up against it, trying to get it harder, getting a strange pleasure out of the thought that I was capable of arousing a man—but again, why did I care? I was straight, wasn’t I? I was beginning to wonder…

After I shoved my hand down the front of his pants and slipped my fingers around his bare flesh, I started to think that maybe I was gay, or at least bisexual. My heart started racing with excitement, feeling his throbbing erection in my hand. “I should tell you something,” I said with a grin I couldn’t fight away.

“What’s that?” he said, already succumbing to the pleasure of me rubbing his cock.

“I only want it in the ass,” I said, my heart pounding viciously against my ribcage as I said it. “I want you to fuck me in the ass.”

His face became a dark shade of crimson and he smiled robotically, as if I’d sent him inside of his head. I could almost hear the gears grinding in his brain as he realized he was being offered one of the most coveted male fantasies: anal sex with a cute little blonde.

I slipped the straps of my dress over my shoulders and I let the little number fall to the floor, leaving me in nothing but the black, lacy lingerie. His eyes flashed and his lips parted. I loved to think I was capable of driving a man so crazy. He looked at me as if I was a masterpiece, a living Greek goddess. I’d never felt so desired, so lusted after. It filled my body with a nice, warm sensation.

I sunk down to my knees and I did away with his belt, tossing it aside. I slipped down his pants, and his erection sprung free like a loaded jack-in-the-box. He was hung—much bigger than Peter or Larissa. I slipped my fingers around his girth, hardly able to get them all the way around. Slowly, I sunk his cock into my mouth. I had no obligation to suck his cock—he hadn’t even asked me to suck his cock, but I went ahead and did it anyway. Was it the alcohol? The delirium? Or was it my true self coming out?

I got him nice and wet, throbbing, and hard. His legs were already trembling. If I wasn’t careful, I was going to get him off before he got a chance to stimulate that sweet spot. “Ready?” I asked.

He just nodded, his lips still parted as if he was high on drugs. I stood up, turned around, and bent over, holding the edge of the couch with both of my hands. I swayed my ass gently, presenting myself. I looked over my shoulder. His eyes were fixed on my asshole. There were beads of sweat on his forehead. “What are you waiting for, baby?” I said.

He didn’t reply. Instead, he took his cock in his hand and he stepped forward. I could practically hear his heart beating rapidly—or maybe that was my own. I’d waited impatiently for years for this very moment, to finally feel that incredible sensation again. He pressed his wet, bulging tip up between my cheeks. “Fuck me, Mark,” I said, and then he began to push in.

It was like I was back in that dark cabin, with my hands clenching the edge of the windowsill. I took a deep breath. I remembered the initial pain—and it was back. I bit my tongue, knowing it would pass, that the euphoria would soon take over. He sunk deeper and deeper, slowly, until I felt it. “Right there,” I said with a gasp. He stopped for a moment. “Oh God, right there.” Why could a plastic toy not hit the spot? Why could it only be turned on by real, living flesh? A glorious shudder ran through my body. Mark started to thrust in and out gently, pressing the tip of his cock against that beautiful sweet spot.

I let my forehead press against the edge of the couch. His cock felt so good, massaging my tight hole. He sunk in deeper and deeper with every thrust, still managing to massage my G-spot. I was quickly becoming a moaning mess. I couldn’t close my eyes without seeing the old, unstained wood of that cabin, even hearing Peter groaning behind me. It was like that moment never ended, like it just kept on going for years.

It was all worth it—the disguise, risking my identity in public—I would do it all again every single night as long as I got to keep the ecstasy that came along with it. “Oh fuck, that feels good,” Mark said through clenched teeth. I could feel his cock swelling inside of me. He was getting closer to his climax—but I wanted more. I didn’t want it to end.

“Don’t stop. Please don’t stop,” I said. The mild trembling began to transition into full-blown shaking. My head was spinning. I could feel a dampness developing around my crotch. I was coming. My flaccid cock was oozing out cum, just like it had years before with Peter. “Don’t stop,” I said again.

He began grunting, trying his best to hold back. I just continued to come, the crotch of my lacy lingerie filling up with warm, wet goo. I pushed my bum back into Mark’s body with every penetration. My whole body was consumed by the incredible sensation. I didn’t want it to stop—why couldn’t it go on forever? I was drooling on the edge of the couch.

“I can’t hold back,” he grunted, and then he shouted a loud battle cry. I felt his hot cum filling up my ass. I nearly collapsed to the ground; the euphoria was too much to handle. “Fuck!” he said. He had a huge load—but not nearly as huge as my own, which had started to billow out the sides of my lingerie, down my legs. My body was totally drained. Peter pulled out and stumbled back, hardly able to stand himself. His warm creampie oozed out of my asshole.

The room became silent as we both caught our breath and gathered our composure. “That was fucking amazing,” he finally said—and he was right, it was a phenomenal feeling. It was a shame it was over.

Mark didn’t stay the night. He told me he had to work in the morning, and then he gave me his number. I didn’t keep the number—I knew it would never work out. I knew he wouldn’t like the fact I had a cock or the fact my tits were just pads recycled from an unused dress.

But my night with Mark did teach me something about myself—I wasn’t a straight man, I wasn’t a gay man, and I don’t think I was a bisexual man. In fact, I was starting to think that maybe I wasn’t supposed to be a man at all. I went out the next day dressed again as a woman, this time to the mall. I didn’t feel an ounce of that familiar anxiety, even as I passed stores where I knew my old classmates and friends were working. It was as if I was finally comfortable in my own skin, finally able to express myself without the fear of scrutiny.

I suddenly understood why I found that image of the transgender porn star so enticing, back in the cabin with Peter. It was what I secretly wanted to be (minus the porn star part). I wanted to be a woman, I wanted to be dominated like a woman. My craving to take it from behind was just that: a craving to be dominated, bent over like an obedient woman and fucked.

Over the next few months, I went out as a woman whenever I could. I even looked into getting breast implants (I still had quite a bit of saving to do before I could afford it). And I continued going out to bars, finding men who were drunk enough to keep their attention on my asshole and my asshole only. As soon as I said I only wanted it in the ass, it was easy. Men go crazy over the mere notion of anal sex with a woman.

But I didn’t want to be deceiving men my whole life. At some point, I wanted to find love, find a man who could accept my reality and provide me with all the G-spot stimulation I could handle. And it was during one of my bar excursions that I found that man.

He was standing at the bar, ordering himself a drink. He was terribly handsome and strangely familiar. Had I slept with him before? I wondered, maybe when I was drunk. I walked up beside him and I waved down the bartender. The man looked over at me with a curious look, as if he recognized me.

And then his eyes became wide—and mine did too. It was Peter, all grown up. And even though he recognized me, I wasn’t the least bit anxious. He smiled. “You look… beautiful,” he said.

“Thanks.”

His eyes shone bright and then a big grin came upon his face. “You know, you won’t believe what I found,” he said, and we both started to laugh.

THE END
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