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UNDERCOVER FEMBOY

Man Feminized for Revenge by Trans Woman

CLOVER COX


To my readers, always
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Halloween had always been Albert’s favorite holiday. I couldn’t wait to make it a day he despised. A day he would think of me, his former best friend, and how I ruined his life. Much how he ruined mine.

We were nineteen, before my transition, when I told Albert my true feelings. We used to do everything together, so I thought I could trust him with my secret, but he betrayed me. He told everyone, and they ran me out of our old neighborhood. Long before I was ready to spread my wings.

Times changed though, and I found success in Chicago real estate after waiting tables throughout my transition. My life was rocky for a long time, but at thirty, I was killing it. I had stuffed my account with dollars. My brunette hair was always fabulous. I wore designer clothes. Lived in a loft with glimpses of the lake.

My office was downtown. My high heels clicked against the pavement as I strutted down the street. The leaves on the few trees along my walk had changed colors. It added a pop of joy to the shortening days. Skyscrapers towered above me, making me feel like a tiny ant.

There was something so intimate about living in a big city. One could move to a different neighborhood and become an entirely different person, which is what I did when Albert ruined my life. I packed my bags and moved to a cheap apartment on the South Side of Chicago. I took the train north every day to serve tables at a fancy bistro as I slowly transitioned from man to woman.

It was a painful time in my life. Switching restaurant jobs every year made it more bearable, until I was about twenty-five and no longer recognizable as my old self. The world finally accepted me as Donna.

Never having to tell people I was trans at the last restaurant job I worked was all the proof I needed that I could fool the world. Nobody questioned my womanhood. I even started carrying tampons in my purse, just to help my fellow ladies when they needed it.

I got my real-estate license shortly after that and never looked back. I was one of the top-selling agents in the area. My company already gave me three different awards for my sales. Nobody was going to stop me.

I still lived south but moved closer to the water. The neighborhood was called South Shore, and I thought it was absolutely gorgeous. A lot of the properties I sold were north of downtown, but I didn’t mind the commute. My success offered me a personal driver, Calvin.

He was waiting for me on the corner, hazard lights flashing. He hopped out of the front seat when he saw me approaching.

“Miss. Moon, how was the meeting?”

“I closed another deal. Hungry?”

“I just ate, Miss. Thank you, though.”

“It’s fine, Calvin. I actually want to head northeast. There’s a bar I just saw online, and I’d love to eat there.”

I’d seen a picture with Albert in it. He was bartending at a place called Pat’s. It was in the northwest corner of the city. I didn’t spend much time out that way. It was a quaint area, but my company only gave me the top listings now, which weren’t usually out that way.

“Tell me where, and I’ll drive you, Miss.”

“Thanks, Calvin.” I slid into the backseat and programmed the directions into the GPS using my phone.

Calvin got in and started the car, driving us across town. I stared out of the window as we slowly moved through traffic, wondering if it was even worth my time to visit Albert.

I’d gotten it in my head that I should seduce him and coax him into dressing up as a girl to humiliate him as he’d humiliated me, but doubt crept into my system as we moved. I thought about turning around until I pulled out my phone to check the screenshot I’d taken of Albert.

He looked the same, only older.

It’d been over a decade since I last saw him.

I didn’t understand why, but I still wanted to get revenge, even though eleven years had passed.
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I sat at Albert’s bar. He noticed me right away. Calvin was waiting out in the car. He said he might check out the stores in the strip mall, but he would still be close. I could pick up the phone and be out of the area in minutes, which brought some peace.

“Afternoon, miss. Here’s a menu. How are you doing today?”

“Excellent,” I purred while holding Albert’s gaze. I needed him to want me if my plan was going to work, but I was almost positive he’d already closed his mouth around my hook. “I sold a penthouse.”

“Shit,” he said. “That must have made you a ton.”

I stared at him, hoping my eyes sparkled when I smiled. “More or less.” I giggled too, covering my mouth, acting as young and innocent as I could.

Albert watched me, clearly mesmerized. He probably didn’t get many women wearing five-hundred-dollar heels and three-thousand-dollar pantsuits at his bar. My nails had French tips. My makeup and hair were done to perfection. I was wearing my favorite perfume.

“What’s your name?” he asked.

“My, aren’t you forward? Maybe I’ll tell you after a cocktail. What do you recommend?”

Albert bit his lip. I had him in my hand, ready to crush my fingers around his soft shell, but it was too early. The higher I let him climb, the farther he would fall.

“What kind of liquor do you like, miss?”

I licked my lips as I stared at him. I picked up the menu next, covering my face. There were all the classics on the menu and a few specialties. I slowly lowered the menu a moment later.

“Are any of these cocktails your creations?”

Albert beamed. “I invented this one,” he said and pointed to an upgraded gin and tonic on the menu. “I make all our shrubs.”

“Okay, then I’ll have one of those. Promise to make it extra delicious for me?” I leaned forward and placed my elbows on the bar, showing him a hint of my cleavage.

Albert looked like he might faint. “Coming right up, miss.” He went and got to work mixing my drink in an oversized wine glass. He added fresh berries and a gorgeous purple liquid to the drink. I wanted to copy the color to order a custom lipstick.

“Is that the shrub?”

Albert lifted the bottle of purple liquid. “Yeah, this is it. I made it with a bunch of blackberries and a few blueberries.”

“Delicious,” I said with a bat of my eyelashes. I was being over-the-top, but I knew Albert’s dreams. I knew he’d always wanted a woman to approach him and act like he was the sexiest man in the world.

“So, what’s your name?”

“I’m Albert,” he said with a bright smile. He slid the finished drink to me. “You?”

I wrapped my lips around the straw. I took a long drink from the cocktail, staring at Albert through hooded eyes. He watched me as I sipped, looking like he was about to cum in his pants.

I smacked my lips and gasped when I pulled them off the straw. “I’m Donna.”

“Donna,” he said in a whisper.

I wasn’t worried that Albert would put the pieces together. He knew me as Kevin Ramirez, but that man had died long ago. I was Donna Moon now, so he literally had no idea what was coming. Albert had no idea that he was lusting after his old best friend turned new enemy.

The longer I sat at the bar, the angrier I became. Who was Albert to out me to our family and friends? We were from a tight-knit community in the northern suburbs. Everyone knew everyone in our circle, and they all turned against me when they discovered I wanted to be a woman, and it was all Albert’s fault they found out before I was ready to tell them.

“That’s right, mister. Don’t wear out my name. What do you have that’s tasty on your menu?” I asked and let my gaze drop toward the edge of the bar, right where Albert’s bulge was.

I never saw his dick, but he always used to brag that it was big. I wondered if it was as big as mine. I was seven inches hard with a decent girth.

Albert coughed and cleared his throat. “We have an awesome hamburger, but I don’t know if you’re looking—”

“I’ll take the hamburger with cheese and everything. Do you have a side salad?”

“Yeah,” Albert said in a breath.

“I’ll take it,” I said and clapped my hands. “Hurry, though. I don’t have much time.”

Albert ran over to his computer before disappearing to the kitchen. He came back with a side salad a couple minutes later. I turned my phone upside-down on the bar, giving Albert my full attention.

“Thank you,” I gushed. “That was so quick. You really know how to take care of a woman.”

Albert grinned. “I try my best. So, Donna, do you work around here?”

I shook my head, covering my mouth. I’d already taken a bite. I chewed the lettuce while looking at Albert, smiling to bring brightness to my eyes. I wanted him to remember this exchange when he went home to touch himself. I wanted him to think about me every second of every day.

“Sorry,” I said after swallowing. “I work all over the city, but I actually found this place online. The cocktails looked sexy, so I had to stop by to try one.” I wrapped my lips around the straw and took another drink. Albert was so easy to tease.

It was almost painful watching him crawl so cluelessly into my web.

Albert licked his lips as I drank. He exhaled when I stopped. I ate another bite of my salad to break the tension, but he wouldn’t forget that moment. I saw it in his eyes.

“Oh, well, I hope you can stop by again soon. I’m releasing a Halloween-themed cocktail menu next week.”

“That’s fun,” I said. “Do you love Halloween?”

“It’s my favorite holiday,” he said. “Wanna try one of the cocktails? It’s on the house.”

“Sure,” I said. “Are you going to share it with me?”

Albert cursed under his breath. “I guess I could. It’s pretty slow.” Albert looked up and down the empty bar. “What’s the harm in one drink?”

I shrugged. “I don’t see any.”

Albert mixed us a rum cocktail with a cinnamon and pumpkin shrub he’d created. It was warm on the tongue and surprisingly delicious. We took turns sipping from the same martini glass until a couple arrived at the bar, interrupting our moment.

I didn’t mind, though. I needed to get back to the city.

“Would you mind wrapping up my burger and giving me the bill?” I asked when Albert returned a couple minutes later.

“You haven’t even touched it, though.”

“The salad filled me up. I’ll have the burger for dinner,” I said with a wink.

Albert shrugged and took the plate. He came back with the burger wrapped up in a paper box. I set my credit card on the counter. He took it and ran my bill, passing me the receipt. I left a twenty in cash as the tip, along with my business card.

“Call me, handsome.”

“I will,” he said with a big grin.

I swung my head, tossing my ponytail over my shoulder. I draped my jacket on my shoulder and sashayed out the door without glancing back at Albert. I didn’t have to look to know he was watching.
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“I never come this far south,” said Albert.

“Isn’t it gorgeous?” I asked. We were sitting at a bar near my place with lake views. They had a terrace, and it was warm enough to sit outside that day, so we were taking advantage.

“Yeah. I’m surprised,” he said.

I uncrossed and recrossed my legs, giving Albert a glimpse of the shadows between my thighs. I hoped he touched himself while thinking about me. Several days had passed since my visit to his bar. We’d been texting some, but I had a lot of work to do if I was going to get my revenge on Halloween and forever ruin Albert’s favorite holiday.

We were sipping cocktails and talking about life. I avoided my past, but it was all Albert seemed to talk about. He’d mentioned ‘Kevin’ more than once, even though it’d been over a decade since we last communicated. He talked about how we used to go rock climbing and how much he missed it.

“Why don’t you go?” I asked. “There’s nothing stopping you now.”

Albert shrugged. “I don’t know. I usually work late nights and don’t feel like doing anything in the morning.”

No surprise, judging by Albert’s body. He wasn’t fat, but he wasn’t a gym rat, either. He looked like an average thirty-year-old guy. I never missed a morning at the gym myself. It took a lot to maintain this hourglass figure.

“You should go,” I encouraged. “Rock climbing sounds like a fantastic workout.”

“Do you go to the gym?”

I told Albert about my six-day-a-week gym routine. He nodded along, clearly impressed. I wasn’t trying to gloat. Maybe inspire. Firming up his bod would help make him look sexy in women’s clothing.

Part of the reason I couldn’t get over Albert outing me was because I’d secretly found his stash of panties when we were eighteen. I was sleeping over at his place after a night of drinking. He was in the shower, and I was looking for a pair of shorts when I found them.

I never said anything to anyone about Albert’s women’s lingerie. Not even when everyone turned against me. I figured they would discover the truth in their own time, but I’m not sure Albert was ever caught.

“You’ll have to be my personal trainer.”

“Maybe,” I said with a light laugh.

“I’m going to hit the bathroom. Be right back,” Albert said and stood.

He turned and walked away, and that’s when I saw them. His pantie lines. Maybe he was wearing a pair of briefs, but I was guessing they were panties based on the collection I’d found all those years ago.

I smiled to myself, excited about the games I could play, but I was also disappointed in my old friend. Why did he push me away when we were more alike than we were different? Had he been afraid people would discover his secret because of our close friendship?

“Would you like to go on a walk?”

“Around here?” he asked.

People thought my neighborhood was dangerous, but there were tons of lovely parks near my building.

“Yes,” I said with a chuckle. “There’s a cake shop down the road. Maybe we can cut through the park on the way and eat some desserts back at my place?”

Albert grinned. “That sounds nice.”

“Perfect.” I waved the server over to bring our bill. I put everything on my credit card, even though Albert insisted on paying. “You can buy the dessert.”

“Deal,” he said.
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There were no clues of my old life in my loft. It was stylishly decorated with minimal artwork and furniture. I had some real-estate and business books along one shelf, but everything else was pretty streamline. I wanted my place to look like the pages of a magazine.

“Holy shit,” Albert said when we stepped into my condo. “This is where you live?”

“Yes,” I said. “Is that a problem?”

“No. I’ve just never been inside such a nice apartment. You must be making a ton in the real-estate business.”

“You could say that.” I walked over to the kitchen. I pressed a button to turn on all the lights. “Would you like a drink? I have sparkling water.”

“That sounds good,” he said.

“Lemon or lime?”

“Lime. Let’s be adventurous.”

I cut a lime for our sparkling waters. Albert wasn’t as sexy and fit as he’d been at nineteen, but I still found something about him incredibly attractive. He was sitting on the sofa, admiring the view from the floor-to-ceiling windows when I walked over with the glasses of sparkling water.

“Thanks,” he said.

“You’re welcome,” I purred and took a seat next to him. I leaned forward to kiss Albert, but he stopped me.

“Wait,” he said. “You’re in a league like eight times above mine. What do you see in me?”

I sighed. “Why do women always have to date up when men can date whoever they want?” I tried to kiss Albert again, but he still wasn’t going for it.

“You’re beautiful. Like, too beautiful. I’m just a boring old bartender. There’s nothing special about me.”

I had to take a risk. I had to expose the fact that I knew his truth, even if it meant he’d push me away to protect his ego. I leaned forward to whisper into his ear.

“Maybe you’re right,” I said in a sultry voice. Albert frowned. “Maybe I live in a nicer apartment or make more money, but there is something special about you.”

“What?” Albert asked, his voice filled with doubt.

“Unless I’m mistaken, you’re wearing panties beneath your jeans. You were wearing some that afternoon at the bar too, weren’t you?”

Albert’s face flushed. He looked like he was about to deny it, but I placed my hand on his knee before he could.

“It’s okay, Albert. I like boys who wear panties.”

He swallowed, staring at me with a confused expression. “You do?”

“I do. They’re my favorite kind of boy,” I said.

It was a lie. I liked all boys equally, as long as they were sexy, but what did any of that matter when I was trying to execute the most elaborate revenge plan I could create? It would have been enough for most to lead Albert on and then never call him again, but I wanted to bring his deepest, darkest secret to light and destroy him just as he’d destroyed me.

Albert stared at me, like he was debating whether to divulge the truth or not. He opened his mouth a couple times like he wanted to talk but stopped himself before he said anything each time.

“What’s wrong, Albert? If they aren’t panties, all you have to do is say so. Maybe I should get my eyes checked,” I said with a laugh. “There are plenty of boys who like wearing panties if you don’t. I’ll just find one of them. Should we watch a movie now?”

Albert just nodded in silence like a fool, probably wanting to confess his love for lingerie but was too afraid of the world finding out. He had no problems with spilling my secret, though. No problems with ruining my life.

I picked up the remote and turned on a movie, unphased by Albert’s stillness. I knew he was just gathering the strength to tell me the truth.

“How’s this movie?”

“Fine,” Albert said in a soft voice.

“Have you seen it?”

Albert shook his head. I clicked ‘play’ and curled my feet onto the sofa. I exhaled as I relaxed, enjoying the nervous energy radiating off Albert. Part of me was honestly relieved he didn’t have the balls to reveal his pantie-wearing nature. I’d already humiliated him by calling him out on the behavior, and maybe that was enough.

We were about fifteen minutes into the movie when Albert said something.

“How did you know?”

I picked up the remote to hit ‘pause’. “Know what?” I asked, playing dumb.

“Come on, Donna. Don’t make me say it.”

“I really don’t know what you’re talking about, Albert. You’ll have to be more specific.”

Albert glanced around the room, as though someone was hiding in the corners. I couldn’t help but smile, which seemed to frustrate Albert. “My panties,” he said in a harsh whisper. “How did you know about my panties?”

I laughed. “I doubt I’m the first woman to notice your pantie line.”

Albert looked mortified, like he’d seen a wall of ghosts. I almost felt bad for him. He really thought after all those years nobody would notice him wearing panties. I might have been the first to say something to him, but I highly doubted I was the first to notice.

“You think others have noticed? When did you see them?”

“When you bent over at the bar,” I said with a chuckle. “They were awfully cute.”

“But—” he said with his mouth agape. I wanted to shove my cock between his lips but closed my eyes to shake the urge. “I always tighten my belt. I’ve triple-checked in the mirrors at home to make sure that they aren’t visible when I bend over, and I almost never bend over in front of people.”

“Maybe you show them off more than you realize. It’s easy to get comfortable at work,” I said. I hadn’t even seen Albert’s panties when we were at the bar, but he clearly believed me. There probably wasn’t a time when he wasn’t wearing panties. I couldn’t help but wonder if he’d gone further.

“Fuck,” Albert said. He put his head in his hands. I rubbed his back. “I can’t believe it. You think my coworkers know?”

I shrugged. “Does it matter if they do?”

“Yes,” Albert hissed. “They can’t know me as a pantie-wearing fag. I like women. I promise.”

I laughed. “You don’t have to tell me. I know you like women,” I said and placed my hand on the inside of Albert’s thigh. There was something so sexy about vulnerability, and I’d never seen a man more vulnerable than Albert at that moment. He looked so small and soft, like he could get crushed.

Albert looked at me as I worked my hand closer to his dick. “Yes, handsome. You like women, and I like girly boys like you.”

“I’m not girly,” Albert said. His energy went cold. “I only like lingerie.”

“Oh, don’t be such a stick in the mud. Haven’t you ever tried pushing the limits? Haven’t you ever tried wearing a dress or short skirt or shaving your legs?”

Albert bit his lip, and I immediately knew the answer. He’d probably tried all of what I mentioned. I wanted to hit him. He’d been so judgmental toward me for even mentioning those ideas at nineteen, and here he was doing all of it himself. I wanted to scream and tell him the truth of my identity. Blow up my entire revenge plot right there to make Albert feel like a fool, but he hadn’t paid.

Not yet. Not properly.

I was a woman on a mission, and I wanted to burn Albert to the ground.

“Come on,” I said in a playful voice. I pushed on Albert’s knee, burying every bit of fury I felt. “You can tell me. Your secrets will be safe here. I promise,” I said and placed my hand back where it’d been on Albert’s thigh. “There’s nothing I love more than a boy who’s in touch with his feminine side.”

“Really?” asked Albert. “Most women run when they find out the truth.”

“I’m not most women,” I said in a slutty voice. “Can’t you trust me?”

Albert looked at me for a long moment before sighing. “I’m sorry, Donna. I’m just so used to keeping my guards up that I can’t even recognize when I should let them down. You’re the woman of my dreams. Like, you’re making all my dreams come true right now, and I can’t even take a breath to enjoy it.”

I smiled and scooted closer to Albert, moving my hand further up his thigh. His energy was back to being warm and accepting. “Yes, relax, handsome. You’re my type of man. This is a safe place where you can be yourself without judgement.”

Albert nodded. “You’re right,” he said. “For whatever reason, I feel so comfortable around you. It’s like I’ve known you for years.”

“Yeah,” I said in a soft voice. We gazed at each other.

“Do you want to see my panties?” Albert asked after the pause in conversation.

“Are your legs shaved?”

Albert frowned. “No, I haven’t had time.”

I grinned. “If you think my living room is nice, wait until you see the bathroom.”
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“This is the craziest date I’ve ever been on,” Albert hollered.

I was lying on my bed, watching TV at a low volume. Albert was using the bathroom attached to my bedroom to shave his legs and rid himself of all that yucky hair. His face looked like he’d won a trip around the world when he saw my bathroom. I ran him a bath with a luxurious bath bomb, but he still had to shave.

“Have you started shaving?” I asked.

“Not yet. This bath is so comfortable. Don’t you want to join me?”

I was tempted, but then Albert would feel my dick, and he couldn’t know my secret. Not until I humiliated him on Halloween and ruined his favorite holiday.

“Another time. Start shaving. I’m getting tired,” I said and fought a yawn. My work schedule was grueling, and this revenge plan was eating into all my free time, but it’d be worth it. I hoped.

“Okay,” Albert called. “I’ll start now. Promise this won’t be my last bath here.”

“We’ll see,” I said. “I can’t wait until you’re all hairless and smooth.”

Albert gushed. “You’re the most amazing woman ever, Donna. Where did you come from? Is this a dream?”

“It’s most certainly not a dream. I’m going to make us some popcorn to finish the movie, but then I need to sleep for work in the morning. Hurry.”

“I will,” Albert called. “Do you have a stretchy skirt I could borrow, or is that doing too much?”

I couldn’t believe what Albert was asking, but I also couldn’t break character. If I thought about my past pain too much, I’d reveal my cards on my face, and then Albert would have the upper hand. I couldn’t let that happen.

“Let me check,” I called in a chipper voice. I went to my closet and found a pleated skirt with an elastic waistline that would probably fit Albert, but that wasn’t enough. I grabbed him some stockings, a women’s light-weight sweater, and a wig. “Found you some stuff. Left it on the bed.”

I waited in the chair by the window, staring out at the Chicago skyline. I watched the city lights reflect off the water. Was I making a mistake? Should I stop while I was ahead? Doubts ran through my mind, and I was about to tell Albert to go home until he walked out of that bathroom looking and smelling fabulous.

“I hope you don’t mind,” Albert said in a falsetto. “I used some of your perfume. I wish I had my makeup bag, though. You’re a couple shades darker than me.”

“Damn, you look incredible.”

Albert blushed and curtsied, tucking his hands into his crotch. “Thank you.”

“I might have some makeup in your shade. Let me check.”

“Do you have nail polish? I really love to paint my nails,” Albert said.

I stopped, taken aback. Albert was using a lighter voice. His mannerisms had become more feminine. It was like he’d changed into a different person while he was in that bathroom. Had this side of Albert always been there? How had I never noticed?

“Sorry,” Albert said with a giggle. “Is it okay if I paint my nails? Or is that too much for you?”

“No,” I said in a breath. “It’s fine. What color?”

“Pink,” Albert gushed. “Bring me every pink you have.”

“Coming right back.” I went to my bedroom closet where I kept all my nail polish. I also had a box of old makeup, and I was positive there were some foundations Albert could use. Eyeliner and blush at the very least. I grabbed the makeup and every pink nail polish I could find.

Albert was waiting on the sofa, sitting with his legs crossed, looking daintier than I’d ever seen him. He was almost passing. I was certain some man somewhere would hit on him looking how he did.

“Everything okay, Donna? You seemed so much happier before I put on all these clothes.”

I was trying not to break character, but it was becoming increasingly impossible. I was so confused by my old friend. So filled with hate about how he’d treated me terribly when he was really an undercover femboy.

I shook my head, breaking the negativity. “Yeah, I’m fine. I’ve just never been with a guy so open and willing as you. Most of the femboys I’ve known take forever to come out of their shells.”

Albert shrugged. He was becoming more feminine with each sentence he spoke, as though he’d only been warming up before. I wondered how long he’d practiced in the mirror. As many hours as me?

“I’ve never met a woman like you,” Albert said in a convincingly feminine voice. “It’s always been a dream, and I guess I don’t want to blow it.”

“Have you ever been with a man?”

Albert shook his head. “I don’t like men. Sherry does a bit, but it’s nothing serious. She just likes when they pay attention to her.”

“Who’s Sherry?”

“Me,” Albert said in a high voice with a long giggle to follow. “Sherry’s who I become when I’m a girl.”

“Oh,” I said. “Has Sherry ever gone out on the town?”

Albert waved his hand in the air. He looked into my eyes, and I swore he saw me. The real me. I felt like I’d been hit in the chest by a bowling ball. My body went cold.

“Only to the grocery store,” Albert said. “I’m too nervous she’ll run off with a man if I go to the club or something. Sometimes Sherry has a mind of her own.”

“So, Sherry mostly sits at home?”

Albert nodded. “She likes to chat online, though. She’s a dirty, dirty girl.”

“What websites does she like to use? Maybe we could chat together. You know, as Donna and Sherry.”

My heart was racing. I was honestly getting a little hard at the thought of chatting online with random strangers. Would Sherry and I end up touching? I didn’t know if I would be able to keep my cock hidden if we fooled around.

Sherry giggled. “You really think that’s a good idea? Some of those men are really naughty and ask me to do bad, bad things.”

My mouth went dry. “What do they ask you to do?”

Sherry bit her lip and shook her head. This alter ego had completely taken over Albert’s body and mind. He’d become a different person. I’d never seen a transformation so quick and effortless, and I had tons of trans girlfriends. Most had stories of the difficult years, but Sherry could walk out on the streets and fool any man.

I didn’t know whether to be proud or jealous.

“Oh, nothing. We shouldn’t be talking about this. I don’t know why I told you.” Sherry spoke in a playful voice. She had the most infectious energy. I couldn’t believe it.

“You’re pouting again, Donna! What did I do? Tell me!”

“Nothing,” I said. “I’ve just never met anyone who can transition as well as you. You’re incredible, Sherry.”

Sherry placed a hand on her chest. Then she looked confused, glancing down. “Fuck, I left my bra at home. I’m such a ditz sometimes! The boys hate it when I don’t wear my tits. We can chat online next time.” Sherry scooted closer to me, and I honestly didn’t know how to react.

“Next time?”

“Yeah,” Sherry whispered into my neck. She placed her hand on the back of it, moving her lips close for a kiss.

I didn’t resist. Sherry was so sexy and making me incredibly horny, even though I knew having sex would give her some power.

Sherry pressed her lips against mine. Our kiss deepened. She kept her hands in my hair. I had one hand on her leg and the other on her side. Sherry moaned, clearly into whatever we were doing, but I felt conflicted.

Sherry was incredibly sexy, but her confidence was otherworldly. She wasn’t Albert. She was her own woman within him, and I wasn’t sure I wanted to battle her. Maybe she would cross lines that Albert wouldn’t.

I gasped when Sherry broke the kiss.

“You okay?” she asked.

“Yeah,” I said. “It’s nothing.”

“We can go out dancing next time. I can be Albert or Sherry. Your pick. This doesn’t have to be a one-night stand, but damn, I need you now. You’re so sexy. You turn me on more than any other woman.”

I blushed, feeling a little better. “Do I?”

“Yes, Donna. Let me eat your pussy. We don’t even have to do anything else.”

I panicked a little. Albert still didn’t know the truth, and he couldn’t. Not until I had proof against him. I glanced around, but my phone was all the way across the room on the kitchen counter. We were too involved for me to grab it and snap a picture of him dressed as Sherry.

“I’m on my period,” I said. “Not tonight.”

“I don’t care, baby. Let me taste it,” she said.

Fuck, Sherry was one dirty girl, and I liked it. I only wished I could be honest, but that would compromise my plans.

I wagged my finger in Sherry’s face. “How about I suck your cock?” I asked and stood between Sherry’s legs.

Sherry grinned and shrugged, spreading her legs further. I sunk my knees in front of her. My dick was getting hard in my panties, but I couldn’t let it free, no matter how badly I wanted to stroke my cock.

I kissed along Sherry’s thighs, working my way toward the shadows beneath her skirt. She moaned as I worked my way up her freshly shaved legs to where her stockings ended. She smelled feminine and fresh, like soap and lotion with an overtone of perfume.

“You’re so sexy, Donna. I’m so fucking hard right now.”

I reached up Sherry’s skirt and pulled her cock out from the side of her panties. It wasn’t very long, but it was plenty thick. I moaned like a slut as I took Sherry’s member in my hand and gently stroked her throbbing cock. It was rock hard and veiny and making my mouth fill with drool.

Sherry glanced down at me as I jacked off her cock. It wasn’t long before she grabbed me by my hair and pushed my mouth onto her cock. She giggled through her aggression, and my dick had never been harder. It was throbbing in my panties. I was desperate to stroke it, but I couldn’t.

How was Sherry so sexy as a woman? How did she have this much confidence? I never expected this, but it was a delightful surprise. No girly boy had been so dominant with me before.

“Damn, girl. Your mouth feels good. You like my girly cock?” Sherry asked as she moved my head up and down, making me bob along her cock. I moaned on her dick, feeling my own member beg for attention.

Sherry threw her head back and groaned as I made my way down to the base of her thick cock, choking on it lightly. Sherry giggled in her girly voice, disarming me a moment. She used the second to push my lips further down her staff. She moaned as I coughed on her dick.

She pulled me off a moment later. “You really know how to suck some dick, but I want to fuck your pussy.”

I could feel the precum leaking into my panties. I’d almost forgotten about the revenge plan because I was so turned on by my former best friend who was passing as a girl. If it weren’t for Sherry’s cock, I honestly wouldn’t be able to tell the difference.

I caught my breath and wiped my lips before speaking. “It’s only our first time fooling around. We should wait,” I said.

Sherry’s gaze darkened. She grabbed her dick and wagged it. I tried my best to look unaffected, but her cock was so slick and shiny and shimmering in my face. She knew I wanted it inside of me.

“Why wait? We’re already here. We’ve already gotten this far.”

I couldn’t recall how I’d ended up on my knees, but I wanted Sherry to fuck me. Her cock looked so delicious throbbing in front of me.

“What if I just sucked you until you came?” I asked.

“No,” Sherry said in a serious tone. “I want to feel your hot pussy lips around my dick. Don’t you want me to fuck you with this fat, girly dick?”

I stared into Sherry’s eyes and realized she was living her fantasy, and I desperately wanted her cock. I just couldn’t let her see mine.

“Don’t you, slut?” Sherry asked in a playful, girly voice. “You’re such a dirty slut. You should have seen yourself flirting with me at the bar. It was so hot. I kept thinking about having you just like this. Come on, beautiful. Let me fuck that pussy.”

My dick throbbed in my panties, and I knew doubt was all over my face. I wanted Sherry’s dick. I wanted to sit on it. Slip a finger into my ass while she fucked me.

“Don’t you have a condom around here somewhere?”

I bit my lip. I had a drawer full of condoms but shook my head. “No, I don’t. All out. Let me just suck you off, sexy. You’ll love it.”

Sherry groaned. “No, I want to fuck you.”

“Fuck my mouth. It feels good.”

“How about I fuck your mouth and stick a dildo in your pussy? I know you have a dildo somewhere in this house. A slutty girl like you.”

I didn’t know whether to be offended or not. Of course I had dildos. I had a collection of silicone cocks in my closet, but I couldn’t give Sherry what she wanted. I was supposed to be the one in charge, but Sherry was quickly taking control.

I wrapped my hand around Sherry’s base and moved my lips closer to her thick member, parting my lips, but then she grabbed me by the hair and lifted my head. The force of her grip had me feeling like I could cum without touching myself.

“Why are you playing so hard to get? I know you want this girly dick.”

I squeezed my legs together, doing my best to ignore my pounding erection, which was all but impossible. I knew I could get off by rubbing my cock through my panties with Sherry fucking me. The offer was so tempting.

I released my hand from Sherry’s cock and stood, moving away from her. We were both still fully dressed. I’d only lifted her skirt and moved her panties to the side.

Sherry stood and came up behind me, wrapping her arms around my body. “What’s wrong, baby?”

“Nothing,” I said with a shake of the head. “I’m just torn.”

Sherry moved her hands up and down my body. She was a couple inches taller than me, so her lips touched the back of my head. We were also wearing heels, looking feminine and fabulous.

“About me fucking you?” Sherry asked in a whisper.

Goosebumps shot up across my body. I reached around and felt Sherry’s cock peeking out from her skirt. I wrapped my hand around it, wanting to take her in my bum, but I’d already lied about not having condoms.

“Are you safe?” I asked.

“Very. I go to the doctor every few months. Just got tested two months ago, and I’m clean across the board.”

I hoped Sherry was telling the truth as I pressed my ass into her backside. “Me too,” I said and moaned as I moved the outline of my ass against her hardness. “You wouldn’t lie to a girl, would you? I know where you work.”

Sherry chuckled. “You’re funny, but I wouldn’t lie.” She grabbed my hips and squeezed them. She thrust her cock against my ass a couple times, dry humping me.

I moaned and grabbed Sherry’s hand, pulling her toward the couch. I lifted one knee to the arm of the sofa, leaned forward, and revealed my ass. I pushed my thong to the side to give Sherry access to my hole.

“Wanna fuck me, girly boy?”

“Damn, that’s hot. I knew you were a slutty girl. Only true sluts like it up the ass,” Sherry said as she stepped forward while holding her cock. She was stroking it slowly, and I couldn’t wait to feel her stretch my walls.

“Yeah,” I panted. “Let me be your slut for the night. Give me that fat cock.”

“You’re so dirty, girl. You have some lube? I don’t want to hurt you.”

I cursed under my breath, but it was fine. I went to my bedroom and came back. I pushed Sherry to the sofa, so she was sitting with her cock standing like a flagpole. I lathered it with lube before putting some against my hole, careful not to reveal my cock.

“You want this hole, girly boy?”

Sherry moaned as she stroked herself. “Fuck yeah, I do. Sit on my dick, so I can fill that ass with my hot seed. I’m so glad you decided to let me hit that backdoor. Now we can really be dirty without worrying about making a baby.”

“Yeah,” I said as I massaged my entrance with a lubricated finger.

“Sit on my dick, girl.”

I moaned and turned, so that my back was facing Sherry. I lowered my hole until the tip of her cock was pressing against my taint, readying to push into me.

“That’s right, girl. Fuck, you’re tight.”

It was true. I hadn’t been fucked in months. Nothing except my dildo on a few lonely nights, but it’d been weeks since I’d even done that. I was so hungry for Sherry’s dick. I didn’t care that having sex with her meant losing a little power.

“Mhm,” I moaned.

Sherry pushed into me, and I gasped, but the stretch against my walls was everything I’d been missing. I reached up my skirt and pressed my hand against my panties, rubbing the outline of my stiff womanhood as though it were my clit.

“Your cock is so big,” I moaned as I made it all the way to Sherry’s base.

“That’s right, girl. You love my big, girly cock, don’t you?”

“Yes, Sherry.”

I leaned forward to grab my ankles and started bouncing my ass on her dick. My panties still had my dick tucked safely in place. Sherry couldn’t see anything except my ass, or at least that was what I’d hoped. Hadn’t I been the one to ‘see’ her panties at the bar?

Sherry smacked my ass. “I’m going to fill this sweet ass with my cum, girl. Fuck, you’re one naughty slut. I’ve never met a girl so willing.”

I bit my lip, worried Sherry would put the pieces of the puzzle together. “Fill me, girly boy. I want that cream deep in my hole.”

I sat upright to reach my cock better, bouncing on Sherry’s dick like a madwoman. I needed to make her cum. I needed her to fill my ass, or she’d fall out of love, and my plan would never work.

Sherry grabbed my hips, holding me up a few inches to take over the fucking. She pounded my ass. I was so close, just from rubbing my cock through my panties. I’d never cum like this. It was so sexy.

“I’m getting close, baby.”

“Me too. Cum in me,” I panted. I rubbed my cock faster, focusing on the tip. It was slick with precum beneath my panties and overly sensitive.

Sherry pushed deep, and I closed my eyes. “Shit,” Sherry said before adding a string of eight more curse words. She hollered, and I was right there with her.

I focused on my tip and pinched it a little, which sent me over the edge. My head bent back as I came all over the inside of my panties, but I made sure to scream like one of those women in porno as blast after blast of my cum sprayed. Sherry’s dick still deep in my hole.

Sherry reached around and squeezed my breasts as our bodies relaxed. She pressed up, and I stood, moving myself off her dick. My legs shook as I tried to catch my balance while also adjusting my panties to keep my milky cum hidden.

“That was hot,” I said.

“Yeah,” said Sherry.

“If you don’t mind, I need to get ready for work in the morning. You can use the guest bathroom before leaving.”

Sherry pulled me into her arms. “Will we see each other again?” she asked, still in character. “I need another night with you.”

“Yeah, we’ll hang out, Sherry. I promise. I just take long showers is all.”

“Promise?” she asked.

I nodded.

“Okay. I’ll use the guest bathroom and then be on my way, but tonight was special. You know that, right? No other woman has done that with me. It was the best sex of my life, but we can have more than sex. Don’t you think?”

I shrugged. “There’s a lot to consider,” I said. My emotions were all over the place. I’d never cum so hard in my life, and my revenge plans were blurring at an alarming rate. I was no longer on the straight-and-narrow path to breaking Albert’s heart. He’d dropped boulders along the way and used his magic sexual powers to bend the road.

“What we have is special, Donna. You’re an incredible woman, and I really hope you’ll give me another chance. I know I can get aggressive in the bedroom.”

“It’s okay,” I said. The aggression was hot, but it also gave me pause. I worried Sherry would gain the upper hand and strike back if she learned the truth of my plans.

“Okay, Donna. I really like you.”

“I like you too, Sherry. You’re the girly boy of my dreams.”

Sherry smiled before kissing me lightly on the cheek. She disappeared to the guest bathroom, leaving me alone in the living room. I sighed before retreating to my bedroom. My hot cum rubbed against my dick with every step. It was thick, and there was just so much of it.

Globs fell to the floor when I pulled down my panties. I took a long, hot shower, wondering how to proceed. Was it better to stop while I was ahead with a memory of hot sex, or did I need to continue with my plan?

It was impossible to decide as soap suds ran down my body, but at least Sherry was gone when I came out of my bedroom wearing pajamas and a fresh pair of panties. There was so much to consider. So much to decide.

What to do?
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I adjusted the harness, making sure to keep my bulge hidden. When Albert first suggested rock climbing, I thought he was crazy. I hadn’t gone since my transition because harnesses were rather revealing, but it was also a perfect way to quell any suspicions he might have.

It required lots of tape and two pairs of panties, but my crotch looked utterly feminine. Albert even peeked at where the cords hugged my womanhood, but not even the tightness of the harness exposed me.

I placed my hands on my hips and turned from side to side. “How do I look, Albert?”

“Gorgeous,” he said.

We’d been texting nonstop since our hookup last week, but it was our first time getting together in person. I was trying to limit our exchanges until Halloween, which was only a week away. I wanted to expose him on his favorite holiday and then wash my hands of the man, even if I did think about him into the wee hours of the morning.

I still turned cold when I thought about how hard he made me cum. I wished I could forget everything he’d done but exposing me at nineteen was the most traumatic event of my life. People hated me. They rejected me. I still hadn’t returned to my old neighborhood all these years later, and it was only a few miles from where I lived.

If the company offered me a listing within five miles of my old home, I passed and let someone else take it. I never wanted to run into my parents. Not once.

Albert did that.

He made me jump from the nest before I’d even grown my wings. I landed face first on the ground, but that didn’t stop me from using my legs to walk until I found the strength to fly.

“You ready?” Albert asked.

“Let’s do it,” I said.

We walked to the wall and glanced at each other, and it was like we were back to being eighteen. I swore Albert recognized me for the briefest of seconds, but his brain probably didn’t let him believe the truth. If people searched my name online, there was nothing that connected me to my old life.

I stayed low and made few friends those years I hopped around restaurants, only nurturing relationships with people who truly understood me.

Albert put his hand on the wall. “I’m going to beat you to the top,” he said in a goofy tone.

“No racing!” the worker hollered behind us, but we didn’t care what she said.

“Oh, no you won’t!”

Albert was already several feet in front of me, but I knew I could catch up. The woman below us blew her whistle, but we ignored it as we raced to the top, laughing like fools.

I was nearing Albert about halfway up the wall. He turned and gasped when he saw how close I’d gotten.

“Told you that I would beat you!”

“No, you won’t!”

The woman below us kept blowing her whistle, but there was nothing she could do. Albert and I had done this race a thousand times before.

“You can’t beat me, old man.”

I always used to call Albert an ‘old man’ because he was a few months older than me but had always looked years older. At thirty, he just looked handsome and manly, so it was shocking how effortlessly he could pass as a woman.

“What?” he asked, pausing long enough for me to pass him.

I kept moving until I got to the top of the wall. I shouted. The woman was blowing her whistle like crazy beneath us, but I couldn’t have cared less.

“Ha! I won!”

“You called me ‘old man’. Do I know you?”

“Um, yeah, we’re rock climbing together, and I was just talking shit. What’s the big deal?”

“It’s just—” Albert looked at me for a few seconds. I squinted my eyes at him before laughing like a confused person. He smiled and shook off the doubt. “Never mind. It’s nothing.”

“You two get down here right now!” the woman hollered from beneath us.

“Oh, we’re coming!” I shouted back at her.

***

From what I could tell, Albert had shelved his doubts. We were sitting in a park near his place on a blanket he’d packed. He’d paid for the rock climbing as well. That ass I gave him must have done the trick because Albert seemed head over heels for me.

“This is a lovely picnic, Albert. Maybe you should have gone rock climbing as Sherry. I’d love to have her here.”

“And have everyone see my bulge? Yeah, right.” Albert grunted. “Plus, sometimes Sherry takes over. Sometimes I worry I’ll do something I will regret when I’m Sherry. She’s so powerful, like her own person within me.”

“How long have you known she was there?” I asked.

Albert looked at me a long moment. Long enough to send a shiver down my spine. I worried he saw right through me, but how could he? Wouldn’t he have called me out on it by now?

“Can I tell you a secret?” he asked.

“Anything,” I said.

Albert studied me, like he was about to drop the biggest bomb in the world, so I prepared myself for whatever he might say.

“I had this friend a long time ago, and I hurt him.”

“What? Why?”

Albert sighed. “He told me that he was trans, and I completely threw him under the bus. Her by now, I’d guess. She’s probably gone through the transition and everything.”

I acted like I didn’t know what Albert was talking about, but I was shaking inside. “What did your friend say?”

“He told me that he felt like a girl on the inside, and the saddest part was, I’d already known about Sherry. She was already coming to life within me. I used to have a collection of panties and some skirts and stuff. I never wore anything outside the house, but I knew my friend wasn’t much different than me and kicked him to the curb. Fuck, you don’t know how badly I wish I could go back in time to apologize. He completely freaked out and left, and none of us ever saw him again. His parents still ask if I’ve heard from him.”

My mouth went dry. I’d changed my number and swore off everyone from my old life after how they’d reacted, but maybe it was just shock. Maybe I shouldn’t have been so quick to cut them out of my life. I wondered how many times my parents had tried to find me after I’d done my best to become untraceable.

“Shit,” I said.

“Yeah,” said Albert. “Long story short, I’ve known about Sherry a long time, but she’s stronger than ever now. I worry one day I’ll become her and never turn back. I’m so much more confident once I have on a wig and some fake breasts. It’s insane.”

I chuckled. “You did become a different person.”

“Yeah,” he said with a sigh.

Part of me wanted to kill him for hurting me. He was supposed to be my best friend. We could have had an incredible relationship if he’d just told me the truth all those years ago, but I couldn’t say anything now. I was too hot. Too upset.

The week until Halloween would be a perfect time to cool off and regroup.

“Sherry’s coming out for Halloween, though, isn’t she?”

“Why?” asked Albert. “Did you want to do something?”

“I thought we could go dancing. Find boys to buy us drinks,” I said in a flirtatious voice.

“I don’t know. I’ve never gone out as Sherry. Not to a club,” he said.

“There’s no better time than now. I’ll be there with you. What could go wrong?” I asked with a sly smile.

“Everything, but I guess it would be better with you there. I’ve always wanted to go out dancing while dressed as Sherry.”

I leaned forward, even though there wasn’t anyone near us in the park. I just loved whispering into Albert’s ear. “Have you ever sucked a cock?”

Albert sat back. “Gross, Donna! Why would I have sucked a cock?”

“I don’t know,” I said and leaned forward, rubbing my finger along Albert’s thigh. “Didn’t you say something about being naughty on camera while you’re Sherry? What do you do?”

Albert shook his head. “I shouldn’t say.”

I pouted and made a soft noise of disapproval. “Don’t be like that, Albert. Tell me.” I pushed on Albert’s knee.

“You can’t tell anyone. Literally nobody knows this about me.”

“Don’t you know that you can trust me?”

Albert watched me a long moment, accepting what I’d said. He was opening his heart more. It’d kill me to squeeze it in my fist until I crushed him, but he deserved to hurt as much as I had. He deserved to feel like the entire world hated him.

“You promise you won’t tell anyone, Donna?”

“I promise, Albert.”

“Shit, I can’t believe I’m telling you all my secrets. How did I get lucky enough to meet the most incredible and accepting woman in the universe?”

I shrugged. “Guess the stars aligned.”

“Yes,” he said. “They did.”

“So, what do you do when you’re on camera?”

Albert looked around, making sure nobody was within earshot. “Let’s just say you aren’t the only one with dildos.”

I laughed like wild and slapped Albert’s shoulder. I wagged my finger in his face. “Naughty, naughty boy.”

Albert blushed.

“Let’s get out of here. I have work to do, but we’re on for dancing on Halloween, right? Sherry’s coming out to play?”

Albert took a deep breath. “Yes, sounds good. I took the night off already. I’ll start preparing myself to become Sherry now.”

“You do that. Thanks for the picnic.” I got up and blew Albert a kiss, leaving before he had time to clean up the mess. Albert had brought us to the park, but my driver Calvin was only a quick call away.
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Halloween was here. I went back and forth all week over whether to execute my plan but had concluded that I needed to crush some part of Albert’s soul to make everything I’d gone through worth it. Even the time I’d spent making him fall in love with me. The damage I’d caused to my own heart in the process. It was all worth crushing him.

I held my phone in my hand at an innocuous angle, but the camera was unlocked and focused on Albert. He was carrying the clothes he’d wear as Sherry during our evening out dancing. He had a bag of makeup and a wig and some jewelry atop the pile of clothing.

“You ready to hit the club?” I asked, snapping pictures. I took as many as I could. I would be able to keep the best ones for my collage.

“Yeah, girl. I can’t wait to party. Halloween is such a fun party holiday. Everyone lets loose.”

We were going out as slutty witches. I was sitting in front of the makeup mirror. Albert disappeared into the bathroom. I waited a few moments before lifting my phone, checking the photos. There were a few pictures where both Albert’s face and the clothing were clear as a sunny day. I saved them for later.

“Let me see you without the wig,” I hollered toward the bathroom. “Maybe you could borrow one of mine.”

“Okay,” Albert said back in a bright voice, like Sherry was already coming out of her shell. She was so much brighter and bubblier than Albert. “We’ll see what this witch outfit looks like on me. I’m going to make my boobs extra big!”

I swallowed, worried that Sherry would catch me in ways Albert couldn’t. It was truly remarkable how different they were, but I was out for blood, and no fat-dicked bitch was about to stop me.

I sat in front of the mirror, working on my makeup, making sure it looked dark and witchy. I wanted to come off like a sexy, slutty witch, so I used the reddest of red lipsticks I had. I even painted my nails to match and planned on wearing extra high heeled pleather boots.

Sherry came out while I was fixing my face. I turned, trying to act subtle as I grabbed my phone and clicked a button twice to open the camera.

“Damn, girl! You look so sexy!”

Sherry grinned and put her hands under her chin, tilting her head to the side. “Tell me something I don’t know.”

“You’re so cocky,” I said. “I love Sherry.”

“Who doesn’t love Sherry? You should see how those boys online drool over me. One of them even pays my rent.”

“You’re kidding,” I said. Was I feeling jealous?

“Why would I joke about that? I work extra hard to keep that man happy. He asks me to take some rather large cocks.”

Why did I suddenly want to offer Sherry her rent so she would stop seeing that man? Why did I suddenly want her for myself?

“Dildos, you mean?”

“Yeah,” Sherry said. “He’s begged me to meet him in real life and has offered some rather generous payments, but I can’t. Can I?”

“No,” I said.

I had the phone in my hand, conflicted about snapping photos of Sherry without her wig or makeup, but I’d already come this far. There was no telling if Sherry would kick me to the curb. Maybe she would throw me under the bus as she’d already done once.

I couldn’t trust her, so I snapped pictures of her checking out my wigs. She nearly caught me when she turned to ask a question. I jumped.

“Girl, it’s just me. I’m not a ghost,” Sherry said with a laugh. “Which wig do you think will work best?”

“What about the red one? It’ll look good with the outfit.”

Sherry glanced at the red wig, considering it. “You know what? I never do red. Why not try something new?” Sherry grabbed the wig and disappeared back to the bathroom.

I combined the most recent photo with the first. Just one more, and I’d have Albert’s transition perfectly documented. He wouldn’t be able to deny the truth to anyone. Part of me wanted to send out the photos already, but I saved them to the cloud. Just in case.

We finished getting ready. It was already ten at night, so we really needed to get going, but at least the clubs in Chicago went until late.

“Ready, girl?” I asked.

“Yes, bitch!”

“Not until we get a selfie,” I said.

Sherry looked down at her feminized body like she wasn’t sure, but then I smacked her ass to break her train of thought. “Come on, Sherry. Nobody will recognize you.”

Sherry looked at me a long moment before dropping her shoulders. “Fine. One picture. For the memory books.”

If only she’d known about all the other pictures that I’d taken. She probably wouldn’t have been so willing to pose for that last picture. She probably wouldn’t have smiled so brightly. I looked just as happy. I knew this photo was the final nail in Sherry’s coffin.

“Girl, that’s one hot pic!”

“Tell me about it,” Sherry said. She grabbed me and looked into my eyes. “I really like you, Donna.”

“I like you too, Sherry.”

“Promise you won’t sell me off to some boy tonight,” she said. “I’m excited to dance with a few, but I don’t want to go home with any.”

“You needn’t worry,” I told her.

“Okay,” she said with a small sigh. “I trust you.”

“Let’s go. Calvin is waiting,” I said and pulled Sherry toward the door before my heart broke into tiny little pieces.

***

“Hey, ladies.” A man approached us while we stood at the bar. His friend was close behind. Sherry squeezed where she was holding my arm.

“Gentlemen,” I said in a smooth voice.

“What are you drinking?”

I scooted closer to Sherry, heightening the sexual energy by running my fingers slowly down Sherry’s arm. “I don’t know. What should we drink tonight?”

Sherry looked at me with nervous eyes, but I leaned over and kissed her gently, looking at her like she had nothing to fear. Telling her that she was safe as long as she was with me.

Crushing her would hurt, especially now that she trusted me. It would probably break both of us, but I was already broken.

“Something that doesn’t have that many calories,” Sherry said in a valley-girl voice.

I smirked, looking out the corner of my eye. The boys were eating up the dumb-girl vibe.

“You’re right,” I said in a similar tone. It was my old voice. The first feminine voice I’d mastered. It was loud, obnoxious, and a little slutty, but everyone believed it. “How about some vodka sodas?”

“Yes, that’s perfect. Don’t forget the lemon.”

“As if,” I said.

We laughed, and the boys looked like they wanted to bend us over the bars and plow into our cunts. Too bad neither of us had one. Not that those boys would ever see.

“Gentlemen, do you mind ordering us two vodka sodas? Make them doubles,” I said with a wink.

The obvious leader of the duo laughed goofily and stepped forward. He waved down the bartender and ordered our drinks. He pulled out his wallet to pay without hesitation.

“I’m Ricky,” he said and put out his hand.

I shook it and pulled him close to kiss his cheek, letting him catch a whiff of my womanly perfume. Ricky moaned, and I would have bet one-hundred dollars that his dick was hard beneath those straight-leg jeans.

“Donna,” I said with a purr of the tongue. “Who’s your friend?”

“That’s Bobby,” he said and pointed to the guy. “What about your friend?”

“Sherry, come over here and meet Bobby.” They introduced themselves to each other as Ricky and I got a little more acquainted. The bartender gave us our drinks, and Ricky paid the man. I took a sip, making sure to pay extra attention to my straw.

“Should we dance, Ricky?”

“I’d like that,” he said.

Ricky might not have been the smartest guy, but he sure knew how to dance. Sherry and I watched each other as our guys danced on our asses. Ricky had a major erection in his pants, and I could only assume the same of Bobby. I lost myself in a few songs, but then my drink was gone, and we really needed to lose the guys before they got the wrong idea.

“Come outside with me,” I said and took Sherry’s hand. The guys looked confused but didn’t chase after us. They probably figured we were going to the bathroom or doing something else girly.

My heart was racing, but the time had come. I had to back Sherry into a corner and throw her over the ledge. It was her turn to fall from grace.
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“You’re kidding,” Sherry said. I was holding my phone in her face, showing her the photo collage I’d made of her transition. “Why did you take those pictures? What the fuck, Donna?”

“Wake up you dumb fucking bitch,” I hollered. I turned a few heads. There were tons of people outside smoking cigarettes, but I didn’t care. It was Halloween, and Sherry was going to forever remember this holiday as the day her world crumbled.

“Wake up? Wake up from what? You’d better watch your tone before I kick your ass and humiliate you in front of all these people.”

I stepped closer to Sherry. We weren’t anywhere near the ledge, but there were some tables and chairs and beer bottles. Plenty to fuck Sherry up if she tried anything stupid. I wasn’t afraid to fight.

“I’m Kevin. Don’t you see it? I’m Kevin all grown up,” I said. Tears burned in my eyes, and I hated myself for it. I couldn’t cry over Sherry, even if she had given me the best dick of my life. Even if she was my former best friend who’d betrayed me.

Sherry covered her mouth, and then our eyes met for the first time. She was finally seeing me. I had more cosmetic surgeries than I could count, but my eyes never changed, and Sherry was finally seeing me.

“Fuck,” she said. “Donna, please. Can’t you keep the past in the past? Didn’t you hear me in the park?”

I squeezed the sides of my phone and pushed the screen into her face. “No, bitch. This picture is my proof. This is my revenge. You aren’t taking that from me! You ruined my life, Sherry! You completely messed up everything I had planned.”

“Donna, you disappeared. People looked for you, but you—”

“I don’t want to hear it, Sherry! I finally have the revenge I’ve always wanted, and I can’t wait to expose you. I can’t wait to tell everyone that you’re nothing but a terrified little femboy. Nobody will respect you.”

“They already don’t!” Sherry yelled. “I’m a pariah for what I did to you. Everyone hates me for making you disappear.”

“I… I… You’re lying.”

“Can’t we go back to your place to talk? I have proof. I can show you that you’ve been missed. There’ve been a couple moments when you reminded me so much of your old self, I was honestly confused. Donna, please don’t do this. Don’t post that picture or send it to someone or whatever you were thinking of doing with it.”

Tears slid down my cheeks. “Why should I give you the chance I never got?” I screamed. We had an audience, but I didn’t even notice the other people. Not until someone’s flashlight shined in my face, clearly recording our conversation. I turned to the stranger and put up my middle finger. “Go fuck yourself, dude! We’re at a party!”

“Let’s go,” Sherry pleaded while looking into my eyes. “We can get something yummy to eat on the way. Grab a bottle of wine. My treat. It’s still early.”

I shook my head. The guy recording us had disappeared after I yelled at him, so I felt a little more relaxed, but I still wanted to leave. I just didn’t know if I wanted Sherry to come with me. I felt like I was standing at a fork in the road.

“Come on, Donna. It’s still me. There’s still so much life we could have together. Especially after the other night. Wow. I’ve never—”

“Shut up,” I said.

Sherry folded her lips. “You can come with me, but only if you understand there’s a chance that I could share that photo.”

“You deserve to share that photo, but I don’t know if it’d make you as happy as you think. Take it from someone who has experience in revealing secrets. Let’s go to your place, Donna. There’s some stuff I want to show you.”

I relented. “Fine, but no funny business. Promise?”

“I promise.”

“I’ll message Calvin and have him pick us up. Decide what you want to eat.”

“Deal,” said Sherry.

I texted Calvin, and he replied that he’d be there within a few. We were about to make it an early night for him, which he’d enjoy. I’d already paid him a bonus for the night, but he deserved it. Calvin worked around the clock for me. I didn’t know what I’d do without him.

He pulled up right on time. We stopped at a couple restaurants for takeout, and Sherry bought everything. She refused to take my credit card. It was nice. Maybe she’d changed. Maybe it wouldn’t kill me to open my heart to seek reconciliation with the people from my past.


9

Sherry and I were sitting on the couch at my place with our takeout food and glasses of wine. I’d cooled down since the club, and Sherry had forgiven me for hiding my identity. I was still working on forgiving her. We’d mostly avoided the elephant in the room, talking mostly about our guys from the club. Bobby, Sherry’s boy, had indeed been rock hard when he was grinding against her ass.

“Enough playing.” Sherry said when we came down from a fit of laughter. “We need to talk. Clear the air.”

“I hated you,” I said.

“You deserved to hate me. What I did was terrible, but look at you now, girl! You’re living it! Do you know how jealous I was the first time we walked into your place? You haven’t seen my apartment yet, but it’s not this. It’s nothing close to this.”

I glanced around my loft with its huge floor-to-ceiling window. The windows opened from the top and were on a remote. I had a state-of-the-art kitchen. Fabulous paintings decorated the walls. Designer clothes filled the closets. My life was everything I ever wanted.

“I’m not about to thank you, Sherry. You hurt me. You ruined my life.”

“I’m not asking you to thank me, but I’d love it if you considered forgiving me. You probably don’t believe me, but I’ve felt terrible since the day I hurt you. Not a day passes when I don’t think about it.”

Sherry took my hand. I hated how her touch warmed my body. I hated how I wanted to forget the past and move forward. With her. My extraordinary girly boy. My gender chameleon.

We got along as though we were still eighteen with few cares in the world except when we’d get to party and let loose. We never thought about the important stuff like school or careers. Probably because we were both too busy secretly enjoying women’s underwear.

“If I forgive you, we can’t have any more secrets.”

“Have you talked to your parents recently? They ask me about you every time I see them.”

I shook my head. Maria and Irvin, my parents, had freaked out when they found out I was a girl stuck in a boy’s body. They called it nonsense and said horrible things. Words I’d never forget, but the memories no longer felt fresh and bloody. They’d scabbed over years ago.

“Not since I left,” I said with a gasp. Not talking to them had left a major hole in my heart, but I never knew how to approach the subject. I never knew how to reach out, even though their number was probably the same.

“We should call them. What do you say?”

“Oh, I don’t know.”

“It’ll be therapeutic,” said Sherry. “I have their number. What do you say? Introduce yourself as Donna. You want me to call on speaker?”

I glanced at Sherry’s phone in her hand, more nervous than I’d ever been in my life. There were so many ways the call could go. My parents could reject me all over again, and I wasn’t ready for that, but I had to be. I took a deep breath and nodded, prepared for whatever happened.

Sherry called my parents and put her phone on speaker. My heart raced. I thought it was going to pop out of my chest. The phone rang and rang, but then I heard it.

My mother’s voice.

“Hello? Albert? Is that you?”

Sherry used her boy voice. “Yes, ma’am. It’s me. I have a surprise.”

My mother gasped. “Don’t play with me, boy! Is my baby with you?” my mother asked. I could hear the tears in her voice. I clasped my hand over my mouth and cursed as my face became wetter than a window in a rainstorm.

“I’m here, ma.” I used my new voice, even though I could barely talk through all the crying. “I’m here.”

“Irvin! Get your ass in here!”

“Baby, I’m so sorry. I’m so sorry for everything we said. Where are you living?”

“I’m in Chicago,” I said.

My mother howled. “Chicago? So close? All this time? Oh, my sweet angel! You must really hate us!”

“I don’t hate you, mom.” I took a deep breath, finally getting ahold of myself.

“Your voice is beautiful, dear. What should we call you?”

I glanced at Sherry. She was grinning like wild. Sherry. Albert. My person. The one person who truly understood me more than all others. I couldn’t believe we’d gone so long in life without each other, but it was so good to have him back. I never would have taken this step without him. I never would have heard how happy my mother was to hear my voice.

Donna’s voice.

“My name is Donna.”

“I love it. Irvin, say hi to your daughter.”

“Donna, what a lovely name! Please forgive us,” my father said.

“It’s okay,” I said. “It’s time we all move forward from the past.” I stared at Sherry as I said the words.

She nodded.

“How about we get dinner soon? I can treat you to an afternoon in the city, or I could come out your way. What do you say?” I asked. I hadn’t been to my old neighborhood since I left, but it was time I moved on from the demons of my past. It was time I let go of those shackles holding me back. I was a force of nature, and if those people hadn’t stopped me then, they certainly couldn’t stop me now.

“We’d love that. How about we do something in the city, so we can see how you live your life?” my mother asked.

“Sounds great to me. It’s so nice to hear your voices,” I said.

“Oh, Donna. Don’t go! There’s so much we need to catch up on.”

I laughed lightly. “You’re right, but let’s do it over dinner. I love you guys.”

“We love you,” they said in unison. My heart wavered in a way it hadn’t in a long time. All that anger and resentment I felt fluttered away like a butterfly leaving a flower. “Let’s do dinner! Really,” my mother insisted.

“I promise. I’ll have my assistant set up everything. Don’t worry.”

“You’re incredible, Donna. We were fools to ever think otherwise.”

“Don’t worry.”

Our conversation slowly tapered away until I could finally end the call. I couldn’t speak when I passed Sherry back her phone. She didn’t say anything either.

She pulled me close for a hug.

“Thank you,” I said. A few tears came to my eyes, but they were tears of joy. Tears of relief. They weren’t tears of sadness.

“You would have done the same for me if the roles were reversed.”

I nodded and held Sherry more tightly, never wanting to let go.
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It was later, and what a night it’d been. It was almost one in the morning. We took showers and watched an hour of television after I ended the call with my parents. I didn’t say much. I couldn’t. It was surreal having them back in my life after all that time. I was also processing how Sherry knew the truth, even though she never made a big deal about it.

“I hope I didn’t ruin your favorite holiday.”

“You didn’t,” said Sherry. “Quite the opposite, actually. I thought it was you when we went rock climbing, but then that seemed impossible. It makes sense that you showed up at my bar now, though. You could have just told me then.”

“I wanted revenge,” I said.

“Post the pictures if you want. I don’t care as long as we can be friends.”

“I won’t post them,” I said with a sigh. “There’s something else you could do for me, though.”

“Anything,” Sherry said.

I smirked and moved closer to her. We were still sitting on the couch, but we’d turned the TV off. I used a voice command to turn on some music as I placed my hand on Sherry’s thigh. She grinned.

“What did you have in mind?” she asked.

“Didn’t you say you liked to play with toys?”

Sherry’s eyes sparkled. “I did.”

I took her hand and moved it under my slip dress until she was touching my erect cock. We were both wearing slip dresses with panties, and Sherry had restuffed her bra. She’d also been careful not to mess up her makeup in the shower, so she still looked fabulous.

“You want to play with my toy?”

Sherry grinned. She sunk to her knees and got between my thighs. She pushed up my slip dress until it was around my waist.

I moaned as Sherry pressed her mouth against my panties. She kissed the outline of my womanhood while staring at me through hooded eyes.

“So, this is why you wouldn’t let me fuck you in the pussy?”

I chuckled. “Yeah.”

“I love that you still have it. I shouldn’t have pushed you away.”

“Maybe it happened so we could have each other now,” I said.

Sherry stared at me as she sat on her knees. “I hope that’s the case. You were the best friend I ever had, and I’ve really enjoyed getting to know you all over again.”

“Me too.” I reached forward and grabbed the sides of Sherry’s face, moving her to my lips. I kissed her gently once before pushing her back toward my cock. I was ready to get my revenge, but it’d be by filling her bum with cum, just as she’d done to me.

Sherry moved my panties to the side to set my cock free. I gasped when she wrapped her lips around my womanhood. I moaned and bit my lip as she bobbed her head. Her mouth was so warm and wet. I loved how she pressed her tongue against my cock. I loved how she moved her mouth all the way down my dick until she was choking on it.

I pushed her head down as she’d done to me, making my girly boy cough. She cursed when she came up to take a breath, but she was all smiles.

“Go get me the lube, slutty girl. Top drawer of the dresser right inside my closet.”

Sherry hopped to her feet and pranced off to my bedroom. She came back a minute later. She looked so sexy in her slip dress with her overstuffed tits. I stood and kissed her.

“Come here,” I said.

Sherry giggled as I moved her, placing her on her hands and knees in front of my floor-to-ceiling window. My panties were still on, and I wasn’t about to take them off. I loved how they cupped my dick and balls.

I used the voice controls to dim the lights as I lathered my dick.

“Move your panties to the side, girl.”

Sherry lifted her slip dress and moved her thong to the side, giving me plenty of space to enter her gorgeous hole. I moved forward on my knees and slipped lubricated fingers into Sherry’s opening. She moaned, but I could tell she loved it.

“You’re a little slut, aren’t you, girl?”

“Yes,” she said and moaned as she started moving her ass on my fingers, trying to fuck herself.

I groaned and added more lube to my dick as I held Sherry’s sides. I slapped her ass and told her to sit still.

“You’re one eager slut.”

“Yes,” she said in a pant. “Fuck me. I need it.”

Sherry cried out when I pushed into her, but she quickly adjusted to my size. I held her sides as I slowly thrusted my cock, moving deeper and deeper into her hole.

“Fuck me, baby.”

I slapped Sherry’s ass as I moved my hips faster. I fucked her harder, but I was sensitive. It’d been so long since I’d been inside someone’s hole, and Sherry was letting me dive deep into her cave. It was so warm and soft and surprisingly snug.

I grabbed around Sherry’s body and lifted her so that her back was pressing into my breasts. She sank further onto my cock, and then I reached around to touch hers. Sherry moaned as I slid my hand into her panties, making her dick slick with my lubed fingers.

“Oh, baby. You’re going to make me cum.”

“Cum for me,” I whispered into her ear. “I’m about to fill this ass.”

I fucked her more slowly, using every inch of my dick. I held one of her ass cheeks open with my hand.

“Touch your cock, girl.”

Sherry pulled her dick out of her panties and stroked it. She squeezed her walls around my cock, getting me even closer to an orgasm. I held her tight as I fucked her, but I couldn’t hold my cum.

“Fuck,” I roared as I unloaded into Sherry’s ass. I pushed my cock as far as it would go, and then it happened.

Sherry moaned and came all over the hardwood floor. We stared at each other through our reflections in the glass as our bodies relaxed. We weren’t who we used to be, but we were connected on a level I didn’t think either of us quite understood. We knew there was no turning back after discovering what we’d found by being together.

Like this.

I slowly pulled out of Sherry. A pool of cum fell beneath her. I laughed as I grabbed Sherry and dropped to the floor, wrapping my body around hers.

It wasn’t the revenge I thought I’d get, but cumming in my best friend was more than enough payback.
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One Year Later

It was Halloween night again, and I couldn’t believe a year had passed since that wild night with Albert. We were still hanging out. The best of friends. We didn’t want to add any titles to screw things up, but I doubted there was anyone else in Albert’s life.

He was mine, and I was his.

“Girl,” said Albert. He was all dressed up and ready to become Sherry for the night. She didn’t come out all the time, but she was around enough that I never got bored with neither her nor Albert. It was great having both halves of my man’s coin.

“What’s up?”

“My fucking tights just ripped, and it’s freezing tonight!” Sherry came out in full force in that sentence.

“I have some extras.”

Sherry nodded. “Tonight was fun. I loved taking that hayride with your parents.”

“Yeah,” I said. “Can’t beat hayrides and warm cider.”

“Maybe we’ll find a couple cute boys tonight to buy us drinks. That could be more fun.”

“Perhaps,” I said and handed Sherry the tights. I kissed her on the lips. She grabbed my sides, and our kiss deepened. We couldn’t help ourselves.

We were two fools in love.

What were we to do?

“Let’s go, girl.” I said when Sherry was ready. She took my hand, and then we were out the door, excited to dance the night away.
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