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		1(())

		 

		EXCERPT

		 

		Slowly, gently, I slither my hands over every curve. I clutch each breast in satin-soft fingers. I taste the sweet saltiness of my hidden form’s scent, then let my hands slip down my belly, around my navel, and down to the carefully-coiffed triangle of red pubes. I splay my cunt and let in a finger. Then two. And as I arch my body, my backside squeaks against the vintage crimson.

		 

		Masturbating as a woman is better than it ever was as a man. Such sweet, delicious agony. For however long it takes, I’m in another world, isolated from all else but the beautiful journey toward climax. And when it comes, the urge remains, and the journey reveals that it’s only begun. It’s now a cruise to countless islands. And, irretrievably naked, I sail on to the next port of call.

		 

		And at that point, I forget everything. My work. My curse. My secret.

		 

		Until I remember that I’m performing tonight.

		 

		(())

		 

		STORY

		 

		I’m on the verge. Been that way since lunch.

		 

		My nipples are hard. Rock-hard. The nubs feel raw when they rub against the inside of my shirt. I need to tell the cleaners not to use so much starch next time.

		 

		My dick’s hard, too. But it also feels all wet and gooey. So does my underwear. I keep checking the crotch of my slacks to make sure there’s not a wet spot.

		 

		But more than anything, I feel the heat. The anticipation roasting me alive. Her energy piling up inside me, threatening to break through.

		 

		It takes all my concentration to keep it from happening. From changing right here in my cubicle in front of all my fellow grunts here at Parker & Hamilton. I’ve learned to manage it pretty well, but today’s been hard for some reason.

		 

		Hard—so hard—

		 

		No.

		 

		Not now.

		 

		I’m almost done. Almost free. Just 46 more minutes and I can go home and change in private.

		 

		I wiggle the mouse, then read over the only words I’ve typed all afternoon.

		 

		As to the first part of the proposed merger between Callington Industries (CI) and Larson Electric, LLC (LE), it is this firm’s belief that

		 

		Shit. It’s not even a sentence. Performance reviews are tomorrow, and I don’t even have one report done.

		 

		I wipe my hand under my nose and tickle my mustache. When I do, I smell her.

		 

		She wants to come out. And she will.

		 

		Then I hear a knock on the wall.

		 

		“Hey, Chuck.” It’s Jeff, one of my co-workers. He’s got really spiky blond hair and a huge smile on his face. Even when he’s whispering, it sounds like he’s talking too loud.

		 

		“Jeff!” My voice squeaks, then returns to its normal depth. “Uh, what’s up?” Jeff looks over his shoulder.

		 

		“Hey, uh, you got any plans tonight?” For a moment, I think of lingerie. Lace, silk, even some leather. The good stuff I bought from France. My breasts expand - just for a moment - and I cross my arms to try and push them back down.

		 

		“Uh, kind of?” Jeff leans in closer, causing the bolts on my cubicle to squeak.

		 

		“Well, I was thinking about going back to The Hole tonight,” he says, eyebrows raising when he says the name. My response is swift.

		 

		“No!” I say. Too loud. Way too loud. “I mean - sorry, Jeff. I-I’m just not up for that tonight.”

		 

		“Not up for tits? C’mon, man, I’m not gonna go alone. Besides, you were plenty up for it for that little birthday bash last month, remember?” Another sensation comes to mind. The burning between my legs. My chest swells even more. I clutch myself tighter, as if I’m cold. But it’s hot. So very hot.

		 

		“I’m not - no. I’m sorry. I just - can’t.” Jeff sighs, rolling his eyes.

		 

		“Suit yourself, man. Way to leave a bro hangin’.”

		 

		When he’s a few steps away, I close my eyes. I focus on how my chest should look when I open them.

		 

		Flat. Flat as a board. Masculine. Normal. The way it’s been your whole life.

		 

		Slowly, I feel my chest shrink, like an exhaling breath. When I open my eyes, my long red tie is lying in the right spot. I take another breath, then return to my computer. Put my hands on the keyboard. Back to work.

		 

		Bzz! Bzz! Bzz!

		 

		Oh fuck.

		 

		Bzz! Bzz! Bzz!

		 

		I snatch the phone from my desk. I know who it is. I head to the men’s room down the hall, speed-walking with my nipples burning, my underwear squished against my balls as my hips begin to stretch. Inside, I lock myself in the first stall and poke the screen.

		 

		Sure enough, Cinnamon answers.

		 

		“You’re on tonight at 7.”

		 

		“What?” I whisper. “You said tonight’s my night off!” My heart is pounding. For a moment, I can’t feel my body.

		 

		“This isn’t one of your negotiations, Chuck,” she says. “I need Cherry tonight.” The phone clicks.

		 

		Cherry.

		 

		The name tickles me, and I start to change.

		 

		This time, I let it happen.

		 

		It feels good - real good - like when you piss after holding it in for too long. My breasts push against my arms. I have to unbutton my shirt quickly to keep from tearing it. I brush away my lengthening red hair and grasp the hot, fat shape in my palm. Inside my underwear, my penis glides between my swelling labia, and my narrowing fingers find their way in. I tingle with the thought of the next time I’ll be doing this.

		 

		My mustache disappears. And, from pouting lips, Cherry’s voice moans for me.

		 

		Then the door to the bathroom bangs open. I bite my lip, then crouch. I hear Jeff’s voice - much louder than before.

		 

		“Oh, come on, Steve, Chuck says he’s out! I need a wingman tonight!” I bite my lip, then watch him position himself at a urinal. “You too? Goddammit, man. Okay, nevermind.”

		 

		Thank God.

		 

		(())

		 

		It takes me nearly two hours to get to my place in the hills. Two hours where I have to stay male, trying not to arouse any suspicion - or myself. Everyone knows me on this block, knows what car I drive. Knows that I’m single. I can’t let them see me any other way.

		 

		But when my garage door closes, I let Cherry out again. I yank off my tie, and my breasts heave forward more violently than before, popping the buttons from my shirt. As I cup my smooth shapes, I loosen my pants and finger my wet cunt. I rip away my fourth outfit this week. And in the rear view mirror, I watch my face soften into the face of the woman I’m still coming to know.

		 

		Cherry. My secret. My curse.

		 

		There are two cars in my garage. One for me. One for her.

		 

		Before the night it happened, hers was once a toy of mine, a hammered-down 1940 Mercury with candy apple red paint and a beige convertible top. Only had 380 miles on it when I bought it after my promotion, so I never drove it. Just kept it in this windowless crypt. Cherry.

		 

		But ever since, the car’s been hers. The one I drive to my second job after I change. The funny thing is, I don’t really mind that as much as I used to. In fact, it suits her - me - perfectly.

		 

		Hell with it. There’s still time.

		 

		I slam shut the door of my dusty daily driver, then shake off my pants. My shoes - now too big for my feet - tumble from my heels, and the socks soon follow. Naked, I saunter across the clean tile floor, then ease my wide booty against the fender of the Merc. I hiss as my flesh warms the cold steel, then lay the rest of me across the wide, flat hood. My hair spills out over the red metal, and greased with hot cunt, my thighs slip against each other and offer the Merc my full weight.

		 

		Slowly, gently, I slither my hands over every curve. I clutch each breast in satin-soft fingers. I taste the sweet saltiness of my hidden form’s scent, then let my hands slip down my belly, around my navel, and down to the carefully-coiffed triangle of red pubes. I splay my cunt and let in a finger. Then two. And as I arch my body, my backside squeaks against the vintage crimson.

		 

		Masturbating as a woman is better than it ever was as a man. Such sweet, delicious agony. For however long it takes, I’m in another world, isolated from all else but the beautiful journey toward climax. And when it comes, the urge remains, and the journey reveals that it’s only begun. It’s now a cruise to countless islands. And, irretrievably naked, I sail on to the next port of call.

		 

		And at that point, I forget everything. My work. My curse. My secret.

		 

		Until I remember that I’m performing tonight.

		 

		(())

		 

		Not everyone knows about The Hole. The few who do still sometimes drive past it by accident. It’s a strip club beneath an abandoned miniature golf course outside of town. That’s where the name came from.

		 

		The Merc grumbles and squeaks to a stop in front of the chain-link fence blocking the driveway. I roll down the window and Robbie, the Samoan bouncer, walks up to me in his shiny black suit. He nods, then pulls open the gate. He closes it right after, a big finger to his ear, talking to the rest of the security team via the microphone in his lapel. He then holds up a hand to the Cadillac behind me. The driver offers him a credit card, but Robbie shakes his head.

		 

		He must be new. The cover’s $150. Cash.

		 

		I stop under a tree in the parking lot, then check myself in the mirror, brushing my scarlet hair from my forehead. I open the heavy door and step carefully onto the cracked and overgrown pavement. I try to hurry, but I can’t go very fast in my red pumps. After passing through another gate, I meet Reynoldo at the door behind the boarded-up castle at the 18th Hole. He speaks into his radio, then opens the door for me. I shuffle down a narrow stairway, toward the sound of pounding music.

		 

		The second door on the right leads me into the dressing room, where the other girls are getting ready under a fog of cigarette smoke. Sugar, one of the veterans, doesn’t look at me. She puts on more pink lipstick as she stares condescendingly at the mirror. I unbutton my thick black trenchcoat, then let it slink from my shoulders, revealing my tight red cocktail dress with a sequin pattern over my squished breasts. I fold the coat over the white satin opera glove on my arm, then open my locker. Then I feel a hand smack my ass.

		 

		“You’re late,” says Cinnamon.

		 

		Cinnamon’s a a head shorter than me, her skin a creamy medium-brown with cute dark freckles over the bridge of her nose. Her black hair is pulled back into a ponytail that reaches down to the waist of her leopard-skin spandex leggings. Her breasts are large for her height, crammed beneath a tight black top and a small unbuttoned denim jacket.

		 

		Cinnamon’s wearing her casual clothes because she’s not working tonight. I am. That’s our arrangement.

		 

		Last month, the guys at the office brought me here for my birthday. I hadn’t been to a strip club since business school, and the guys said I needed to loosen up. I had way too much to drink that night, and I don’t remember much, but I do remember Cinnamon. How each piece of clothing she took off revealed more of those dark freckles. I ended up throwing all kinds of money at her and got into the champagne room for a private dance. She told me she could touch me, but I couldn’t touch her. But I didn’t listen.

		 

		When I grabbed her freckled ass, she grabbed my crotch. Only it didn’t feel good. It burned, and I felt myself begin to change. I shrunk, then grew in different places. Turned into Cherry for the first time. Too late I saw the magic ring on her finger, the light glowing from its enchanted pink jewel.

		 

		“Tomorrow, Cherry,” she said. “You’re on at 7.”

		 

		I’ve learned on my own how to control my changes, but only for short periods of time. Nothing can stop Cherry. And, ever since that night, I’ve been working Cinnamon’s shifts, dancing in her place. And I guess I’ll keep doing this until the curse is broken - if that’s even possible.

		 

		“I’m sorry, Cinnamon,” I say. “I just—” Cinnamon holds up a finger.

		 

		“Don’t need to hear it,” she says, shoving a tiny outfit against my chest. “Just get ready. Caramel, get out there while little miss tardy gets her panties straight.” In an instant, Cinnamon’s shoved her way through a curtain on the other end of the room.

		 

		I reach behind me, struggling to reach the zipper on the back of my dress. I thought I’d kept it low enough that I could reach, but my fingers aren’t quite long enough. Caramel stubs out her cigarette and gets up from her seat, her frizzy black hair bouncing with each step. I try to get in her way.

		 

		“Hey, Caramel, can you help—” I start, but she walks past me and through the curtains. When the music strikes up, my nails finally grip the zipper.

		 

		(())

		 

		Dude looks like a la-dy!

		 

		Dude looks like a la-dy!

		 

		Cinnamon picked out my music. It plays every time I’m about to perform. In those first few seconds, I’m always just as nervous as I was my very first night, when I had no idea what I was doing. I felt naked even before I took off my clothes. But then, when I got on stage, I just looked at all those men. The way they looked back at me. I’ve never been looked at that way before. Desired. Lusted-after. It made me feel good. Wet. And ever since, I’ve only wanted more.

		 

		So, when the deejay calls my name, when those men out there start whistling and cheering, my ego kicks in. They’re here to see me. Those cheers are for me. And, in each pair of pants, a hard dick thrums for me.

		 

		At my cue, I thread my fingers through the curtain, then rip it open. The cheers drown out the music. I may be wearing a skimpy cowboy outfit, complete with a big tan hat canted over the right side of my head, but I’ve never felt so free. So powerful.

		 

		As I strut down the catwalk in my heavy brown boots, I can feel their eyes on me, grabbing me, fighting to pull away my dark blue bra with the big sheriff’s badge on the strap, the matching thong wrenched between my buttocks, and the faux leather holster strapped around my waist with the toy gun thumping against my hip. My hands want to obey, but I hold off. I have to keep up the tease. Instead, I grip the pole with a yellow-gloved hand, lean forward for my first spin, then throw away the hat as I stand back up. My long, red hair spills down my face, and through the strands, I see him. The man in the third row.

		 

		He’s here every single night, wearing the same big tan trench coat. Always sitting by himself with an open seat next to him. I’ve never seen his face, but I’d recognize his silhouette anywhere. He always sits there, cigarette in hand, staring at me from the darkness. Every little move he makes sends a thrill through me, and I work that much harder on my routine to make him react a little more.

		 

		That’s the trick, Cinnamon told me. Dance in front of everyone, but do it just for one of them.

		 

		I squat down, sliding my hand down the front of me, then rise again, my backside against the pole. As I do, I squeeze my right breast, then start to unstrap my belt. The cheers get louder. I hold the pole higher, then raise a leg this time, letting the belt unwind in my hand. I twirl it in my fingers, then let it fall, bringing my other hand up to help my dismount. Now facing the man directly, I get down on my knees again, then bite the middle finger of my glove, pulling it away and dropping it to my right. Only then do I notice the men in the front row waving dollar bills at me. I grab them from the first man, then thread it in my thong. I pull off my other glove, then drop it in his hands. More bills show up, and the crispy bills crinkle against my hips.

		 

		I stand up again, then continue to grind against the pole, up and down, letting the curve of the metal squeeze between my cheeks. As I do, my hands slide down from the pole above me, then cup my breasts, squeezing them together. I feel the clasp between the cups start to come undone. The man in the third row sits forward, and I squeeze them again.

		 

		Just then, splashes my left boot, taking me out of the moment. I look down, and see a particularly drunk guy holding a half-empty pilsner.

		 

		“Sorry ‘bout that, honey,” he says.

		 

		At first, I don’t pay him much mind, but then I notice his face. His spiky hair.

		 

		Jeff?

		 

		It’s him. No doubt about it.

		 

		Shit.

		 

		I’ve been fortunate. I haven’t seen him here since that night - at least I don’t think I have. He reaches into his pants pocket, then holds out a bundle of money bound by a rubber band.

		 

		“How’s about you and me have a little alone time?” he slurs.

		
		I try to ignore him, try to get back into my routine, but my rhythm’s off. I’m starting to look around me, looking for someplace to hide. But, of course, there isn’t any. The crowd’s getting restless. And, worst of all, Cinnamon’s headed this way. She looks furious.

		 

		“What’s the problem here?” she asks. Then Cinnamon sees the money in Jeff’s hand. She snags it, quickly counts it, then gestures at me. “Take him to the champagne room, Cherry. Make it a double.” The music stops, and the men around us groan. I find the stairs, then climb off the stage. “Take his hand.”

		 

		“What?” Cinnamon grits her teeth, then grabs my arm.

		 

		“Take his hand!” Cinnamon pulls me, then smacks Jeff’s sticky palm into my hand. I’m frantic. I want to escape. I look around for help, trying to find the guy in the third row - anything to calm me down - but he’s not there. Cinnamon snaps her fingers, and I watch her point at the curtains. “That way.” Jeff laughs.

		 

		“Come on, sweetheart,” he says, breathing stinky beer breath into my ear. “I’m hungry to taste your cherry pie.” His tongue flicks my ear. I turn to slap him, but Cinnamon’s wide-open eyes freeze me.

		 

		“Right this way—sugar—” I say. My arm pulls taught, and Jeff starts walking after me. Behind me, I hear Cinnamon yelling over the restless crowd.

		 

		“Mel, call the next one!” The deejay grabs the squeaking microphone.

		 

		“That’s all for Cherry right now, everyone. Now, coming to the stage, here’s your one and only mistress of the dark - Strawberry Midnight!”

		 

		As the next song starts, I lead Jeff past Jacob, the head of security, who holds open a curtain for me. There’s a door on the other side, and behind it, a small room. I close the door, and under dim red lights, Jeff sits in a folding chair. The same chair where I was cursed. He slaps his hands on his thighs.

		 

		“Come on, cowgirl. Make with the magic.” I slide my hands up my arms, trying my best to feel sexy, but I’m too numb to feel anything. The whole room smells like his awful cologne. I try to think of something else, but there’s nothing else in here but him and his smell. Too late, I realize I’ve forgotten to give him the rules first.

		 

		“These are the rules,” I say, my voice trembling. “I can touch you, but you can’t touch me. And if—” Jeff stands up, his face bent with anger.

		 

		“Wait a minute, I paid good money for this. That means you’re mine!” He takes a step toward me. I take a step back.

		 

		“Take your seat, sir.” I’m terrified. Jeff looks dangerous all of a sudden. Like a bull ready to charge. “Please—” One step later, my back’s against the wall. It startles me, and Jeff takes advantage. He kisses me, sticks his tongue deep in my mouth. I push back. “No!” Jeff grabs my bra and rips open the clasp. My breasts shake out for him. I’m losing control, already thinking of what’s coming. I’ve never had a dick in me before. I don’t want my first to be like this. With him! “No! Stop!”

		 

		The door bangs open. Jacob grabs Jeff by the shoulders.

		 

		“Goddammit, get your hands off me!” Jeff yells, kicking his legs like a small child. “I’m a paying customer!”

		 

		I grab the edges of my bra. I’m shaking so much it’s hard to clasp it together again. As Jacob shoves Jeff through the curtains, Cinnamon leans against the open doorway, her arms crossed.

		 

		“No refunds,” she says to him. I look at her in disbelief.

		 

		“You’re not gonna curse that asshole?” I yell. Cinnamon raises her eyebrows, runs her fingers over the jewel on her ring. Then she walks away, and as the door closes, offers one final parting shot.

		 

		“It’s not fun being grabbed, is it?”

		 

		(())

		 

		I shouldn’t be at work right now. I didn’t sleep last night. Nearly wrecked my fucking car on the way in here, I was so tired. Sad. Angry. Mostly angry.

		 

		I’m trying my best to keep that in check. Anger speeds up my transformation, and I can’t have that. Not today. Not for performance reviews. I would’ve called in sick if not for those. Maybe I should’ve anyway. I’m not doing myself any favors sitting here with my suit all creased-up.

		 

		What time is it? 9:42? Fuck.

		 

		I take a deep breath, put my hands over my lips, and look at my computer again.

		 

		As to the first part of the proposed merger between Callington Industries (CI) and Larson Electric, LLC (LE), it is this firm’s belief that the

		 

		I sense it coming, but it’s too late. A knock on my cubicle wall. Then a whisper that somehow sounds like yelling.

		 

		“Man, Chuck, you totally missed out last night,” says Jeff. “There was this chick there last night - Cherry - gorgeous goddamned red-head, you wouldn’t believe!” I’m gritting my teeth. My mustache shrinks, and I focus to get it growing again.

		“So, you know, I was just there watchin’ her dance in her little cowgirl getup, and you’d never guess - she took me to the champagne room. Cost me a couple grand, but it was worth it! We did all kinds of freaky shit!” My nostrils flare, and my shirt buttons feel tight. I cross my arms, then try to will my breasts down again. Jeff leans in closer, his shadow cloaking my computer screen.

		 

		“And tonight, I’m gonna fuck her!”

		 

		I spring out of my chair, grab Jeff by the collar, and slam him against the wall behind my desk. It happens so fast that I don’t realize what I’ve done until I feel my arm trembling to try and hold his weight. There’s so many things I want to do to him. Say to him. Too many things. So all I do is stare at him. He stares back, startled.

		 

		Then he starts squinting his eyes, as if he’s just realized something. I feel hair tickling the back of my neck.

		 

		I let him go, then concentrate on changing back. I feel over myself quickly. For a moment, I’m relieved. I’ve stopped the change before it went too far.

		 

		Then I look up, and see my boss standing there.

		 

		(())

		 

		It’s not even noon when I’m back in my garage.

		 

		I climb out of my car, feeling my tie tickle my sensitive cleavage between the halves of my ripped-open dress shirt. I pull off my belt, then shake off my tight slacks, revealing the moist crotch of my boxer-briefs pulled taut around my wide hips. I kick off my slacks and shoes, then go around to grab the cardboard box from my passenger seat. And, as Cherry, I nudge open the door to my house.

		 

		I stand there for a moment, and look around my living room. Maybe it’s just the time of day, or maybe it’s because I’m always so distracted when I come home, but for whatever reason it feels different to me. Some of the room is still plain and practical - white walls and simple counters - just like it was when I moved in. But I notice much more the long golden curtains I got for the bay windows a couple weeks ago, the rainbow-hued area rugs and coordinating couch pillows I bought last Tuesday, even the pink vase on the kitchen counter with the daisies I picked up yesterday.

		 

		Then I look inside the cardboard box I’m holding. A dirty white coffee mug. Some pens and papers. And a little brass sign with “Chuck Singlet” on it.

		 

		It’s the moment I realize Chuck doesn’t live here - and he hasn’t for quite some time.

		 

		I turn, then throw the box in the big garbage can. Next come the last of the clothes I’m wearing, all the way down to my socks.

		 

		Then I walk in and kick on the shower. Prepare to wash the last of my old life away.

		 

		After all, I still have work tonight.

		 

		(())

		 

		When I storm into the dressing room at The Hole to start my shift, Cinnamon meets me at my locker.

		 

		“Look, I don’t wanna talk about it,” I say. But then I see she’s holding a ring. The ring. She opens my hand. Puts it on my palm. Closes my fingers.

		 

		“What’s this?” I ask.

		 

		“I’m sorry about last night,” she says, caressing my hand. “You’ve learned your lesson, Chuck.” I open my hand. The jewel on the ring is glowing brightly, just as it did that night. “Put on this ring, grab your crotch, and your curse will be undone.”

		 

		“That’s it?” She nods.

		 

		“That’s it.” I try the ring on my finger. It actually fits pretty well. “Now go ahead and get it over with. I’ve gotta get ready, okay, baby?”

		 

		For a moment, I actually think about doing it. But, as Cinnamon opens her locker, I get a better idea.

		 

		“Cinnamon,” I ask. She looks up. “Could you do one more thing for me?”

		 

		(())

		 

		I’m naked, spread-eagle, and sitting on the turned-around folding chair in the champagne room. I lean against the chair back, my breasts kissing the steel. My heart’s beating fast, but my breathing is slow and even. My body squeezes and releases the chair with each breath. My pussy oozes over the seat. I’ve never felt so aroused.

		 

		When someone knocks on the door, my voice is trembling with anticipation.

		 

		“Come in.” I stand up, then see Cinnamon opening the door. She looks at me, surprised.

		 

		“You sure you’re gonna be okay, Cherry?” Cinnamon asks. I nod, then nibble at my finger. Cinnamon waves in Jeff, then closes the door.

		 

		“H-holy shit,” he says. Even after what he did to me, I can’t help but feel flattered. I entice him with another swipe of my fingers up my hip.

		 

		“Is this what you wanted to see, sugar?” Jeff nods, then takes a step toward me. I stand up, then wag my finger. “Uh-uh-uh—” I say. Mercifully, he stops this time. “I’ll start.” I’ve got him. He really didn’t expect this. I walk up to him, guide his head toward me, and give him a deep kiss. He starts to grope my ass. I let him.

		 

		“I’ve been thinking about you all day, baby,” he pants. “I even thought I saw you at work today.”

		 

		I giggle, then smack his ass. “So naughty!” As our tongues slide against one another’s, our hands roam over our bodies. His sweaty palms slip their way up my back.

		 

		“Oh, baby,” he whispers. “I’m gonna make you feel so good—” I lick his ear, then answer back.

		 

		“You sure will—” My ring hand zips down, and I grabs his balls tight. He cries out, and right away I can feel the magic working. His cock shrinks under my palm, and breasts push from under his button-up shirt, tickling mine. I jerk my hand back, shake it off, then start groping him. As I do, I feel Jeff’s body melt into that of a woman, his short hair fluffing into long, golden curls. She stumbles, then falls to her knees, her clothes laughably baggy on her slender body.

		 

		“What the fuck did you do to me, you bitch?” Jeff says in a suddenly squeaky female voice. I smile, then grab her jaw. Kiss her soft lips. As I do, I concentrate on my own body. When my mustache tickles my lip, I pull back, then stand next to the door. My re-emerged cock pounds at her face.

		 

		“Welcome to The Hole, fucker.” I knock twice on the door, savoring Jeff’s stunned expression as she ogles the naked male body of his co-worker.

		 

		“Chuck?!”

		 

		Cinnamon opens the door, then looks at the two of us. I let my body ease back into Cherry’s form. As my face softens again, I take off the ring, then hand it to Cinnamon. She looks at me, still holding the ring in her palm.

		 

		“Are you sure about this?” she asks. I brush my hair back.

		 

		“As it happens, I could use a job.” Cinnamon laughs, then puts the ring back on her finger.

		 

		“You’re hired.” I nod, then watch as Cinnamon helps Jeff to her feet. “By the way, there’s another guy who asked about you. Paid cash.” I look past Cinnamon’s shoulder at the gap in the curtains, where Jacob still stands guard. Next to him, I see the pleats of a thick tan trench coat. And, for the first time, the back of a man’s head. Jet-black hair. “You want me to tell him to wait?”

		 

		“No,” I say. “No, I’m ready.” Cinnamon smiles, then leads Jeff out of the room.

		 

		“Wait a fucking second,” stammers Jeff. “What are you doing? Where are you taking me?” Cinnamon smiles.

		 

		“You’re up next, Jellybean.”

		 

		Cinnamon nods at Jacob, and the curtain opens. I stand naked in the doorway to my room, watching as the man in the trench coat approaches. He takes off his hat, and reveals his face to me. He’s an older man, but there’s a strange air of youth about him. He plays with his hat in his hands. Looks at me as if he’s never seen a naked woman before. Intimidated. Adorable.

		 

		“My God, you’re beautiful.” I giggle, then take him by the hand. My palms are sweating. His fingers are trembling. Still, I try and act casual.

		 

		“Name’s Cherry,” I say as I close the door behind us. “What’s yours, stranger?” I take his hat, then put it on a hook.

		 

		“Um, Mark—” I turn and face him, placing my palms on the table. “I’m sorry. I’m not very good at this.” Slowly, I let down the last of my defenses. I stop being the Cherry everyone sees. The one who dances for dollars. I start to be the Cherry I am when I’m alone. The one who touches herself, dreaming of moments like these. So that’s what I do.

		 

		“This is new to me, too,” I say. Mark stands there, transfixed. I honestly don’t know what to say. So I keep fingering my pussy until I do. “Come here, you big private dick. I want you inside me.”

		 

		Mark licks his lips, then walks up to me. His eyes are glued to me, like I’m about to fall and he’s rushing to catch me. And when he touches me, I melt. I kiss him, he kisses me, and just like that, I’m sitting on the edge of the desk. I pull at his clothes. Hike up his shirt from his slacks. Quickly feel his bulge and then his zipper. I pull it out. He’s big. Long. Hard. He kisses my neck, and I guide him between my thighs. Spread open my petals.

		 

		Then, at last, I let him in. All of him.

		 

		He thrusts, and I pop.

		 

		“Ohhh—!”

		 

		“Oh my God,” he says. “Are you okay.” I nod, then kiss him. He pulls back, then spreads me again. Stretches me. Fills me. I grab him right back, knowing that he’s the one.

		 

		The one I let pop my Cherry.

		 

		###

		 

		Thank you for purchasing a book from my collection. I’ve always enjoyed a good gender swap fantasy, and it thrills me to hear from readers who share that enthusiasm. So don’t be shy - post a comment on my Twitter @BlairBuford and stop by my shop at http://blairbuford.blogspot.com!

		 

		My name is Blair Buford. It isn’t a man’s name, nor that of a woman. It is that of a human who knows that gender is a choice. I dream of a world where sex is a choice as well, one where men and women alike can both experience how the other half lives for as long as they desire, free to know each other’s pleasure. I write in order to make known to the world that no one should fear what makes them happy - or horny.

		 

		Blair Buford’s Gender Swap Shop – Established Dec. 16, 2012

		 

		Becoming Beautiful

		 

		Easter Boob Hunt

		 

		Fraternity of the Enchanted Panties

		 

		Futancée

		 

		Let Cherry Out

		 

		Phases of the Honeymoon

		 

		Refucktion

		 

		The Sexymorphosis

		 

		The Sexymorphosis 2: The Sexymorphosis Takes Hold

		 

		The Sexymorphosis 3: The Sexymorphosis Intensifies

		 

		The Sexymorphosis 4: The Sexymorphosis Conquers All

		 

		The Sexymorphosis Adventure (Parts 1-4)

		 

		Swaperella

		 

		Swapped Into A Magical Girl

		 

		Three Erotic Gender Swap Romances (Three-Book Bundle)

		 

		Social Media Links

		 

		http://blairbuford.blogspot.com

		 

		http://newotica.com/c/authors/blair-buford/

		 

		@BlairBuford
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