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		1(())

		 

		EXCERPT

		 

		She sucks my little nub, then stares at me. She smiles, then closes her eyes, letting her lips and tongue slither over my wet little cunt. My hips ache to stay around her shoulders, but soon the position feels more natural, more comfortable. My butt feels larger, heavier. Her fingers sink into each swollen shape, and I feel my cunt pull apart like a rose, oozing more fresh nectar for her to drink up eagerly. But no matter how much she drinks, more juice seeps out of me. And, gradually, I feel something else building inside me.

		 

		She licks and licks. It builds and builds. I cry louder and louder, my muscles pulling and pushing, forcing the energy lower, trying to find a place to escape. I bite my index finger, then feel a sharp pain when I bite too hard. And when Carla’s tongue shoves deep inside my folds, the tip flicks my trigger.

		 

		“Ohh-huh—ahh!”

		 

		(())

		 

		STORY

		 

		When the keycard finally works, Carla picks me up, then knocks the door open with her knee. She kisses me, holds me tight in her powerful arms, squeezes me against her large bosom. She elbows the light switch and kicks the door shut behind us.

		 

		I know it’s customary for the groom to carry his bride over the threshold, but I don’t mind. She’s taller than me. Stronger, too. It’s what I love about her. Why I married her. She makes me feel safe.

		 

		She lays me on the bed and strips me. Her fingertips root under the waistband of my shorts and briefs, her nails sliding over my skin before they snap hold of each. She tugs them down my legs, and I grab the comforter beneath me to keep from falling off the edge. My two inches stretch into view above a tangled bush of black pubes, and Carla pulls her dress over her head. She’s naked underneath. Like a curtain rising over the grand prize on a game show, I watch the plain blue fabric rise over her tanned legs, shaved mound, and the curves of two large breasts linked by a network of slender muscle on her towering six-foot-four frame.

		 

		She leaps at me like an animal, slams her legs around my waist, and with her long fingers squishes her sex over my quivering little shaft. She moans, settles her weight on me, and threads her fingers between the few buttons I couldn’t undo fast enough on my Hawaiian shirt. She clenches again and tears the thing in half. Then she moans to the ceiling, rocks back, and humps me, palms planted on my chest. I glide my hands up her tight thighs, feeling the muscles stretch and relax to each squeak of the mattress. I can’t reach much further than her hips - my arms aren’t long enough.

		 

		She leans forward, lets her long black hair fall over me, and kisses me. Her thick tongue swirls in my mouth, and I suck it as I kiss back. Her hips rock against mine harder and harder, and I’m soaked in her delicious sweat. Her tight box milks me, soaks me, and together, we throb.

		I’m on the verge of cumming - or maybe I am already - I can’t tell. Every inch of me is quivering, quaking, hot. But the more she rides me, the more I feel something hard between us. Something firm and slimy sliding against my stomach, growing longer by the moment.

		 

		“Hang on, Carla,” I gasp, reaching between us. “I think—I think I’m out—” Carla giggles, then whispers in my ear.

		 

		“You’re not.” I grip the hot flesh, and Carla moans, then nibbles my earlobe. And at that moment, I realize what I’m holding isn’t attached to me. Carla stops grinding and sits up, causing the length to slither out of my hand. I watch in amazement as I realize my wife now has a pounding, six-inch cock. She cradles the glutted pink head in her hand. “Do you like it, Steven?” Carla settles down on my own dick, smothering my balls with more of her cream.

		 

		“Y—yes!” I have to admit, it suits her. It’s the most beautiful dick I’ve ever seen. Large, red, and fierce. I guess I’m more envious than anything. “How did you do that?” Carla giggles, then climbs off of me, carefully guiding my own dick out of her cunt. She gets to her knees, then takes my right leg in her hand. “Wait, what are you doing?”

		 

		“Shh, sweetie,” she says, setting my right foot apart from my left. She swings her long hair back, then crouches between my legs. “Trust me. You’re gonna like this.” She kisses my stomach. Then my chest. Her big hands press into the comforter on either side of me, and she swings her whole body forward and up. Before I know it, I feel the head of her dick poking mine. Our shafts twitch together, and my whole body writhes.

		 

		“Unnnhhh—” Carla kisses me, then takes my dick in her hand.

		 

		“Relax, baby,” she whispers. Carla lowers her hips, then starts pushing her dick against mine. For the first time, there’s pain, and I cry out. She kisses the right side of my neck, where she knows I’m ticklish. I sigh, relaxed. Her hips drop lower, and her dick inches forward. My own dick feels smaller than before, like only the head is sticking out. And it feels wetter than ever. I tremble, then kiss her back. “That’s it.” She keeps up the pressure. Keeps lowering and moving forward. There’s a sucking sensation, and soon I feel something give way between my thighs. A void. Her tongue roots inside my mouth once more.

		 

		And, at that moment, her cock slips inside me.

		 

		“Ohh—oh Carla!”

		 

		More and more and more of her fills me. Stretches me. Changes me. My hands, balled into fists, slowly release, then hold her again. I caress her back, then strive to reach her ass. When she’s all the way inside, I choke back a moan, then grab her soft cheeks. When I do, the sound comes out. Low, deep, and loud. Only when I look at Carla’s face do I realize it’s a sound we both made together.

		 

		Squish. Squish. Squish.

		 

		“Are you doing okay?” asks Carla. I nod.

		 

		“Y-yes—”

		 

		It’s incredible. I can feel every curve, every vein of her dick inside me. And I know I’m keeping her hard. Keeping her wet. The thought of this excites me, and my crotch gets even wetter. Soon, I feel something heavy nudge against my crotch, something hot that’s getting larger by the second. The larger it gets, the louder it slaps against me. I soon realize they must be Carla’s balls, swelling between her thighs. The thought no longer feels strange to me. It’s expected.

		 

		Carla picks up speed. As if by reflex, my legs rise over her hips. I want to cross them, but they’re not long enough, either. Instead, they dangle in the air, Carla’s hands sliding over each as she fucks me. She kisses my chest, my neck, then my lips again. She wants to move lower, but I hold her neck, and I stare into her glossy green eyes as she pounds me. My loins tingle more intensely, stretching and contracting my new innards to the rhythm of her giant shaft. I still haven’t cum yet, and I don’t know if I ever will. The agony consumes me.

		 

		Then Carla grunts, and I feel something blast inside me. It tickles, and I wiggle underneath her. On the next thrust, more comes out. Carla’s arms lock, and I watch her muscles throb to try and keep her up, her back craned in her finished stroke. More and more seed pumps into me, then squirts out of me, and she collapses on top of me, her hands sliding under the pillows.

		 

		We breathe ragged breaths into each other’s mouths, her dick still thrumming inside me.

		 

		(())

		 

		Carla’s never had any problem taking control. Ever since we met, she’s always made decisions for me. Like she’s had our lives planned out from the start. She was the one who first asked me out. Who chose where we went on our dates. Who proposed to me. My parents weren’t crazy about that. They told me I needed to speak up. That I needed to “be a man” and “show her who’s boss” or else I’d be miserable the rest of my life. Sure, at first, I let Carla decide for me because I was too timid to say “no.” But the longer we were together, the more I realized I wanted what she wanted. I was deciding. I was just deciding to say “yes.”

		 

		And if Carla wanted to grow a penis, well—

		 

		No.

		 

		I mean, I don’t mind. If it’s what she wants, then I’m fine with it.

		 

		What am I saying? There’s no way that happened. It must’ve been a dream. But what does it mean?

		 

		I have to say, it felt really good. It felt - right, in a way. Maybe we can try some roleplaying. Something where she plays with my ass. Where she controls me in the most intimate way possible—

		 

		The thought arouses me into waking up. I first realize I’m face-down, and the sheets feel so soft and light against my naked body. Then I feel a swelling sensation between my legs, the heat flowing through my body toward that spot. My legs slide against each other, then push me up, shoving my face deeper into the soft pillows. I slide my legs the other way, and my whole body tingles as I slip back into the embrace of the sheets. So I do it again, grinding myself against the comfy mattress, back and forth. And as I do, I feel the sunlight on my face, hear the sound of water splashing from the bathroom on the other side of the room. There’s one deep thump, and the water sound stops. All I hear now is the bed squeaking to my grinding, the hiss of my hand slipping beneath my body, inching lower and lower toward the heat sizzling between my thighs.

		 

		But when my fingers curl, there’s nothing for them to grip. Instead, my knuckle grazes a nub, then squishes against something wet. I moan, and the sudden pleasure snaps my eyes open. I roll onto my back, look beneath the crisp white sheets, and gently move my hand. Beneath my sticky fingers, I see nothing but a small batch of hair. Smell nothing but a scent that’s altogether new.

		 

		“Good morning, lover.”

		 

		I grip the sheets against my body and see my naked wife walking past the foot of the bed, her breasts bouncing as she reaches above her head to dry her long hair in a heavy white towel. And, sure enough, twitching into the sunlight from the parted curtains, is her cock. Somehow, it looks even larger as she stands, her hairless balls dangling freely between her muscular thighs. She tosses the towel aside, then kneels at the side of the bed. She kisses me gently on the lips.

		 

		“Did you sleep well?” she asks, sliding her hand down my body. I grip the sheets tighter, feeling my pussy continue to melt between my thighs. My cheeks blush bright red.

		 

		“Wh—what happened?” Carla giggles, then kisses me again. I feel her tug the sheet from my fingers, leaving my arms crossed against my chest. I want to reach down to grab it again, but she blocks my fingers by lowering her head. She kisses my chest and I hiss, not sure where to put my hands. All I do is hold them in the air, watching her damp hair slide down my chest as she kisses her way down my body.

		 

		“Just relax,” she says, sliding her hands down my thighs. “This can be really intense at first. But I promise, you’ll love it.” There’s a draft between my legs, and the heat of her breath already makes me shiver all over. Carla throws the sheet to the floor, throws my legs over her shoulders.

		 

		She tightens her grip, then shoves her face into my pussy.

		 

		“Ahhh-ahhh!” I cry, feeling her tongue root deep inside my gooey slit.

		 

		She sucks my little nub, then stares at me. She smiles, then closes her eyes, letting her lips and tongue slither over my wet little cunt. My hips ache to stay around her shoulders, but soon the position feels more natural, more comfortable. My butt feels larger, heavier. Her fingers sink into each swollen shape, and I feel my cunt pull apart like a rose, oozing more fresh nectar for her to drink up eagerly. But no matter how much she drinks, more juice seeps out of me. And, gradually, I feel something else building inside me.

		 

		She licks and licks. It builds and builds. I cry louder and louder, my muscles pulling and pushing, forcing the energy lower, trying to find a place to escape. I bite my index finger, then feel a sharp pain when I bite too hard. And when Carla’s tongue shoves deep inside my folds, the tip flicks my trigger.

		 

		“Ohh-huh—ahh!”

		 

		My cunt tightens, then snaps back, and I splash all over her. Thick, glistening goo splatters all over my wife’s face, and she sucks it down in earnest, licking it from her pouting lips. The sensation’s so overwhelming that I don’t even feel her slip my arms from her shoulders. I collapse onto the sheets, writhing and moaning.

		 

		Then I feel Carla near me. To the left of me. She’s kneeling on the other side of the bed, idly rubbing her cock. I can still smell the soap on her, but when she’s this close, her musk is too strong to conceal. A bead of pre bubbles from her tip, glimmering in the morning sun. She smears her thumb across it, and a long, narrow trail falls to the sheets.

		 

		“My turn,” she says, unfolding her hand from the glutted red shaft. When she does, the whole thing jumps, then eases back down to perpendicular. I can see every detail. Every vein beneath her stretched and blushing flesh. Only then do I realize I’m on my knees as well, ogling my wife’s dick. Between my trembling lips, my tongue is swamped with spit. My cunt roasts for her. What will happen next is inevitable.

		 

		I take her length in my hand, squeeze the fat pink head. When I do, my clit throbs, filling the gap between the sensation of firm cock and the pleasure that once followed. I gasp, then take a deep breath. Carla’s thighs break out in goose bumps. My hand slides easily down her sweaty length, all the way to my wife’s swollen balls.

		 

		“That’s it,” she says. “Just imagine what you liked when you had yours.”

		 

		When my grip reaches her loins, Carla pulls back, then thrusts to the gliding of my hand, arching her back in the same motion. The tip pops from between my thumb and forefinger. And when it does, I take a deeper breath. My mouth opens, and I let her inside.

		 

		Carla eases her hands onto the back of my head. Mutters something under her breath. And, slowly, she offers more cock.

		 

		A salty morsel drips down my tongue, and my lips close around the rippled skin. Again, she pulls back, and the flared edge of her tip stops just short of the back of my teeth. I feel an ache in my jaw as I struggle to open wider, and soon discover that my tongue can still slosh back and forth. Carla purrs, and the middle of my tongue teases the tight band of flesh on the underside of her shaft.

		 

		I hum a thought to myself, then ease my head forward, wanting more of her inside me. I’m surprised I don’t gag. Instead, her head pops down my throat, then fights to reach deeper. At last, her balls nudge my chin. They stick for a moment, then swing back between her thighs as she withdraws. Her grip on my hair tightens, and the cock slides out. This time, not as far. I shove my face forward. Plunge her wedge down my throat. Squeeze out another salty drop like a sliced lemon. My hands knead her tight, round buttocks. I savor her.

		 

		Our efforts combine to a single rhythm. I suck her as she fucks my face, grabbing up as much ass as I can. I think that I’m rushing her, but she moves faster still. I feel more of her body above me, on top of me. She’s leaning forward, pressing her toned belly against the top of my head. She stops thrusting into me and lets me push her back and forth, never letting out more than the final two inches. I can barely hear her over the thrumming of her body, the pounding of the live flesh in my mouth.

		 

		Without warning, her hips thrust. Her balls smack my chin. And a long rope of seed shoots down my throat. I almost choke, but dare not surrender. I swallow just in time to receive the next. And the next. And the next. I drink my wife until she’s done. Only when she pulls it out do I taste her salty cream. Her acrid manhood.

		 

		As the head pops out, one last squirt of her pokes my cheek. I kiss her wedge, then let my tongue trace the dick that I made wet. The dick that I made cum. My dick, and yet not mine at all. I cradle the hot skin in my hands, then gently rub her length. I look into my wife’s eyes, and she brushes my hair. I stand up straight, and she meets me halfway in a kiss. We taste each other on our tongues. My hands ease down her big strong arms as she hugs me. Her breasts feel more firm than ever, her nipples still rock-hard.

		 

		Carla then pulls back, takes my hands in hers. “Hey, I’ve got an idea.” She gets off the bed and stands up, her cock still wagging between her legs.

		 

		“What’s that?” I ask. Carla grabs one of the suitcases, then retrieves a pair of white briefs. My briefs. She shakes them out, then casually steps her legs through the holes.

		 

		“How about we take a walk by the beach?” she asks, letting the waistband snap around her waist. Strangely, my underwear fits her better than I expected. Her bulge protrudes proudly from beneath a damp spot on the crotch. “What do you say?” I blush, then slide my hands over my body.

		 

		“I—I don’t know—” Carla looks concerned, but only for a moment. She reaches into a different briefcase, grabs something, then tosses it my direction.

		 

		“Here - try on these.” A pair of pink lace panties splay across my thigh. I hold them up, expecting more fabric to shake from my grip, but I quickly realize this is all there is.

		
		“Okay,” I say. It surprises me how excited I feel about this. I’ve never tried on a pair of panties before, but I guess now is a great time to start. I stand up, then pull them up my legs.

		 

		“No, no,” says Carla. “Put them on slowly, baby. Enjoy it.” I nod, then inch them up the last of my legs. The rear slips over my ass, then starts to sink between the cheeks. A thong. The narrow strip plunges deeper and deeper, then gives me a surprising tickle across my hole. I ease the band around my waist. “That’s it. Now shake your booty a little. That’ll make them feel even better.”

		 

		I blush brighter, then obey. As I dance for her, the waistband inches down a little more.

		 

		“Perfect,” she says. “You look pretty in pink.” I blush.

		 

		Pretty?

		 

		(())

		 

		It’s only when we’ve left our room, when we’re outside and walking through the resort, that I realize how much Carla has changed me.

		 

		Somehow, I feel more naked with clothes on than without. My swim trunks are much tighter around my hips, and the inner mesh is shoving the crotch of my panties even tighter against my soaking pussy. With every step, the strip of pink between my buttocks rubs back and forth, and my ass feels just as tingly as my clit. My yellow t-shirt doesn’t fit right, either. I’ve crossed my arms over my chest, trying to conceal my rock-hard nipples. But in one motion, Carla unfolds them, then takes my hand in hers.

		 

		“No need to be shy, sweetie,” says Carla. “I’m not.” I blush brighter as I remember her big cock is bound up in my briefs. It don’t have to imagine it. Her flowing white dress is practically transparent, and as the wind blows, I can see her briefs are pulled tight in the front. Her bulge twitches, like a big finger gesturing me to look in front of us. From the corner of my eye, I see a passing couple stop and stare. But together, Carla and I keep walking.

		 

		It’s a perfectly sunny day on the island. We got here in such a rush yesterday that I didn’t really take the time to appreciate it. The meandering pathway we’re on leads us through a grove of palm trees, then disappears into the beach. Only a few other couples are relaxing on the sparkling white sand, listening to the hushed static of large waves crashing, collapsing, then gently lapping the shore. At an open spot, Carla sets down her bag and shakes out a large towel.

		 

		“There you go, Steven,” says Carla. “Have a seat!” I look around, then sit down in the middle of the towel. A moment later, I feel Carla’s legs slide past my hips. Then her erection poking the small of my back. I don’t know where her hands are until my t-shirt turns itself inside-out over my head. I clap my arms over my chest, this time feeling the hard nubs poke my skinny forearms. “There you go. Let me get your back.”

		 

		There’s a squirting sound, a clap, and her big hands spread thick suntan lotion all over my back. It’s cold at first, but then it starts to feel good. She rubs the lotion in slowly, making large circle motions with her palms on either side of my spine. The lower she goes, the more she guides me forward. As she does, her dick twitches against the small of my back.

		 

		“Mmm,” I say as I let down my arms. “That feels nice.” She lets go and squirts out more. Then, to my surprise, she claps her hands over my nipples. I hiss, then fall back into Carla’s chest. For a second, I’m worried she’ll be mad I’ve smeared lotion into her nice dress. But she kisses me instead, scissors her fingers around my tingling nipples. She squeezes, and the lotion drips down. Her cock nudges me again, and I soak my panties heavy.

		 

		Carla’s hands start rubbing the lotion again, slower and in bigger circles. Every time her palms nudge my nipples, I feel the flesh beneath start to jiggle, then the sensation of something swelling inside. Her right hand grabs the shape tight, and when her left releases the other, I grip what is now undeniably a breast. Carla’s slippery hand slides lower, her big fingers gliding past my navel toward the edge of my shorts. My hips rock, responding to a new reflex, and the digits slip inside. They slather lotion over my pubes, then dip inside my hot box. I cry out, then suck Carla’s lip. Try to nibble it, fail, then finally succeed.

		 

		Her big hand shoves my shorts and panties from my thighs. I pull them off the rest of the way, then shake them into the sand. By now, we’re laying flat across the towel, her thrumming dick pounding against my splayed buttocks. We’re still kissing, her hands still stirring my changing body into a rolling boil. The sun bakes my glistening skin, my unfurled sex, and I’m roasting for Carla inside and out.

		 

		Suddenly, Carla rolls to my right, and I tumble to the blanket. I sit up, then watch a rush of white shoot past my gaze as she pulls her dress over her head. She’s wearing a bra this time, but not for long. She reaches behind her to unhook it. When it falls away, her breasts don’t jiggle. They seem more square than before, the nipples smaller. She hands me the bottle of lotion.

		 

		“Now you to do me,” she says. I squirt the lotion in my hands. She starts to turn around, but this time, I don’t let her. I slap my palms over her nipples, then smear the cold lotion over her firm, unyielding chest. I kiss her again, then thrust her down onto the towel. She laughs. “My, what’s gotten into you?”

		 

		I’m too horny to care about anything anymore. The fact that we’re getting naked in public. The fact that we’re both changing. All I want is more. More of this. More of her. More of everything!

		 

		I can’t be gentle. I get up and squirt a large pile of lotion on her strong, toned stomach, then smear it everywhere. I kiss the same spot, licking up some of the cream in the process. I move lower and lower, on the verge of biting her once again. Her cock pokes my forearm, and I grab at her briefs. She raises her ass, and I free the rigid serpent inside. I take her shaft in my hand. She grabs my thighs. I step over her, then ease down. She thrusts up to fill me, stretch me. She succeeds.

		 

		And, together, we fuck.

		 

		I bend forward and kiss her again. But the more her ass hops, shoving her dick in and out, the more I want to ride her instead. I sit up, plant my hands on her chest, and cry out to the palm trees behind us. My legs flex to the rhythm of my cunt. Carla’s big right hand clutches my left breast tighter than ever. My own grip falters on her slimy chest, and I grab her other hand, then suck the finger in my mouth. I bite it. I lick it, then bite again, just to watch the look on her face.

		 

		We’re fucking too fast. I’m loving it. Her dick is tugging inside me, begging me to cum with her. She doesn’t have to say a word. I’m already there.

		 

		My knees lock, and Carla thrusts one instant later, as if launching me from the towel and into space. When I land, her cream shoots deep inside me, and from my engorged lips splashes my answer. We shiver and shudder, then let our emptied bodies slap together. Our cum slithers out of me, then drips onto the towel.

		 

		She wraps her big arms around me, and I feel little hairs from her flat and powerful chest, all of them tickling my tingling breasts.

		 

		(())

		 

		Our clothes fit even worse after that. They were pretty messy, too. So we went shopping.

		 

		I went into the dressing room, looking to try on a bigger t-shirt. But when I looked at myself naked in the mirror, I knew right away it wouldn’t work. It looked like my head had been popped off, the grafted onto the body of a Barbie doll. Everything below my stubbled neck was smooth, tan, and curvy - the undeniable shape of a woman. I shook my head, threw on my clothes, and took a step out the door.

		 

		There, I saw Carla in a new outfit of her own. One more suitable to her suddenly-male body. She wore a bright red Hawaiian shirt with topless surfer girls on it, the whole thing unbuttoned over a plain white tank top with a low-slung neckline revealing her thick chest hair. Below, a pair of tight blue jeans called further attention to the bulge that shoved forward the zipped fly at her crotch. But, just like me, her head remained the same. She brushed back her long hair and smiled.

		 

		“How do I look, sweetie?” she asked. I guess my expression was enough of an answer for her. She looked to the right, then held up a couple plastic hangers. Each had unrecognizable strips of clothing dangling from them like wind chimes made of fabric. “Here, try these on.”

		 

		We ended up picking out three different outfits. I’m wearing my favorite one right now. A tight pink two-piece bikini with a thin border of blue around the edges, and an open-front skirt tied around my waist with horizontal stripes of yellow, pink, and red from top to bottom. The same colors as the sunset Carla and I are watching from the hammock by the beach. Carla, still wearing her bad boy outfit, cuddles up behind me and kisses my naked shoulder. Her jean-covered hard-on pokes me once more.

		 

		“I have a confession to make,” she says to me. I turn my head, then look up at her. She’s avoiding eye contact.

		 

		“What?”

		 

		“This isn’t a honeymoon. I mean, it is - but it’s something much more.” I’ve never heard Carla sound so nervous.

		 

		“What do you mean?”

		 

		“The reason all this is happening. The reason we’ve both changed.” To be honest, I haven’t really wondered about that. Experiencing this with her in has felt natural, even familiar, like slipping into a deep sleep. These last few hours, I can’t hardly remember my old body, and when I do, I can’t entirely grasp the sensation of it. “It’s because - I want us to live here. Like this. Together.” I sit up, and Carla sinks into the hammock.

		 

		“Are you—asking me?” Carla nods. We’ve swapped sexes, fucked in public, and gathered new wardrobes, yet, for some reason, this moment seems the most remarkable. I smile. “Why, yes! Yes, of course!”

		 

		I kiss Carla once more and lay across her, letting my slender arm graze the back of her tight neck. As I do, I feel a heaviness in my scalp. My face tickles, and I soon find my lips are bigger than hers now. When she kisses back, I feel long hair fall against my naked shoulder. Not hers - mine. My fingers slide to the back of her head, where they feel only stubble.

		 

		When our lips part, I look into Carla’s face, only to see it has changed into that of a man. Not a stranger, but rather a man resembling the woman I’ve known. Her cheeks are more defined, and stubble protrudes from her stiff chin. But the eyes, the expression are undeniably hers. I touch my lips, then feel my own face is different now. Softer, gentler. Conforming with my body. I don’t realize I’m wiping away a tear until it falls from the tip of my finger.

		 

		Carla is about to kiss me again when a thought comes to mind.

		 

		“Wait,” I say.

		 

		Carla has always made decisions for me. But, now, I have just one suggestion.

		 

		(())

		 

		“And do you, Stephanie, take Carl to be your lawfully-wedded husband, to have and to hold, for as long as you live, ‘til death do you part?”

		 

		My heart pounds beneath the tight white corset of my wedding gown. My trembling fingers grip the stems of the bouquet even tighter, crinkling the plastic beneath my white satin gloves. I bite my lip, then stare through my veil at the man in the tuxedo before me, his simmering green eyes sending a shiver through me. I lick the roof of my mouth, open my lips, and at last, the words come out.

		 

		“I do.”

		 

		I don’t even hear what the pastor says next. I watch as Carla - Carl - lifts my veil. The moist air of the tiny island church caresses my cheek. He closes his eyes. I meet him halfway.

		 

		And with our kiss, we begin a new forever.

		 

		###

		 

		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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