

Swaperation:

Gender Swap

by Maureen Bellgard


I sat down at my desk, fiddling with the array of pencils and sticky notes to one side of my monitor. The monitor occasionally flashed to show new customer support tickets, accompanied by a dreaded ding that caused me to groan every time. I moaned, hand moving slowly toward the mouse as I opened the next support ticket, every minute of this dreadful day passing by slower and slower. Typical boring day at this hell-hole.

"Hey Leonard, what's going on?" Samantha asked, leaning up against the entry to my cubicle. She looked at me, her body wrapped tightly in a skin-tight mini skirt and professional looking blouse that wrapped around her accentuated breasts, the buttons threatening to pop as she leaned forward, her brunette hair cascading down her back. She tucked the hair behind her ear, waiting for a response.

The words came slowly to my mouth, as I couldn't stop staring at her perfect beach-ball ass, threatening to bust out of the plaid miniskirt that she wore.

"You working hard?" She asked, putting an odd emphasis on the word as she looked me up and down.

"Uh yeah, Samantha, just working on clearing out that queue, you know how it is." I stammered, out trying to tear my eyes from her lithe and curvaceous body, instead locking eyes with her, staring deep into those emerald green pools. She was gorgeous.

"Well keep up the good work," She winked at me, her slim face lighting up with a bright white smile as she turned and proceeded to walk off.

I exhaled a breath of relief I didn't realize I was holding as she left. She always made me so nervous, with her gorgeous smile and her body which fit that of an Instagram model. I couldn't believe she was working here. With me.

I went back to working on the slew of open tickets, a nervous energy trailing up my arms as I thought of her hips swaying as she walked away, exuding nothing but pure confidence.

I went back to working on the slew of open tickets, a nervous energy trailing up my arms as I thought of her hips swaying as she walked away, exuding nothing but pure confidence.

I settled into my workflow, trying to keep the idea of her tight body out of my mind, when a shout completely broke my concentration.

"Leonard!" A loud shout rang above the cubicles, completely breaking my concentration. I spun around in the chair, papers flying off to one corner as I recognized the gruff voice. I stumbled up out of my chair, heart racing as I started to weave between the cubicles, heading for the corner office that lay claim to the big boss. Shawn. I hesitated at the slightly open door, choosing to knock before heading in.

"Shawn, what do you-" I stopped in my tracks. Samantha was perched on his desk, her ample chest threatening to spill out of her blouse. "Need." I gulped.

"Take a seat Leonard," Shawn gestured to one of the two empty chairs that sat in front of his desk. "I got a job for the two of you. Turns out there's a new company the head honcho wants us to be looking' at. See if it's worth acquirin' and that means supportin'. Samantha here's got a great head for business, and you understand the needs of the support group, meaning you are the two best people for this job. Now, I've already given Samantha all the details. She'll fill you in on the way over. Take a company vehicle, and be back after the weekend. Your hotel's been paid for."

“O-Okay,” I stammered out, my mind already racing. A business trip. Alone. With Samantha? This was like a gift from the gods. She turned, her lightly sun-kissed skin was smooth and flawless as she winked at me.

“Leonard and I will take care of it,” She purred.

“Alright, clear out that queue before you leave Leonard. Time is money,” Leonard snarled at me, making a pushing motion with his hands.

“Y-Yes sir.”

I stumbled back to my desk in a daze, pure shock apparent on my face, barely paying attention to the tickets I was closing as I thought of Samantha.


The car ride was silent. We had only been driving for about fifteen minutes now, but I couldn’t help but keep glancing over at her. She had changed out her miniskirt for tight jeans that hugged every curve, and instead of that blouse she wore a tight graphic t-shirt depicting some kind of superhero. The edges of her shirt slid up as she giggled at something on her phone, briefly revealing edges of her sun-kissed stomach.

“So,” She purred. “Are you excited for this business trip?” She asked, turning up from her phone to look at me.

“This is pretty big for me, I’ve never been asked to go analyze a new acquisition before. So basically, yeah, very excited!”

“I was pretty sure you’d be a good fit,” she giggled as she shifted to one side. "That's why I recommended you."

"What?" My jaw dropped. Why in the world would she have recommended me for this business trip, or try to get me to go with her? I wasn't that great of a support representative, and even then, I don't know that I had these analytical skills that she somehow convinced Shawn that I had. I was at a complete loss for words.

"Come on, you're going to be fine. I know you're one of the only ones who haven't been invited to go on one of these before, and everyone deserves their chance to be able to show their worth." She looked at me, her eyes lingering for what seemed like longer than normal before turning back to the road.

I nervously laughed, suddenly feeling the pressure even more than before, my hands gripped around the steering wheel in some kind of death grip. Now the trip had gotten even more stressful. I was already absolutely terrified of messing it up with this gorgeous lady sitting beside me, but now it seemed even worse now that SHE was expecting something out of me. If it was just Shawn I could handle it, I had disappointed Shawn dozens of times. However, I really didn't want to mess anything up with Samantha.

"Stop," I whispered to myself, shaking my head out of those thoughts. She's probably married, or has a boyfriend. There's no way that she'd want to be with you. You need to focus on this business trip and making sure that everything goes to plan. Keep your head in the game.

The countryside quickly passed by as I tried to keep my thoughts centered around this new company.

"So, Samantha," I started to say.

"Hmm?" She turned to look at me, her breasts threatening once again to spill out of her top. "What is it Leonard?" She put her phone down in her lap.

"What is this company that we're going to assess. I mean I don't even have a clue about any of it. Their name, what they do, anything. Do you think that you could catch me up on some of it?"

"Of course Leonard, sorry," she laughed. "I didn't mean to leave you high or dry or anything, I just kind of forgot. So, let's see here... Ah-ha!" She pulled a manila envelope out of her purse labeled with some kind of odd symbol that I barely caught a glimpse of as she flipped the envelope open. "They are called The Swaperation. It's a pretty clever title once you understand their core competency. It's truly cutting-edge technology, and there is going to be quite a big fuss between lawmakers and government due to the sensitive nature of the technology, but it could also mean a lot of money. You see The Swaperation was founded about ten years ago by the genius Randall Tetler in his garage. He has a vast background in biochemistry and programming, an odd combination but one that has worked out fantastically for this company.” Samantha said, flipping through the manila envelope,.

"Yeah, but what do they actually do?" I asked, still unsure of the actual mission of the company. I needed to know what this Swaperation actually was so that I would know whether or not we could even support the damn thing.

"Well, it's new technology, but they've found a way to transfer consciousness. Rather to swap it between two hosts. This has a plethora of different use cases, hence why it's so exciting. However, it has its fair share of risks. According to the press packet they gave us, they hook up the two subjects to a big machine. Then after about an hour-long process, they fire it up. Next thing you know, boom, you're in the body of the other subject. This could be great for all manner of different reasons, but there are also ethical concerns. For example, it could be used to surpass the normal lifetime of a human being. Serious medical concern? Just swap me out with another person, pay the family off to keep them quiet. That's where there could be major roadblocks."

"Wow, that's incredible. But where's the market? I mean, obviously we're not going to support eternal life, that'd be very fucked up."

"Are you telling me that you never wondered what it would be like? To be a woman?" She laughed a deep throaty laugh as my face quickly turned red. I could feel my cheeks heat up as I searched for something, anything to say, but all that came out was some weird jumble of noises that collectively was not a part of the English language.

"Don't worry Leonard, you may get your shot on this trip." Samantha giggled at me. "All I'm saying is that I wouldn't mind being a man for a day, and I'd be willing to pay for it too. I think a lot of people would do the same."

At the bequest of the GPS we pulled off the interstate, and it wasn't long before we pulled into the parking lot of a giant cement building. I parked the car in one of the available parking spots and craned my head up at the giant illuminated sign hanging off the front of the building.

It proudly proclaimed "The Swaperation - maybe it's time for a change"

"Well shit, I guess this is it," I said, stepping out of the vehicle and making my way toward the glass doors set in the front of the building.

I glanced at Samantha for a moment before taking a deep breath and entering the building.


We had gone through an extensive and pretty informational tour of the facilities. A pudgy researcher had walked us through their various departments and research facilities within the building, explaining each one's specific focus and how they all came together to aid in the overall mission of The Swaperation.

"And this," The researcher led us through another pair of doors into a large round antechamber. "Is the swapper itself. It does all the work. All of our research has culminated in this right here. As you see, there are two different pods for two willing individuals. After we run through the checklist to ensure that the two are indeed compatible, and that the bodies will be able to handle the swapping process, we run one final check and flip the switch. After that, the magic happens. Next thing you know, you're in a new body. Doesn't matter male, female, whatever."

"That's very exciting." Samantha said, jotting down notes in her little leather-bound journal.

I was struck in awe of the machine, looking down at the two glass sealed pods that were hanging off the machine, bundles of cables running from the pods to the machine.

"Indeed." The man led us across the room to a control panel, flickering with lights. The panel was covered with an array of switches and dials with all kinds of different labels that seemed like complete and total gibberish to me.

"Perhaps you would like a test?" He asked, turning toward us. My cheeks immediately began to burn, the thought of swapping bodies with Samantha seemed wrong. Images flashed in my mind of being alone with her body. I felt something stirring deep in my gut, my member below responding in earnest to the thought. I quickly shoved the thought of Samantha's body out of my mind before I had to walk around here with a raging boner.

"Sure, it'd be a great idea to test out the product itself before we make an offer," Samantha chimed in before I even had a chance to say anything.

I tried to choke out a response, but Samantha was already lying down in one of the pods. I followed one of the beckoning assistants to the other pod. Is this a dream? There's no way this is happening.

I clambered into the pod, and tried to calm down as the assistant began strapping me down into the machine, slapping different sensors onto my exposed flesh.

The machines chirped as they came to life, reading out the different measurements that each machine was collecting from my body. The assistant pulled heavy straps over my chest, buckling them down quickly, restraining my movement within the pod. My body was shaking, and I could feel the perspiration start to bead on my forehead.

“Don’t worry, everything’s going to be okay buddy, we’ve done this thousands of times at this point,” The assistant said, looking down at me as he finished pulling the straps tight.

I nodded, trying to swallow the heavy ball of nervousness that had appeared in my throat.

Finally, he was done, stepping back from the metal pod and raising a thumb to one of his colleagues at the control panel. Moments later, a low hum filled the air as the upper glass half rotated down into place on top of me, locking me inside of the pod.

Once locked down in place, everything went deathly quiet. Gone were the protestations of the machines that filled the air and the low murmur of the Swaperation employees going about their business. In their place there was nothing but pure silence. I started to feel restless.

For what seemed like forever, I lay there in the pod, trying to keep from fidgeting too much.

A hollow thud boomed within the small space, I jerked my head up to see the assistant banging his hand against the glass covering. The man held one thumb up to me. Shoving aside all my doubt and worry, I nodded to him. Here we go.

A low hum filled the space within the pod, slowly ramping up higher in both pitch and volume as time went on. Some of what I thought were sensors starting to tingle with energy as the hum got louder and louder. A surge of energy shot across my chest and toward my head. My eyes snapped shut against my will. In the darkness I tried to move my arms or my legs, but I couldn't. I couldn't do anything. It's like I was paralyzed.

I felt a deep warmth blossom deep in my stomach, the heat spreading down through my legs and up into my chest. Tendrils of warmth wrapping around my midsection and gently traversing their way up, wrapping themselves around my shoulders and down around my biceps. The heat flared hotter and hotter, nearing the edge of pain where it stopped, and was almost uncomfortable. I felt my body slowly fade away, all sensation of the sensors stuck to my skin and the pressure of the restraints had faded away to near nothingness. I was unsure if I was numb, or if I was in the stages of the transformation or not. I struggled to open my eyes, to pry them open, but there was nothing to see. Nothing but inky blackness.

"Hello!" I heard my voice boom loudly inside my head, but there was no response. "Hello is anyone there? Is this normal?" Nothing. I tried to force myself to calm down, they hadn't told us how long the operation might seem, and for all I know I'd only been in the machine for a few minutes at most, even though it had felt like a true eternity.

All of a sudden, the warmth wrapped around my body began to ramp up, growing even more in intensity, very quickly and exponentially growing out of hand. There was a flash of light and a thunderclap of energy as I fell back into the padded pod.

"Fuck!" I breathed out, struggling to pull in gasps of air as my arms fought against the restraints holding me down. Writhing in pure panic, I looked up and almost screamed at the wide-eyed man in the labcoat staring down at me. Then it all came rushing back. Where I was. What was happening. The Swaperation.

I forced myself to calm down, taking slow deep breaths, in through the nose and out through the mouth.

"It's okay. Are you calm? Do you need medical assistance?" The man in the lab coat droned out as if he had done this a million times. I shook my head.

"No. I-I'm fine." I said, initially noticing that my voice was different. Wait. Did it work? I craned my neck down, and my eyes grew wide. There laying on my chest were two mounds of petite flesh, perfectly cupped and perky, the tops showing through the low-cut neck. I felt so different. This light agile frame, and of course I noticed something missing down below.

The man in the lab coat nodded as if in understanding before reaching down and undoing the straps that held me in. Methodically, he began removing the different electrodes and sensors that were hooked up to my skin. The different components being stored carefully away before they finally beckoned me outside of the machine. I clambered out gingerly letting myself down to the ground where another man dressed in a lab coat was waiting with a large mirror.

My mouth dropped. I had believed it, but it was still different to truly see it. There I was. Long chestnut brown hair, rounded face, perfectly luscious lips that harmonized perfectly with my new face. I had a tight low-cut t-shirt stretched around petite breasts that were firm and hung perfectly off my chest. Pulled snug around my hips was a pair of dark jeans that perfectly accentuated my beach-ball ass. I was in Samantha's body. I giggled, a strange sound to be coming out of my mouth, but I kind of liked it.

I glanced across the room and stopped. There I was-or I guess she was now. Samantha was in my body. Decently athletic, but not too muscular, a dark shirt stretched across my frame, along with jeans and some red sneakers. She grinned at me across the room, her jawline now well defined, every soft edge turned into a hard angle.

"Well..." She chirped across the room. "What do you think."

"I'm pretty impressed," I said, stretching my arms out above me and enjoying how lithe my body felt. "How soon do we have to turn back?" I asked, carefully trying to keep the excitement from my voice.

"At least a day," Our guide chimed in from across the room. "You see, the Swaperation, while almost a near perfect swap, still takes a certain toll on the body. One that is quickly resolved within 24 hours. However, an additional swap within that timeframe carries with it additional risk. Hence why all clients are required to wait a full day before booking another procedure." A smile spread across my face, unbidden. I have a whole 24 hours. I smirked, glancing down at my chest again. This was going to be fun.


Hours later, we found ourselves at the Langston Hotel, near The Swaperation, where we had decided to stay the night. The rest of the day had been spent sampling different foods and enjoying the different experiences that brought. For example, I'd never liked broccoli, but Samantha loved it. Once I tried it in Samantha's body, it was like a whole new world of flavor I had never experienced. It was like trying pizza for the very first time. It was amazing. She also really liked buffalo wings in my body. We had even gone to a bar, where I got hit on by multiple guys until she put her arm around me and pretended that we were together. It was a big relief, and at the same time it made my heartrate quicken.

We stumbled into the hotel lobby later that night, around eleven, quickly taking our keys from the receptionist and staggering into the elevator. I swiped my card and headed up to the fourth floor.

After making our way to our rooms, we stood in the middle of the hallway saying our goodnights, because our rooms were right across from each other.

"Take care of my body." Samantha winked at me.

"Don't worry," I giggled. "I will." I turned the knob to my room and slid into the dimly lit room, dropping all my things to one side. swinging the door behind me, I made my way into the bedroom.

I fell onto the fluffy bed that had been placed against one wall of the room. It was a large king-sized bed, with ornate covers, but I wasn't too concerned with those at the time.

Quickly I pulled the lowcut shirt off over my head and looked down at my new tits, held in place by a lacy black bra. The perky breasts begging to be let out of their prison. I wrapped my hands around them, slowly kneading them. Trails of electricity ran up through my stomach. My muscles began to tighten, my breathing speeding up slightly as I gently rubbed the smooth skin, my hands venturing, daring to go even farther as I slipped them underneath the velvety bra, skin brushing smoothly past skin as they explored. I could feel my nipples respond, hardening as my middle fingers lazily circled those tiny erect bundles of sensitivity. The need grew, a desire that had slowly been building up was now threatening to explode.

I reached behind me now, scrambling to let the sun-kissed skin free, fumbling with the clasp until suddenly, they were free. Two beautiful teacup-sized breasts fell slightly, still firmly defying gravity, causing me to grow even more curious. I ran my hands all over them, greedily searching as I moved and played with them, my hands going farther down. I reached down over that smooth flat stomach, fingertips trailing the skin as I ventured down towards the skintight jeans so perfectly pulled up over my legs, leaving a small gap between my thighs. My fingers trailed the edge, hungrily waiting as I slowly slipped them down between the skin and fabric, toward the gap. I reached down between the tight fabric and soft shaven skin, down between my legs where my dick had used to be, but was now gone.

There was a creaking sound from somewhere in the hotel room, but as quickly as I noticed, the thought dissipated.

I brushed up against two plump lips that came together up over my entrance. As my fingers brushed past that sensitive bundle of nerves, I felt electricity quake through my body, pleasure shooting up through my stomach.

I propped myself up on the bed, my fingers tracing the edges of those plump velvety lips, searching, touching, playing. Each small movement sent a small quake of ecstasy rocking through my body as I rubbed gently around my edges, my lips growing wetter by the moment.

Then I heard something else. Footsteps as Samantha entered the room, her eyes widening for just a second as she saw my on the bed. I panicked at first, starting to remove my hands from my jeans when I saw her smirk. I must have left the door open.

"Don't stop on my account." She winked.

The thought of her watching me invade myself, of putting myself on display sent shivers through my body. I wanted her to see.

I began to squirm, my hands on auto-pilot, succumbing to the massive wave of desire building up within me, my fingers began to search deeper and deeper, one of my hands coming up to play with my breasts, brushing against my erect nipples. My hand slid deeper inside my panties, searching for my entrance before coming back up to my clit. I circled my clit, spasms of pleasure shaking my body as I arched my back into the sheets.

My moans began to grow louder and louder as I rubbed furiously at my clit, the wave of pleasure crashing over me.

"Yes, yeeeessss." I moaned.

"Oh you're not through yet. I still have to have some fun too." Samantha said, sauntering over to the bed, towering over me. The thought of her wrapping those strong arms around me caused the burning need to intensify.

"Samantha are you sure-" I felt myself say unconvincingly, trying to muddle through the intense need pulsing through my body. I just heard her make a hushing sound as she grabbed my belt loops and began pulling my jeans slowly off my body. She knelt down, her lips brushing my stomach as she began to nip at my breasts, taking my nipples inside of her mouth. With each passing second, I felt my mound swell and pulse with desire, as she ripped the jeans off my body, revealing matching lacy black panties.

"I want every last bit of you." She whispered in my ear, her hand cradling my slit as she began to invade me, slipping one finger inside of me. I felt my two warm lips separate as she slipped another finger in, plunging deep within me, the ridges of my tight pussy gripping and slipping around them as she rocked her hand back and forth. This was like something I'd never experienced before, my body arching to her touch as she delved deeper and deeper inside of me.

She came closer, the space between us dwindling as her head craned down to lock eyes with mine. Her lips brushed mine. A small touch, a light spark, and moments later an inferno as her tongue gently ran over my lips, eliciting another moan from my new feminine body. We melded together as one, her fingers slipping in and out of me faster and faster, my pussy tightening around every digit.

Samantha pulled away from me, leaving bare inches between our lips as she languorously withdrew her fingers from my dripping entrance. Slowly, she brought her fingers to her lips, each slick with my essence. She licked her fingers, tasting me, taking each drop of sweetness. I felt another wave of heat pulse up through my stomach as I watched her taste me, lick every bit of my sweet liquid off her fingers. I squirmed in the sheets, my toes curling at the sight. With each pulse of pleasure through my body, I felt an intense need awaken deep within my stomach. A raging desire that was growing by the second.

"I can't wait any longer, take me," I breathed out.

She smiled, quickly discarding her jeans to one side, standing there over me in only her boxers, her rod straining to break free of the plaid fabric. She slowly slid her boxers down, revealing her massive cock, hard and standing to attention.

"I'm about to make you feel really good Leonard. Be prepared for something you have never experienced before," Samantha slowly stroked her cock, precum dribbling from the tip. Her manhood somehow growing even bigger. I wriggled in anticipation as she knelt down over me, one hand guiding her rod toward my entrance.

There was a slight pressure as I felt the head of her manhood pressing against my opening, then all of a sudden, I felt myself envelop her cock. The ridges of my pussy tightening longingly around her meat as she entered inch by inch. Tremors of pleasure quaked through my body as she entered me, filling me up with her cock. As she entered me, I felt the desire and need change to an inferno of pleasure, as I began to rock my hips back and forth impatiently. I needed all of her inside of me, my synapses firing with ecstasy. She spread my legs wider, placing her hands on each of my thighs. The ridges of my pussy slipped and gripped around her meat, as she began to speed up. Samantha plunged in and out of me, my chest heaving with excitement as I tried to catch my breath.

My toes curled, back arching into the bed as she spread my legs wider apart. She hit her stride as she invaded me, each thrust of her hips matching mine in harmony as a new pressure built in my stomach. It was low and building, coalescing and spreading all throughout my body as I begged for more. My entire body quaked with need as I instinctively writhed with her, driving her farther inside of me as I took every inch of her.

"Yes! Yes! More!" I cried out as I reached down with one hand, furiously tracing the edges of my clit, sending pulses of pleasure through my mind.

"You want more? You really are craving for it aren't you?" She growled, flipping me over with one hand. I landed onto my stomach as she wrapped her hands around my hips and pulled me toward her, re-entering me with vigor. I thrust myself backwards with her movements, driving me farther and farther to the edge, pressure building within me with each passing moment.

As she penetrated me, pulling me over her cock I squealed with pleasure, each inch of my body wanting to be closer to her, my back arching to push her even farther within me, a wave of electricity running over my body, that pressure beginning to multiply and multiply. I lost myself in that sea of pressure, my only thought and desire to be dominated by her.

"Don't stop!" I begged Samantha as my ridges gripped her shaft.

Samantha pulled me over her cock, the rhythmic motion of her hips increasing pace as I felt myself closer to the edge than ever before, the pressure that had been building inside me now threatening to break. My breaths were ragged and uneven, my heart pounding as I bit my lip. Don't stop. My toes curled, my whole body contracting in pleasure. Don't stop. I wrapped my fingers in the sheets, trying to hold on to that edge with every fiber of my being. Don't stop.

I could feel her cock harden even more inside me, my legs spreading wide as I felt her sink deep within me.

"Yes! Come inside me!" I moaned, her cock jerking inside of me as warmth spread through my body, her cock spurting out long strings of her seed, filling me up. That pressure broke, and an explosion of pleasure shot through my body. I tried to hang on in the wave of pleasure as my muscles contracted, my whole body shaking as I orgasmed, slumping into the bed.

"That," I breathed out. "Was very different."

Samantha fell down beside me and pulled me into her arms, stroking my long hair.

"Yeah, and amazing."


We had finished our assessment of The Swaperation, after being swapped back into our original bodies. It was a long ordeal, where they asked us what seemed to be a gazillion questions before allowing us back into the sleek metal pods with the glass tops. We had to wait for all the tests and everything to give the all clear before they were able to swap us back.

I gripped the steering wheel, my thoughts flashing back to the night before. I glanced over at Samantha, a twinge of sadness going through my body as I recalled how wonderful it had been. Something I would never experience again. Things had been kind of awkward afterward, once we had parted ways to take our showers, there hadn't been another word. Now we were on our way back.

"So," I tried to break the silence. "What's the verdict? On The Swaperation?" I asked.

"I think it's a smart acquisition," Samantha cleared her throat. "I'm going to recommend that we go through with it. What about you, what'd you think?"

"I thought... I thought it was amazing and that it's definitely a smart move. Something that we should do again."

"The acquisition... Or?" She asked hesitantly, looking up at me through her eyelashes.

"Both."

Her face lit up in a sly grin as she nodded.

"I'm sure there'll be a lot of tests in the acquisition process. And as the tech that went along with me..."

"I'm more than happy to help." I laughed.


The End


If you liked Swaperation: Gender Swap you may also like Switched By The Gem: Gender Swap

I've been searching for this gem for years, hunting it down. It was rumored to have vast power with the ability to transform anyone into a being of strength. With the help of a gorgeous brunette, I hunted it down to unlock the tantalizing, throbbing secrets that lay within. I was in for quite a surprise, when I said transformation, I didn't mean this! 

Switched By The Gem: Gender Swap is the story of a man on a quest for transformation, of the more literal sort. His quest for power turns sour when he finds himself in the body of his female companion, and he received everything he never knew he wanted. 

[image: ]


Want to keep up with any new releases? Would you like to be notified any time one of my books go on limited time deals or are offered free for a limited time? Subscribe to my mailing list by clicking here!

OEBPS/image_177.jpg
BY THE GEM:

4t MAUREEN BELLGARD





OEBPS/image_2.jpg
"'V APERATIO

i VI AUREEN BELLGAR LA






page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




