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    My name is Daniel. I’m writing this to share a journey that changed my life forever. It all started one day in an antique store. 
 
    It was a damp, rainy day, and I was getting things ready for vacation—a two-week break from schoolwork. I was a graduate student in physics, and this break was exactly what I needed. 
 
    The store bells clanged as the door shut behind me. “Hi, need any help?” the mature woman behind the counter asked. 
 
    “No, thanks. Just looking for interesting things.” 
 
    “Let me know if I can help.” She went back to reading her book. 
 
    I wandered around the store, knowing exactly what I was looking for. Clip-on earrings. They’re impossible to find these days, so the antique store was the best place to get them. I’d find several pairs at a time, all nice, old jewelry that would take a polish well—dangling ones and button ones. I always had luck in this store, and I wanted some new things for the vacation. 
 
    They didn’t think much about me, a guy, buying women’s jewelry, since so many people did this kind of thing to resell them on eBay for a profit. Each pair I found that day moved me closer to my true desires for the vacation, exciting me more. 
 
    I found several pairs and was satisfied; I went to the counter with them. As the clerk checked me out, I noticed a ring in the case. “Uh, may I see that ring? What is it?” 
 
    She stopped what she was doing and took it out. “I’m not sure. I think it’s a Labradorite. Pretty, isn’t it? Not even sure where it came from. One day it was just here.” She wiped it with a polishing cloth and handed it to me. 
 
    When I held it, it sent a jolt of energy through my body. It was something special, but why? I slid it onto a finger. Electricity raced through me. I felt invigorated and alive. It was as if I became someone else—someone full of life and power. 
 
    The stone almost glowed in shades of blue, green and silver. It was a perfect sphere mounted in silver. It gleamed. I tried to take it off. It was stuck. 
 
    The woman shook her head and laughed. “Uh-oh. Sometimes that happens. Let me get some liquid soap… unless you want to buy it.”  
 
    She watched me tugging on it. I looked up at her. “How much is it?” 
 
    “Hmm, not sure how to price this one. You know, since it is stuck on your finger pretty well, and we might have to cut it off, what would you like to pay?” 
 
    “How’s twenty bucks?” 
 
    “Okay.” She rang me out, and I went racing off to my apartment to start vacation. 
 
    My body tingled all over, and I couldn’t wait to get started on my escape from reality. I took a hot bubble bath and shaved my whole body. I loofah-ed my skin and smoothed silky skin cream all over me. I tried to get the ring off in the tub but with no success. It was okay, though, since it was a pretty ring that either a man or a woman could wear. Since I was in the process of feminizing myself as much as I could, it fit well. It even seemed to push me to keep going. 
 
    I trimmed and painted my toenails and put on painted fake nails to match. I dried my hair upside down and gelled it into spikes. I did my makeup, lipstick, and perfumed my body. 
 
    I walked into the bedroom and looked into the full-length mirror on the wall. A Ken doll with a Barbie doll head. I slipped into a pair of silky suntan thigh-highs. Today they felt exceptionally nice, for some reason. That tingle from the ring seemed to add another dimension to my sensations. 
 
    I slid into silky pink panties and a matching bra and loaded my gelform breasts into it, adjusting the cleavage nicely. Looking at myself in the mirror, I was feeling much better. Not a Ken doll anymore. 
 
    I slipped on some high-heel, strappy, black patent stilettos, and I walked around. It felt so good. Better than it ever had before.  
 
    I put on a black-sequined clubbing dress with a V-neck. Earrings, necklace, bracelet, watch, and I was complete. I looked into the mirror.  
 
    I thought how nice it would be to have some hips and butt. Oh my god! I touched them. It was me. My heart raced, and I sat on the bed, lifted my dress, and looked at myself. I had a woman’s bottom. I ran my hands over my legs, and they softened noticeably and took on a more sensual shape. I stood up and pulled my dress down, then went back to the mirror. I looked at the ring, and it was glowing on my hand. Was this ring something magical?  
 
    I took deep breaths and thought about what had happened. I’d better be careful, or I might turn completely into a woman, and that was something I didn’t really want. I’d never want to lose my male parts. 
 
    I heard a voice in my head. A sweet feminine voice, murmuring, “Then you won’t. This ring fulfills desires only. A random thought or statement alone won’t create a change.” 
 
    I looked at it and said, “What? I must be going crazy.” 
 
    “No. You were destined for this. You have strong desires—we will make a good team.” 
 
    “Who are you?” 
 
    “I help people achieve desires. Finish what they started.” 
 
    I looked into the mirror again. Nervously, I took out the gelform breasts, wishing I didn’t need them to have breasts. I imagined having beautiful, perky, large breasts. My bra immediately filled to overflowing. The strap was so tight I thought it would break. 
 
    I hurriedly slid the top of the dress down over my shoulders and removed the bra. I ran my hands over the new additions to my chest. I squeezed them and pinched the nipples. It felt sooo good! I was rock-hard in my panties. 
 
    I lifted the dress back up, and my nipples made slight bumps in the top. The cleavage was incredible. I ran my hands sensually over my arms, and they softened and became a woman’s arms. I looked at my face and made my lips luscious, my cheekbones higher and my eyebrows raised. My face was now a perfect woman’s face. I licked my lips. I was hot. 
 
    I looked at my ears and took off the clip-ons. In a moment, I had two dangling earrings in each lobe and two studs in the top of each ear. Wow, I could make objects as well! 
 
    I looked at my hands and put rings on, including a wedding ring. A wedding ring always seemed erotic to me, thinking of being married and submissively serving men like a sixties woman. I knew women were treated terribly then, but for some reason it seemed seductive to think of being committed to serving a man and letting him take care of everything else. Being his object to use as he saw fit. 
 
    My whole body was shaking as I looked into the mirror, taking in my new form. I had to sit. 
 
    On the bed, I stared at the ring and asked out loud, “Will I be able to change back?” My voice had changed to a woman’s. A very sexy woman’s voice. 
 
    “When you’re ready. If you ever truthfully desire it..” 
 
    “So I’m stuck this way?” 
 
    “Until you truly desire to be changed back.” 
 
    Right then, I didn’t desire to change back. It was a dream come true at that point. Besides, I had two weeks before I’d even think of going back. 
 
    I ran my hand over my sheer-stockinged leg. It felt so nice to feel it and to feel my silky hand on it. I stood and looked into the mirror. I lifted my dress and pulled down my panties. I grabbed myself and started to stroke madly while looking at myself. It felt incredibly good. 
 
    The sensations were greater than ever, and I felt as if I’d be done any second, but it never got there. When my arm had finally gotten tired, I stopped. Holy shit! I stared at it, poking into the air. 
 
    “It had grown huge—like the porn stars have and that I’ve always fantasized having, too. It looked out of place on my five-foot-four frame. I tried to think it back down to size while staring at it.  
 
    I heard the ring. “It’s what you’ve always desired. Now you have it. Enjoy.” 
 
    What could I do with it? I had a woman’s body. I tugged the panties up and the dress back down. No way I could hide that thing now. I had a bulge in front of the dress. I needed a dress with a flared skirt and a good, snug pair of panties. 
 
    The dress became what I imagined—black lace with a flared, satin skirt. No more bulge. 
 
    “Now what?” I looked into the mirror. I was perfect, the best transformation ever. I started out like usual, just dressing up and relaxing, then reading some crossdressing fiction and having a few drinks. That, however, seemed such a waste. 
 
    I turned and looked at myself from all angles. I was a hot woman with a flagpole under her dress and horny as ever. I throbbed in my panties. I slid them under my globes and put the dress back down. No one could see it, even standing rigid and throbbing beneath the dress. The satin lining caressed it as I turned, looking at myself in the full-length mirror. 
 
    I stroked myself with the dress while running my eyes over my new body. “Huh, uh uh uh come on, uh uh.” I was so close, any second now. “Ungh, huh huh huh huh.”I wanted to just mess the dress and be done, and it felt as if I would any second, but I couldn’t. I stopped, and I felt on the edge, whether I was stroking it or not. 
 
    “It’s what you always wanted,” I heard the ring say. “You always try to make it last, so now it won’t end.” 
 
    “It has to end!” I tugged at the ring, trying to get it off. 
 
    “That won’t work. When your desires are fulfilled, then you can move on to your new desires. Be careful what you wish for, sweetie. It’ll catch up with you. Today it did.” 
 
    Well, I always wanted to be able to pass and go out in public. I always wanted to walk freely through the world as a woman. I guess I needed to now.  
 
    “Yes, you do,” said the ring in my head. “Go satisfy your desires.” 
 
    I loaded my purse and looked at my driver’s license. The picture changed to what I was now and the name to Daniela. Time to meet the world. 
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    I drove to the other side of campus. I was nervous initially, but with the way I looked, I had nothing to be nervous about. The only problem was my big piece of meat under the dress. It called to me to satisfy it. The only reason I ever wanted one that big was to be a macho guy and drive the women wild. How could I do that now? It was a cruel joke. 
 
    I entered the upscale restaurant and went to the bar, taking a seat in the corner against the wall. A handsome bartender came over and placed a folded linen napkin as a coaster for the water he placed before me. “Hello, my name is William. Can I get you a drink?” He flashed a gorgeous smile. 
 
    I tucked myself between my legs and crossed them. “I’m Daniela. Sure, William. Dirty martini please. Cheese-stuffed olives, and keep them coming.” 
 
    “Like some appetizers? We have foie gras on toast wedges and crab bites.” 
 
    “Sounds wonderful.” 
 
    I sipped the water and looked around the bar. A few patrons dressed in suits and ties sat at the other end with women dressed similarly to me. At least I had the proper attire for this place. 
 
    The martini arrived. “Shall I put a place holder next to you? Someone else coming?” 
 
    “Uh, I’m not sure.” 
 
    “I’ll put one anyway. Then you won’t be bothered, and if they do show, you’ll have their seat.” 
 
    “Okay.” He set up a water at the seat next to me, and I sipped my martini and got lost in thought. What the fuck was happening? I pinched my arm. I wasn’t dreaming. I uncrossed and re-crossed my legs and felt it jump free. I looked down, and the dress still kept it hidden well enough. It felt better not to be crushed between my legs. 
 
    I sipped the martini, thinking about how to fulfill my desires. This huge thing was meant for a woman. It felt as if it would release at any second and spray all over, but it wasn’t. I needed to get rid of that feeling. 
 
    I slid the dress against it as I sipped and looked at the mirror on the back of the bar. A woman approached me, smiling. 
 
    “Hi, is this seat taken?” She smiled through rouged lips and bright, made-up blue eyes. She was gorgeous. 
 
    “Uh, no. Just waiting for you.” I motioned to the water and napkin. 
 
    “How nice.” She seated herself and crossed her legs, adjusting the hem of the short clubbing dress. She sipped the water. “How did you know I was coming? I know I’m an animal of repeating patterns. Did you see me here before?” She put her hand out to me. “I’m Justine.”  
 
    I put my hand out. My skirt popped up a bit, and her eyes flitted to my lap for a second, then back to my eyes. 
 
    “Daniela. Pleasure to meet you.” Did she see? I waved to the bartender, and she looked at him. I pressed my hand down on it and slid it between my legs. 
 
    She looked back at my lap then at me. “You seem a bit nervous. Are you okay? Something you’d like to talk about?” She put her hand on my thigh and leaned in toward me. 
 
    “Uh, no. I’m fine. Just need to relax. It’s been a tough week.” 
 
    “Me, too. I know how that can be, sweetie.” She turned to William. I’ll have what she’s having.” 
 
    “Of course.” He left. 
 
    She turned in her seat toward me, and her leg slid sensually against mine. I knew what I wanted to do with her, but it was impossible looking this way. She ran her hand up my stockinged thigh. “Nice hose. Are they Wolford?” 
 
    “Yes. Love them.” 
 
    She put my hand on her leg. “That’s what I wear.” She lifted her drink to me and we toasted. “To girlfriends.” 
 
    “To girlfriends.” I drank it down and clinked the glass so William would notice. 
 
    Justine observed me while she sipped her martini. “You’re different, somehow... Special.” 
 
    “Thanks.” Could she tell? How could she? “I like to think everyone is special in some way. Like your name. It’s very pretty.” 
 
    She leaned toward me and put her hand gently on my thigh and slid it ever so slowly as she whispered, “I think we could be very close friends, Daniela. If you’d like to be, that is. Please, have dinner with me.” 
 
    This could be interesting. What the hell? She was gorgeous. “Sounds wonderful. Maybe after dinner we could spend some private time together.” 
 
    “Absolutely!” She kissed me gently on the lips. 
 
    We drank down two more drinks apiece, and by the end of dinner, we were almost in each other’s laps in our booth in the dark corner of the restaurant. It was all I could do to keep her hands from finding what was proudly beneath my dress.  
 
    We went into the ladies’ room together. It was strange sitting next to her and hearing her pee while I desperately thought about baseball to eliminate my erection and pee. She was done primping in front of the mirror when I finished, and I went to the counter to touch up my lipstick, the rod back at full mast beneath the dress. 
 
    I heard the door to the bathroom lock. I finished my lips, and her arms wrapped around my waist from behind. A hand slid down the skirt of my dress and pressed into my crotch. 
 
    “I knew it,” she said. 
 
    I turned with a shocked look on my face. “I, uh, I...” I didn’t have a clue what to say. 
 
    “I knew you had a strap-on on. You are a hottie.” 
 
    She got in front of me and sat on the counter. She lifted her dress and slid her panties aside, reaching the other hand out to me. “Let me slip it in. I want it now,” she whispered. 
 
    A strap-on. Right. Why didn’t I think of that? I came forward and lifted my dress over her legs. Her fingers wrapped around it and tugged me to her. She had an arm around my shoulders, and she drew me close. She whispered, “It feels so real, so nice and silky and warm.” 
 
    “Mmm,” I moaned. I pressed it toward her, feeling her wetness on it. 
 
    “It’s so big. I don’t know if it’ll fit. Be gentle.” 
 
    I pushed into the tight wetness and pressed as it stretched her. She let out a gasp. “Oh my god, that feels heavenly. Push it deeper. Mmm, yes.” 
 
    Again, it was as if I would explode at any minute. I hit bottom and began to thrust in and out. Soon she was dripping around it, and I was pounding her into the counter, her legs and arms wrapped around me. I was on the edge. It felt so good. I continued, I had to finish this time. It had to work. 
 
    She came in a flood down my legs. I didn’t stop. She twitched and jerked on it as she whimpered in my ear. “The best. You’re the best I ever had.” 
 
    All of a sudden, when I was sure I’d release... It happened. I couldn’t believe it. I didn’t release like I wanted to, but something big changed. 
 
    I fell out of her and pushed my dress down, adjusting it. She leaned back on her elbows, catching her breath. I grabbed paper towels and wiped her juices off my legs and dress. I grabbed more paper towels as I watched her composing herself and stuffed them into my pocketbook, making it look like it had a strap-on in it. 
 
    She sat up having caught her breath and held her arms out to me. “We need to do this again sometime.” She pulled me in for a hug. 
 
    I kissed her lips. A knock came on the door. We both fixed ourselves quickly and went back out to the bar. 
 
    She sat down then looked around. “Damn, forgot my purse. I’ll be right back.” She started back to the bathroom. When she turned the corner down the hall, I left. 
 
    What the hell happened in there? I thought to my ring as I looked at it. 
 
    “You satisfied your desire to pleasure a woman with your big thing that you always wanted to have. Now it’s the way you wished it after it grew.” 
 
    I felt it in my panties. It was hard, and I felt as if it hadn’t released. I was still on the edge and possibly even more so. But now it was tiny. Maybe two inches long and an inch across. It would never be seen under a dress anymore, hard or not. I stroked it. I nearly jammed my leg into the brake pedal. “Holy shit!” I let it go and gently placed the panties over it. It was more sensitive than ever now. 
 
    I heard the ring in my mind. “Yes, all that sensitivity of the big one is now in the tiny one, so it’s concentrated.” 
 
    I was so horned up, I needed release. I tried but only made myself crazy. “I need to release.” 
 
    “Satisfy your desires then.” 
 
    That’s what I’m trying to do.” 
 
    “Keep trying. There are other desires you’ve had that can help. Pursue them with the body you’ve always dreamed of.” 
 
    I saw Justine come out, look around, angrily bang on the roof of her car and take off. 
 
    I left the parking lot and went home. Maybe I’d sleep this whole thing off. 
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    “Ungh, ungh, ungh, huh, huh ,huh.... Oh god.” I woke humping my pillow and squeezing my breasts. My heart was racing, and I felt as if I’d have relief any second. But after some time, it became clear that wasn’t going to happen. 
 
    I put on a satin robe and fuzzy heels and went to pee. I managed to get it down enough to go, but there was barely enough of it to keep it pressed down between my legs. What the hell was happening to me? 
 
    I decided to try to make the day a normal one and not think about sex or any of that. I flushed the toilet and looked into the mirror. I was a woman—mostly, that is. Damn. Oh well, it was what I had planned for most of the time off, anyway. 
 
    I ate a good breakfast while watching the news, and I lazed about just trying to relax. Eventually, I became disgusted with not being showered or dressed. 
 
    The shower stimulated my nipples so much I had to face away from the water or stand there twitching. If the water hit my male part, it did the same. I managed to wash and get ready for the day. I did my makeup and hair and dressed in a simple denim skirt and black V-neck sweater. My firm breasts didn’t need a bra, and the soft sweater felt nice on my nipples. 
 
    How could I release? I had to find a way. I decided there was always another way. I had heard about anal. I drove off to a toy store. An adult toy store. 
 
    I enjoyed having a woman’s body and all the wonderful feelings of the clothing and stockings and heels. I loved the way my breasts bounced when I walked and how men would look at me when I was driving, or when I went into Starbucks for coffee. I never got this much favorable attention as a guy. 
 
    The door buzzed as I entered the adult store. A very young student stood behind the counter. Cute, tall, very inviting smile. “Hi, can I help you find something?” 
 
    I clicked over to the counter in my high heel boots. I could feel something from him. It was as if I could feel what he felt, and it felt like he was lusting for me. He leaned back against the back cabinet. He was hard in his washed-out jeans. 
 
    “Uh, yeah. I think you can help. I’m looking for anal stimulation products. You know, uh...” 
 
    He rubbed his crotch, adjusting it to point straight up. “Sure!” He came out from around the counter and took my arm to lead me to shelves on the wall. He started to go into the attributes of each. I was in a daze watching him and feeling his lust. The ring buzzed on my finger. 
 
    When he was done, I just stared at him. 
 
    “Are you okay?” He held my arm and looked into my eyes. 
 
    “Uh, yeah... I’ll take all of them. I mean the remote plugs and the inflatable one and one of the bigger dildos. Oh, and the clean-out attachment for the shower that you showed me.” 
 
    I felt dizzy and leaned a little but caught myself.  
 
    “You should sit down. I’ll get you some water. Come into the office, and I’ll ring your things up.” He took me into the office and had me sit on a nice, leather office chair behind the desk. He opened a water bottle and placed it before me. “I’ll be right back.” 
 
    I could hear him out there getting my things together. I sipped the water and felt better. When he came back in, I felt his lust for me again. I felt my own lust for him as I looked at his jeans while he sat on the desk before me. 
 
    He looked at me with concern. “You okay now?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah, it’s just…” I had to say it. It was overwhelming me. I had to admit it. “You’re so sexy. I can hardly stand it.”  
 
    “Thanks.” He looked around. “I close the store for lunch. Want to have lunch with me?” 
 
    “Sure.” I smiled. The dizziness subsided, replaced with total lust and longing to touch him. 
 
    He went out and locked the store up, hanging the out-to-lunch sign on it. He closed the office door and sat back on the desk. “I have ham, turkey, pickles, fruit, juice, and soda. Anything strike your fancy?” He grinned. 
 
    I leaned forward and rubbed his hard crotch. “I think I’d like a pickle. This pickle. To eat.” 
 
    He unzipped his pants and slid them off, taking off his underwear and shoes and socks, as well. He stood there with his gold shirt resting on his gorgeous shaved rod as it throbbed in the air. I couldn’t believe I was doing this. I had always wondered what it would be like for a girl to do it. 
 
    I reached my long-nailed hands out to caress it and squeeze it. I pulled the seat closer to the desk and ran a hand over his hard thigh. He touched my hair gently. “So gorgeous.” 
 
    I looked up at his pretty eyes and lowered my head down, mouth open, and engulfed his rod with my mouth. I savored the feeling of it and actually felt my actions on him on myself. How strange. Every movement of my mouth and tongue was immediately replicated on myself. Good. Then I might finally have a release, be able to relax, and be done being horny for a while. 
 
    The experience was incredible. I didn’t know what I liked more: the feeling of it in my mouth, the silkiness and warm hardness of it, or the salty-sweet cream it leaked little by little with each flick of my tongue across the tip, or the way it drove him and connected him to me, or the way I felt what he felt in my own little one. 
 
    I was determined to have a release, and I could tell he was ready. I bobbed my head on his shaft as he held my head tight and thrust into my face. He moaned as he approached. He was ready, and so was I. The sensations swelled through me; my body was rigid, as was his. I twitched and jerked as he did. This was it. 
 
    He filled my mouth with the reward for my efforts, and I felt as if I did the same. Our bodies twitched and shuddered as his salty cream flooded across my tongue, and I swallowed with vigor, hungry for each drop. I counted the spurts as he thrust and shot. Eight times. And eight times I felt the same inside my little one. An incredible orgasm. 
 
    I pulled off and pressed my skirt against my crotch. It was dry. Damn! I felt like I’d released, but I was just as horny now as when I started. It seemed I had the ability to do this continuously, same as a woman would. How would this ever end? 
 
    He put his pants back on as I watched him cover his beautiful body. He smiled at me. “Was that all you wanted for lunch?” 
 
    “Yeah. That was plenty. Have to keep my figure.” 
 
    “I don’t think you’ll have a problem there. You’re like a Barbie doll.” He laughed. 
 
    “I can pay for my things now and leave you to get back to work.” 
 
    What was I to do? I needed more. All I had wanted for my time off was to dress pretty, hang out, relax, and have some release. Now I was insatiable. What would relieve me of this drive? 
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    I raced home with my purchases in the hopes they’d bring relief. I furiously unpackaged everything and washed them. I attached the shower attachment I’d use to clean out down there, did my toilet, and hopped into the shower.  
 
    After another session of trying to avoid the water hitting sensitive areas and then inserting a flowing rod into my bottom and getting disgusted and further aroused at the same time, I managed to exit the shower and compose myself as I sat on the toilet lid and caught my breath. This had to work. 
 
    I stared at the objects sitting on the towel. I had to go for the inflatable one right off the bat. Grabbing it, I found the batteries and loaded it up. I pumped it up to see how big it could get. It was intimidating. The vibrator was powerful and quiet. I always wanted to see what it would be like to have something inside me down there. This had to work. 
 
    I deflated it and nervously lubed it and worked it in, my hand shaking. I relaxed myself down there and pressed the cool, slick tip to the entry. I pushed. It slid in smoothly and sucked in to the stop on the end. Easier than I imagined. 
 
    I turned it on high with the remote and pumped it up, feeling it fill me. The sensations were intense. They ran up my tailbone, and my little rod was twitching in the air as if releasing… but no. I gasped for air and my body shook as I stood up and walked around with it inside me. “Oh my god! I cried out and began to whimper as the orgasmic sensations ran through me. “Ungh, huh, huh, huh, huh.” Holding the wall so I wouldn’t fall down from my twitching, jerking limbs, I felt like I was spurting, but there was no relief. 
 
    I went into the bedroom and lay down, adding stimulation with pinching fingers on my nipples and stroking my little rod. “Huh, huh, huh, come baby, come, please?”  
 
    My heart raced, and I was breathing heavily as I worked everything I could. “Please! Let me have relief!” 
 
    I moaned and rolled on the bed. I humped my pillow and rubbed my nipples against the sheets. “Come on baby, let it go. Ungh, ungh, ungh, sig, sig, sig....oohhh, please?” I whimpered uncontrollably. I gyrated my bottom in the air and pumped up the plug some more. My body jerked and spasmed. 
 
    I grew tired and slowed down. It wasn’t working. 
 
    I lowered the vibrator to a slower level allowing it to send mild streams of pleasure up my spine. I lay there catching my breath and letting my heart slow down, wondering what to try next. 
 
    I thought about the toy-store boy and how nice he was. Maybe I was headed in the right direction with him. Maybe I just needed more time doing that. When I had settled down, I went through my closet looking for something to wear on my next mission. 
 
    I slid on a sheer, black lace body-stocking, relishing the way it caressed my legs. Slipping it over my little buddy gave me another round of twitches, which lasted until I slid the sheer fabric over my nipples and put my arms through the sleeves.  
 
    I sat on the bed and slipped on a pair of black skinny-jeans, shimmying my butt into the stretch fabric. I tucked my little guy down, zipped them up, and slid a black studded belt through the loops and fastened it. Looking in the mirror, my image told me no man could resist an improper advance from me. I put on a black denim vest and buttoned it to cover my hard and very sensitive nipples. 
 
    Black high-heel boots and jewelry completed my ensemble. A good dose of luscious perfume and fresh makeup with 24-hour lipstick made me into an irresistible object of desire. I winked at myself in the mirror, convinced I’d find release today. If it happened in these black jeans, at least the wet spot wouldn’t show. 
 
    Confidently, I loaded my purse with my things and with the remote control, I boosted the vibrations as high as I could stand and still function without twitching. My heart raced in anticipation of reaching my goal. 
 
    I drove across campus to the workout center. All eyes were on me as I walked up the sidewalk to the front door. All the boys smiled and winked as I strutted into the center. My heels clicked out my passage. When I reached the doors to the locker rooms, I looked around and took a deep breath. No one was in sight, and I slipped into the men’s locker room. 
 
    It smelled of freshly sprayed cologne, shampoo, and soap. Where should I go? Benches were fixed to the floor between the lockers. The air was thick from the steam of the showers. I continued on to the shower. 
 
    There, under a spray of hot water, was a boy with soap in his hair and a gleaming wet body. His muscles were cut in his arms and legs and ripples in his abdomen led down to a shaved and tasty-looking oral delight. 
 
    I looked around. We were alone. What would he do when he saw me? I placed my purse outside the shower on a shelf and walked into the steam. I knelt down in the stream of soap and water and looked up at him, waiting for him to turn toward me. 
 
    I must have looked like a beggar waiting for him to notice me. He finished rinsing his hair and turned around. His eyes popped open, and he jumped. “Ungh, shit! You scared me. Are you okay? Why are you kneeling on the ground?” 
 
    I gave him an evil grin with my head down and my eyes up. I undid the vest allowing him to see my breasts and hard nipples. I squeezed my breast. His rod began to grow. 
 
    I could feel his lust for me; I shimmied closer on my knees. “Get under the water so you stay warm,” I said. 
 
    He did, and the streams ran down his body and over me, as well, soaking me in warmth. I took his gorgeous thing in my hand and moved closer to take it in my mouth. I imagined my lips on myself as I bobbed my head on his shaft. When I ran my tongue over his tip, I shuddered, as he did at the same time. I could feel everything I did to him in myself. “Mmm.” 
 
    I tugged on his globes and squeezed his hard bottom as I madly bobbed my mouth on his velvet shaft. He moaned and put his hands on my head. “Ungh, that feels so good.” 
 
    I looked up at him, water running down his chest, accentuating each cut of his muscles, and he thrust into my face. I felt his pleasure in my own little rod, and I could tell he was ready. He pumped with each of seven spurts; I swallowed greedily while I felt the same orgasm in myself, but I didn’t spurt and I desperately wanted more. 
 
    This had to work. He pulled out and stroked my head. “Wow, that was awesome.” I felt another hand on my head. When I turned, there were three other guys standing there stroking as they looked at me. Their combined lust ran through me, filling me with desire. One of them couldn’t wait any longer. 
 
    I felt in myself the same thing he did as he jerked it and splashed thick streams from his gorgeous, spasming rod onto my breasts and face. “I whimpered, “Ungh, yes, more, yes, ungh, ungh.”  
 
    The water of the shower quickly washed it away as the next boy got under the warm water and turned me to him. I took him into my mouth ravenously, and he came quickly giving me the same pleasure. I moaned around his shaft as he said, “Ungh, yeah baby.” 
 
    The third was in my mouth in seconds, and I continued my mission, but I wasn’t feeling any less horny, no matter how many times I felt their orgasms myself. 
 
    I must have been there for two hours straight before I saw a man standing and watching me as I finished the last one. I looked at him. “Ready?” I motioned to him to come over to me. 
 
    He came over and took my hand. “Stand up.” 
 
    I did. I felt something from him that was different from the rest. It sent warm feelings of affection and love through me. It wasn’t lust.  
 
    He said, “No, I’m not ready for that. But I think you might have found what you need. Do you feel it?” 
 
    How could he know? The feeling I received from him was entirely different. It was deeper and made me want more than to feel his lust. I ran my hand through my wet hair and stared into his bright blue eyes, which were framed with jet-black hair. His smile was somehow one of recognition. 
 
    He took my hand and I followed his naked, Adonis-like body into the locker room. He handed me a towel. “Dry off as well as you can with this, and then go to the dryers on the other side.” 
 
    I dried myself as I watched him dry himself and dress. I was still aroused, but not like before. The sensation he gave  me made me want to find out more. I dried off as best I could with the dryers on the other side of the wall. He came out dressed in tight jeans and a white button-down shirt. He flung out his hand. “I’m Bradley; you can call me Brad.” 
 
    “I’m Daniela.” I reached for his hand. 
 
    He shook it. “Nice to meet you, Daniela.” He looked at my hand and rubbed the ring with his thumb. “I imagine it’s been hard for you so far. The ring is relentless.” 
 
    “You know the ring?” 
 
    “I had a dear friend who got stuck in it. Don’t worry. It will all work out.” 
 
    I had to find out what he knew. I had to see what happened to his friend. I looked up into those bright eyes. “Can we talk? I’ll buy.” 
 
    He looked at his watch. “I have a meeting in a few minutes. Why don’t I pick you up, and I can take you to dinner if you’d like. I know a nice French restaurant not far from campus. Say six?” 
 
    “Sure. That sounds great. I, uh...” 
 
    “Where do you live?” 
 
    I gave him my address, and he put it in his phone. “Can I have your phone number in case something comes up?” 
 
    “Of course.” I gave it to him. 
 
    “Thanks. Well, I have to go. Get some rest before dinner. I’m sure you must be tired from all the activity today.” He grinned. 
 
    “Uh, now that you mention it.” 
 
    “Till six.” He turned and walked out. 
 
    I left the locker room. I could feel the eyes on me as I made my way to the car. I almost walked back in and started over again, but the feeling Brad gave me was telling in some way. I had to get some rest and get ready to go out. 
 
    I reached into my purse and shut off the vibrator. 
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    At home, I took out the plug, took a hot bath and a short nap. I woke refreshed and optimistic for what lay ahead. I stared at my body in the full-length mirror, realizing how absolutely slutty I had made it. I brought my body down to more realistic proportions eliminating the Barbie-doll-ness of it. I made my face less dramatic. 
 
    I found a beautiful, feminine, flowered dress a few inches above the knee with a halter top. A crocheted cream sweater. Suntan thigh-highs slid sensually up my legs, and a pair of floral panties slid over my happy little guy. I no longer had the demanding drive to release but instead was overwhelmed with a luscious energy through my body. A feminine, kitten-like feeling of femininity and beauty. Cream-colored, strappy, five-inch heels made me into a beautiful, feminine flower. 
 
    Makeup in keeping with the theme, jewelry and a pretty floral perfume completed the effect. I looked at myself in the mirror and knew I was going in the right direction. 
 
    I slung my flowered purse over my shoulder and headed downstairs to wait for Brad. In a few minutes, he double parked his Audi A8, ran around it, and opened my door. 
 
    I slid into the leather seat, crossed my legs and leaned on the console, smiling at him as he hopped back in. “Hi, Brad. Thanks for doing this for me.” 
 
    He pulled back into traffic. “No problem. It seems we have something in common, and I’m sure you could use some support.” 
 
    “I sure do. It’s been hell and heaven at the same time. I’ve never experienced anything like it. Will I ever be normal again? Can I become a man again?” 
 
    He looked over with a sad look on his face and turned back to the road. “Whatever happens, it will be what your deepest inner desires require.” 
 
    I stared out the window, thinking, as I felt his warm fuzzy feelings for me. It wasn’t lust. It felt wonderful. He wanted to possess me. Make me his. 
 
    “You changed your look a bit. You look wonderful. I mean the last look was undeniably irresistible, but this is much more attractive on you. That means you discovered something today that drove you to change.” 
 
    His hand rested on the console. I put my hand over it and squeezed it. “I think I have.” I throbbed in my panties thinking about what Brad would be like to taste, to pleasure with my mouth. I even thought about what it might be like to have him inside my bottom instead of a plug. A rush of energy surged though my body. I let out a gasp. “Do it!” the ring said. 
 
    “You okay?” 
 
    “Yes. Just think I need a drink.” 
 
    He pulled into the turnaround, and a valet took the car. Brad offered his elbow, and I held his hard bicep with both hands as he led me up the stairs. I wanted him and wanted him badly. This must be it. 
 
    The maître d’ greeted us and led us to our table in a booth by the window, shielded from others by floral-decorated panels that matched my dress almost perfectly. We looked out on the gardens as the waiter came into our little corner of heaven. 
 
    “Welcome.” He placed waters for us. “Would you like anything else to drink?” 
 
    I looked at Brad, and he motioned to me. I said, “Uh, yes, please. A double Blanton’s on the rocks.” 
 
    Brad said, “I’ll take a Blanton’s Manhattan.” He looked at me as the waiter left. “Double Blanton’s? Not very ladylike. I think you may yet become a man again.” 
 
    I laughed and slid closer to him so my thigh touched his. I smiled at him and looked around. I ran a finger gently down the front of my dress then across my thigh as I crossed my legs beneath the table. I landed my hand on his thigh. “This feels too good to want to be a male again. I just need to relax a little, and a double Blanton’s will do it.” 
 
    “I see.” 
 
    The waiter returned, and Brad raised his glass to me. “To finding your deepest desires and fulfilling them.” 
 
    We clinked and sipped. I took a long sip... half the glass. The cold, woody bourbon slipped across my tongue helping my heart to slow down. I took a deep breath and slid my hand on my thigh, caressing it. 
 
    I breathed in my perfume and made myself aware of my whole body and how good it felt to me right then. I slid my hand onto Brad’s thigh. “I feel so nice now. Everything changed when you saw me. Why?” 
 
    “Is that bad?” 
 
    “No. Just confusing.” 
 
    “Then don’t question it. You’re feeling what I feel for you the same way you felt the lust of the others, right?” 
 
    “Yes, I did feel their lust. It took charge of me.” 
 
    “And so is this.” 
 
    “How did things end for your friend who wore this ring?” 
 
    “As they should. He was like you and found the ring in the same store.” 
 
    “But how did it really end? Did he become a man again or something like me? Was he like me at first?” 
 
    “Just like you at first. As a matter of fact, she’d been in a situation similar to what you were doing at the time I saw you.” 
 
    “So how did she end up?” 
 
    He looked at his drink and sipped it as he thought. “I’d rather not talk about it. It was very disconcerting.” He looked up at me. “But don’t worry. It wasn’t bad. I just lost her to her true desires.” 
 
    We talked, drank, and ate. It was lovely. Brad was a professor of quantum physics at the school and taught graduate students, though I’d never had him for a professor. The more we talked, the more I felt for him. It seemed to radiate back and forth between us. I knew this was love. 
 
    I’d never had much luck with girls; I’d had girls as friends, but not as girlfriends. I loved to be around them and observe the way they moved and dressed and talked. It captivated me. But a girlfriend? Nope. 
 
    As we sipped our espressos, I held his hand in mine on my lap. “So, do you think I’ll find my answers? I think I might have already. I mean, with you I feel very different than I’ve ever felt with anyone else.” 
 
    “I know. I’m sorry if I seem hesitant, but... My feelings for you are strong. I know I’m as in love with you as you are with me.” 
 
    “Yes! I knew it. I can feel it.” 
 
    I put my hand in his lap and felt for him. He was soft. He put his hand on mine and pressed down. “That’s nice, but I don’t know if we should start something we can’t finish.” 
 
    “Why couldn’t we finish it? Can’t we be together? We love each other.” I needed him to take me tonight and end my longings. He had to be the one to be able to do it. 
 
    He laughed as he saw my concern. “Oh, princess, don’t be worried. I just meant tonight. I have to go home for an early flight tomorrow. I’ll be back next Monday, and we can have the whole week together then.” 
 
    I blinked my eyes quickly to hold back the tears. I had to wait that long? What would happen to me? “Do you have to go?” 
 
    “Yes, I’m meeting a colleague at a research facility to review some data.” He gently touched his hand to my cheek. “You’ll be okay. As a matter of fact, it will probably help gel your desires so you’re ready when we meet again.” 
 
    I put my hand in his lap and looked around the restaurant. I squeezed his limp flesh. “Let me do this now for you. I have to see if it changes me any. If I can, uh...” 
 
    “Release?” 
 
    “Yes. Please. It would be such a relief.” 
 
    He looked around. No one could see a thing and the tablecloth went to the floor. “Go ahead. Slide under the table.” 
 
    I slid onto the floor. He had his pants unzipped and had it out. I stared at it sitting there, limp. I’d never had a guy take out a limp one yet.  
 
    I grasped it and pulled on it. I took it into my mouth and sucked on it. I ran my tongue around it, and it began to grow in my mouth. In a minute, it was fully erect. Was it ever! It was clean and smelled of cologne, silky and hard. Everything was shaved smooth. I relished the feeling of it in my mouth as well as relishing what I was feeling myself.  
 
    Again, I felt what he did. Soon, he was at the edge and had his hands on my head as he thrust into me. I was also on the edge. My head banged under the table just as we both spurted the first gush. I felt it on my stockings. Oh god! This was it. 
 
    He grunted quietly above me as he finished his ten luscious, mouth filling gushes into me. My panties and stockings were soaked. 
 
    I composed myself and listened. No one was around. I slid back up. He smiled. “It worked, didn’t it? You messed your panties.” 
 
    I laughed. “Did I ever!” I grabbed the linen napkin and wiped my legs and panties under the table. “It felt so good. Thank you. You sure you have to leave?” I hugged his arm to me. 
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    I woke the next morning in love. The feeling made me a new person altogether. I was excited for what lay ahead, but scared I would never be a man again. Why I was scared, I didn’t know. I loved my new self more than I’d ever loved myself before. I decided to be what I was today and immerse myself in feminine pursuits. 
 
    Of course I had laundry to catch up on, and cleaning, but when that was all done, I put on some walking boots, a knee-length denim skirt and pink turtleneck and went for a stroll in the park. After that, a coffee by the river, lunch at the art museum, and a stop at the bar down the street for a drink before deciding what to do at night.  
 
    The bar was pretty empty, given how early it was. I ordered a pomegranate martini. It was such a pretty color. I sipped the slightly sweet, slightly sour cocktail, daintily looking at my long-nailed, pretty hands and that ring on my finger. I rubbed it and mentally asked it if I’d be okay.  
 
    “As long as you follow your desires.” 
 
    “Hi, anyone sitting here?” I looked up at the guy holding the back of the seat next to me. 
 
    “Uh, nope.” 
 
    He sat and put his hand in front of me. “I’m Rod.” 
 
    “Rod, huh?” I laughed and shook his huge hand. 
 
    “Yeah, they call me Big Rod.” 
 
    And big he was. He must have been close to seven feet tall. His eyes took me in, and one leg rested against mine. I could feel his lust and it felt good. Shit. 
 
    We talked about the weather and school and the holiday break. He was nice enough. I didn’t get the same feeling from him that I did from Brad, though. But he did make me very very horny again. He bought my drink and two more after that. By then it was time to get something to eat. 
 
    He said, “Let me buy you dinner. Right down the street there’s a great Thai place. If you like Thai, that is.” 
 
    “I’d better not.” I wanted to. 
 
    “We can go to a French restaurant I know across town, if you’d rather. We can go home and change, and I can pick you up. It’s a classier restaurant.” He said the name. It was the one Brad took me to. 
 
    “Uh, I’d really better not.” I wanted to so badly. He squeezed my thigh gently. “C’mon. It’s just dinner.” 
 
    His lust filled me with my own, and I was nearly helpless now. What else did I have to do, anyway?” 
 
    “Okay. Sure, why not?” I rubbed his hand on my leg. Then I slid my hand onto his leg and up to his crotch. He was huge and not even hard all the way. Damn. I couldn’t resist him. Maybe I’d be able to finish with him, too, like with Brad. 
 
    “Six okay?” 
 
    I looked at my watch. “Six thirty. I’ll have to shower and get ready.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    He smiled, and I gave him my address. 
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    I rushed back to the apartment and got ready. I don’t know why, but I felt I had to clean out and put that damn inflatable thing in me. It felt so good. 
 
    I had to be careful with this guy because he might freak if he found out what I really was. Not like Brad, who already knew. 
 
    Of course, I dressed especially sexy since I felt that way. I even made my body more Barbie-like again. 
 
    He parked down the street a few cars down and ran up to the door with his long legs moving him quickly. I came out of the apartment and took his arm. He led me down the sidewalk, with me taking tiny steps in my fetish-ly high heels, clicking down the pavement.  
 
    The vibrator inside hummed silently as it massaged me with each step, making my walk even sexier and more seductive. I was like a cat on the prowl, and I would have my prey. I slid into the car, and Rod’s eyes went wide as he looked at my legs. 
 
    He slid in and drove off. “Wow,” he said. “You look different tonight. Really hot.” He flashed a smile then looked back to the road. 
 
    “Thanks.”  
 
    I put my hand on his crotch and squeezed it. “Good girl,” he whispered. At the light, he unzipped his pants. “Go at it if you want to, baby. I’ll be ready for you later, too. It doesn’t take long for me to recover.” 
 
    I dug his huge meat out and dove onto it like a hungry lion. I was immersed in feeling all the things I made him feel, and I felt the car slow as he made a sharp turn. He came like a firehose, and I swallowed each mouth-filling gush, or so I thought. I felt the orgasm myself, but my panties were dry. Now I had done it—I was stuck in nympho-mode again. 
 
    The door opened on my side. I heard, “Sorry,” and the door shut again. I sat up quickly and adjusted my clothing. Rod put himself away. When we were ready, I looked to the window, and the valet opened my door, looking at the ground. “Sorry, madam. I didn’t mean to disturb.” 
 
    I took his hand and got out. His eyes were diverted from me as Rod came around and took my arm. He whispered in my ear, “That was awesome.” He led me in. The maître d’ greeted us and gave me a strange look. Did he recognize me? Would he care? He looked closer at my face and the front of my dress. “This way. I have the perfect booth for you two lovers.” 
 
    He led us to the same booth I’d had with Brad. When we were done ordering drinks, Rod looked at me and laughed, then grabbed a linen napkin. He wiped my cheek and chin and dipped the napkin in water to wipe the front of my dress. “Sorry, it seems some leaked. I tend to have more than a mouthful each time.” He laughed. 
 
    My face flushed. “Is that why he was staring at me?” 
 
    “Hey, the French don’t care. They have bathrooms on the street and do it by fountains. Relax.” 
 
    I was pissed at myself for doing this, but I felt out of control. We ate dinner, and I went under the table for a treat. We drove home, and he finished in my mouth in a parking spot on my street. 
 
    “Wow, that was a hell of a night. What are you doing tomorrow?” Rod asked as he zipped his pants up. 
 
    “Uh, I have to go out of town.” 
 
    “Really? Too bad. Oh well, maybe some other time?” 
 
    “Uh, I don’t think so. I wasn’t myself today. I don’t know what came over me.” 
 
    “You don’t like me? Hell, you gave me four BJ’s today. Are you some kind of nympho?” 
 
    “Yeah. I guess.” 
 
    “That’s okay. I can help you. Maybe we can do it another way, and I can satisfy that for you. Most women are exhausted when I’m done pounding them.” 
 
    “It won’t work. I have to go now.” I grabbed my purse from the floor and opened the door. Images of him pounding me made me want him. Maybe that would do it for me. But he’d see what I was. Did I care? He could kill me. 
 
    He grabbed my arm. “At least let me have your number. Maybe you’ll change your mind. Or at least let me give you mine.” 
 
    I looked inside the car at him. If I had his number, I could just call if I had a desire to. I imagined him banging me. I stuttered and stammered. “Uh, I, uh, no I can’t. There, I said it. Thanks for dinner. You’re a nice guy, but not for me, okay?” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    I shut the door, and he drove off. 
 
    I went upstairs determined that I’d sleep well and have a fresh new day to try again. 
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    I finally fell asleep after tossing and turning and playing with myself, trying to release. When I woke up, I was humping my pillow and squeezing my breasts again. 
 
    “Ungh, ungh, huh, ungh, huh, whimper. Oh my god, STOP!” This feeling was relentless. I leapt from bed and put on my pink satin robe and fuzzy heels. I looked in the mirror and put on my non-Barbie body. “There! Stay away!” I said to myself. 
 
    I made breakfast. I was shaking as I did, afraid of what I’d do that day. I thought about Brad, and it provided some relief. The horniness became sensuality and femininity. I knew what I’d do the next few days while I waited. 
 
    I planned the day of his return. He’d be back in town by noon, and I’d have everything ready for us. I found a nice hotel nearby with a honeymoon suite. I put it all on a credit card and set up flowers, dinner, special sheets, drinks, all of it. We’d have a night of bliss. I hoped. 
 
    I shopped at the thrift stores and salvation army for a used dress. A special dress. I found it. I found special stockings, shoes, purse, jewelry, hair accessories, and everything I could think of to make the ensemble I would wear perfect. I wanted us to bond and join together forever. It had to be perfect. 
 
    When I had done all I could do, I read romance novels, watched sappy movies, and stayed inside as much as I could.  
 
    He called on Monday when he landed. “I’ll be at the hotel after I swap suitcases. You said to wear a tux if I had one? What’s up with all of this?” 
 
    “You’ll see. I want us to have a special night.” 
 
    “I have a tux. I’ll wear it.” 
 
    “Good. I can’t wait to see you. I love you, Brad.” 
 
    “I love you, too, princess.” 
 
    I grabbed my suitcase and the dress and went to the hotel. The room was set up as I had asked, with flowers and red satin sheets on the circular bed. Cold appetizers were arranged on plates around the living area. A table was set for the hot food when it arrived later. All I needed was to get ready. 
 
    I had already showered and cleaned out at home. I did my makeup, hair, and jewelry and then dressed. The outfit I had chosen gave me a chill when I looked at myself in the mirror. Was I really doing this? 
 
    Lace-top white thigh-highs graced my legs in sheer finery atop strappy white shoes with five-inch heels. This of course matched my newly pedicured and manicured white toenails and fingernails.  
 
    When I lifted the short hem of the lace-covered white satin dress with the white crinoline beneath, the sheer white crotchless panties showed my little guy standing proudly beneath it all. It was flanked by pink-flowered, white satin garters at the top of the stockings. 
 
    My breasts were held firmly in the dress, revealing creamy cleavage. The fabric was just above the sensitive nipples that were delighted when I twisted or turned, rubbing them against the satin of the dress. 
 
    I looked myself over in the mirror, put on my wedding veil and turned, observing myself as I did. I was a hot, sexy bride waiting to lose her virginity to her love. I sprayed perfume over and under everything, and it made me feel as if I were riding on a cloud of flowers. 
 
    I slid my favorite wedding ring on and stared at it. My fantasy of being a sixties woman, committed to serving her man in anyway necessary. I loved that fantasy of mine. I felt heavenly. 
 
    I walked into the living area. A knock came at the door. “It’s me, Brad.” 
 
    I ran in tiny steps to open it. I threw my arms around his neck and wrapped my legs around him. “I missed you so much.” 
 
    He laughed and swung me around, kissing my cheek. “Mmm, you smell lovely and look like a dream. Are we getting married? You look like a bride.” 
 
    “I hoped so. But this is just for practice right now.” 
 
    He put me down. “Okay. If this all goes well, and you lose the ring, and you are still who you are after, then we can get married.” 
 
    “What do you mean, if I’m still who I am?” 
 
    “Come here.” He walked to the bar and poured us drinks. He took me to the sofa, and we sat. “You see, I wore that ring years ago.” He sipped and watched me. 
 
    “Really?” 
 
    “Really. I was like you. I had become a feminized male who identified with femininity and the female roles and gender. Or so I thought.” 
 
    “What happened?” 
 
    I had a night not unlike this one we’re about to have. But after we made love, I snapped back into being a male. It was what I really was inside, and my deepest desire was that. It came out and ruined what I had accomplished. But a male is what I am. Ever since, I’ve wondered if that ring ever blessed anyone else with its insight.” 
 
    He held my hand and looked at the ring. “So, you see, unless you know your true desires, you don’t know what you’ll get when this is done. You may be like the crossdressers who purge their clothing after they’ve had a dressing session and gotten disgusted with it. You’d snap back into the man of your ideal image.” 
 
    “No, impossible. This is much more than my old crossdressing.” 
 
    “Honey, you just don’t know.” 
 
    I was unsettled. How could that happen? I didn’t want it to. I knew what I wanted. I wanted this with all my heart. I wanted to be Brad’s bride and to live as a woman, keeping my little male buddy. What if we made love and it all went away? I sipped my drink and stared blankly into the room. 
 
    Brad ran his hand along my shoulders. “It’s okay, Daniela. If you’re meant to be this way, you will be. If not, because it’s not in your heart, you’ll return to what you were at the beginning.” 
 
    “Did you want to return to being male? Is that why it happened to you?” 
 
    “I did, but I didn’t realize it at the time. After it was over, though, I knew what I was and never wanted to present as a female again. That whole side of me left.” 
 
    “Do you miss it?” 
 
    “I should. But strangely enough, no.” 
 
    I thought about it and got up to pour another drink. I guessed it was a win-win situation, really. I wouldn’t be stuck in the middle all the time like I used to be. I leaned against the bar, looking back at Brad. “What if we didn’t do it? Then would I stay Daniela?” 
 
    “I suppose. If you could live this way. With the unfulfilled desires, that is. It would be hard.” 
 
    “I guess it would. I’ve been going crazy this week.” I walked back over and seated myself next to him. I put my hand on his leg. “I love you no matter what. What happened to your lover before?” 
 
    “She left.” 
 
    “She?” 
 
    “Yes, it was different. She didn’t want a man. I reverted to one. She left.” 
 
    “I see.” I took a deep breath and looked around. “Well, we can’t waste all of this. I say we enjoy what we have now and see what it brings.” 
 
    “Good decision. Relax. Enjoy.”  
 
    We had some more to drink and ate the chilled crab claws, oysters, and raw clams. The food was as sensual as I felt. 
 
    I kissed Brad’s lips, put my hand on his crotch as he sat next to me on the couch. “If I stay this way, I should probably make myself the way I want to stay, right? I mean, my body and so on.” I rubbed him through his pants, feeling him grow. 
 
    “That would be a good idea, since once the ring goes, you’ll remain in whatever body you have. Unless you revert to a male. Having it exactly as you want it might help set the desire and obtain the result. Why? Is this not the way you’d like to look?” 
 
    I sipped my martini, feeling its effects. I looked up to the corner of the ceiling, thinking. “I guess it is, but I also want to be what you want. Should I be taller or have bigger breasts?” 
 
    He laughed. “You’re perfect as you are unless you want to change it. Do you want to be the Barbie-doll you were?” His cock throbbed in his pants telling me he wanted that.. 
 
    “Only if you want it. I thought that version was too extreme. Like a caricature, almost.”  
 
    “I guess.” 
 
    I sipped and looked at him while I felt his hardness. I wanted to see how he would respond when I told him what I was thinking. “I always admired tiny women. Their pretty little shoes and feet, their tiny hands. It makes them seem more vulnerable, and it’s easier for the man to lift them, move them around, command them. Easier for the man to dominate and easier for the woman to submit to him.” I smiled and winked. 
 
    He throbbed and shifted a bit in his seat. “Mmm… So you’d like that? Being a submissive, sexy, woman? Like a sixties woman? Always feminine and pretty, never wearing pants, only dresses and skirts, always in gartered stockings or pantyhose, girdles pushup bras. Serving men.” He grinned. 
 
    My hand felt him throbbing and growing some more. He said, “I always liked petite women myself. That’s what I became when I had the ring.” 
 
    I put my drink down and stood before him. “Good! Because that is exactly how I want to be.” I held my arms out. I shrank down to five feet tall; my hands and feet became tiny, and the clothing and shoes shrank to size, as well. “Wow, this is so neat! I hope I can keep it.” 
 
    I sat and looked at my feet. The five-inch heel made my arch even higher in this little shoe. I looked at the size—it was a size 5. How pretty! My tiny toenails were so cute. 
 
    I looked at my hand. It would be useless as a man’s. I pressed it against his pants and gauged the size against him. “I think I can make it even a little smaller and still wrap enough of my fingers around your lovely shaft.” I laughed and made them a bit tinier.  
 
    He laughed. “Very cute. Quite dainty.” 
 
    “Thank you.” I ran my hands over my body, checking that everything was as I wanted it. I felt my breasts. “Hmm. Maybe a little more? With bigger nipples?” 
 
    “Don’t get carried away again,” he laughed. 
 
    “There. I’d guess that’s a 34E or so. Look okay?” 
 
    “Lovely.” 
 
    I felt my bottom and my thighs. Shapely and soft, but not too much bottom or hips. I lifted my dress and looked at my little buddy standing in the crotchless panties. “Maybe he should be just a little bigger.” 
 
    We watched it grow. When it reached about five inches, I stopped. “Is this good, or too much?” 
 
    “I think you can still hide that. It’s still cute, but there’s more to love.” 
 
    “Okay, then I’m done. I’m ready—a size 4, petite, little woman. It feels so nice. I love it!” 
 
    I got up and took our drinks to the bar for refills. “Ready for dinner? I’m getting hungry.” 
 
    “Sure.” 
 
    I picked up the phone and called room service to deliver our meal.  
 
    “Thirty minutes.” I walked back over to Brad. “I have to walk around the room a little. This body feels so perfect for me.” I walked around then sat at the bar and crossed my legs. I looked into the mirrors; I sprayed on some perfume and sat next to Brad. “This is lovely.” I ran my hand over his crotch. “I have to see how they fit.” I unzipped his pants and took him out. 
 
    It seems even bigger now that my hands are tiny. “Mmm.” I stroked him. “So they feel okay?” 
 
    “They feel like heaven.” He ran a hand softly against my cheek. He was looking at my lips. 
 
    “Oh, I forgot, should I make my lips a bit plumper? That would probably feel good for you, too.”  
 
    “Uh...” 
 
    “There. I don’t look like a fish, do I?” 
 
    “Perfect.” 
 
    “Good. Let’s try them out.” 
 
    I took him between my lips and bobbed my head on his shaft. 
 
    “Oh, yeah. They are great. Maybe a little more on the top one.” 
 
    I grew it. 
 
    “Oh, yeah. A perfect orifice of pleasure.” 
 
    “Yes. I like them, too. I can feel your lovely velvet shaft on my lips so much better now.” I savored him gently and felt what I was giving him on my own. I felt his love for me flowing like a river through my soul. 
 
    He moaned a little moan and leaned back, grasping my head. I took him to the edge several times, and when I couldn’t take it anymore, a knock came at the door. 
 
    I stood and adjusted my dress. “I’ll get it.” 
 
    I opened the door, and a uniformed bellboy pushed in a cart. He placed the platters at the table and removed the covers, revealing two steaming Maine lobsters. He placed side dishes on the table and uncovered them. He stood with his hands behind his back and looked at me. I could feel his lust, and it turned mine on. 
 
    “Just married. You’re a lucky man, sir.” 
 
    Brad dug some cash out of his pocket. His hard-on still showed a tent in his pants. He passed the money to the bellboy in a handshake. “Thank you. I certainly am.” Brad looked at me. He motioned his head to the bellboy. “I think he likes you, honey.” 
 
    What? Was Brad offering him to me? My eyes popped open. “What, dear?” 
 
    “He likes you. Maybe you should give him a tip.” 
 
    I looked at the bellboy, who was wide-eyed. He was young and handsome. His pants showed his interest, and I felt his lust. “Uh, I, uh…” 
 
    “Oh, go ahead. Give the kid a break.” Brad smiled. 
 
    The kid looked at me, not knowing what to do, but he didn’t leave. I walked over to him seductively. “What’s your name, young man?” I touched his chest with my hand.  
 
    “Um, it’s Billy, ma’am.” 
 
    “Billy, would you like a tip?” 
 
    “Uh, your husband gave me one.” His eyes flitted to Brad and back. 
 
    I moved closer to him and nuzzled my head against his chest while I rubbed the front of his pants. “I know. But I can give you something for your tip I think you’ll like.” I grabbed him through his pants and tugged it, looking in his eyes. He smiled. 
 
    I knelt down and unzipped his pants. He popped straight up and out. I took him in my mouth, and in seconds, I swallowed his cream and felt his orgasm simultaneously with him. I didn’t leak a drop and only became more amorous from it. 
 
    I took my mouth off and licked my lips, looking up at him as I knelt there. He twitched and smiled and zipped up with a shaking hand. “Uh, thanks!” He ran off, pushing the cart out of the room. 
 
    I stood and hugged Brad, looking into his eyes quizzically. “What was that for?” 
 
    “It made you hornier, didn’t it?” 
 
    “Of course. You know I can’t come with others. I just feel theirs.” 
 
    “Exactly. All the better now for you to savor your food and anticipate what comes later.” He bent down and kissed me deeply on my new lips. It was heaven. 
 
    The level of arousal I was feeling made colors brighter, scents stronger, tastes more intense. Every sensation—like my nipples against the dress, stockings gliding against each other, and my little guy throbbing—was stronger.  
 
    This caused our dinner to be an ethereal experience on its own. It was fine dining in every sense of the word. Hedonistic pleasure multiplied by one hundred. When we were done, Brad asked, “Ready for dessert? You did order it, didn’t you?” 
 
    “Uh, I didn’t, but we could if you’d like some, dear.” 
 
    “I’ll call. Maybe something simple like espresso, ice cream, and whipped cream?” 
 
    “How about custard? I have a taste for custard. Nice, creamy custard.” 
 
    “Espresso and custard it is.” 
 
    He called it down, and before we had completely finished our wine, a knock came at the door. 
 
    Brad answered it, and the cart came rolling in, this time pushed by a large and very dark black man. His deep voice bellowed, “Congratulations, folks!” 
 
    “Thank you,” Brad said. He held the cash ready for the tip. The man put a bowl of custard with a silver scoop on the table with two martini glasses. He stood, hands behind his back. “Anything else, sir?” 
 
    Brad looked at me. Oh my god. He wanted me to do this guy, too. I felt the man looking at me and made sure to lean down to the table to show him my cleavage as I inspected the custard and sniffed it. I went to him and gazed up into his eyes. “Is it good?” 
 
    “Yes ma’am.” 
 
    I moved close to him and put my hand on his chest. “Can I trust you?” I asked as I gazed into his eyes with an evil grin. His eyes flicked back and forth between Brad and me. He wasn’t sure what I was doing. 
 
    “Uh, yes ma’am. You can trust me.” 
 
    I ran my hand up and down his chest, each time getting a little lower as I asked, “Then you wouldn’t mind if I gave you a tip? A special kind of tip? My husband wants to make me hornier, and I love custard.” 
 
    “I’m sorry ma’am. I’m confused.” My hand went to his crotch and rubbed it. “This is nice. Could I eat the custard off it? You know. Something nice to dip in it.” I squeezed his growing rod and felt his lust. 
 
    He looked at Brad. Brad smiled. “Would be great if you could help. Just a few dips and licks, if you don’t mind.” 
 
    The man flashed a huge smile. “Sounds like the best kind of serving I’ve ever done.” He laughed a deep laugh and took his gargantuan rod out.  
 
    I dove on it with both hands and my mouth. The hell with dipping it. I was so fully involved in it, I didn’t stop. I could feel his pleasure, and it was intense. Soon, he held my head tight and pumped six huge gushes into my throat while I looked up into his eyes. Under my dress, I orgasmed simultaneously six times without a drop. I became even hornier. 
 
    I let that wonderful thing out of my mouth, licked my lips and stood. “Thanks, that was great custard.” 
 
    He laughed as he zipped. “It sure was ma’am. It sure was.” He nodded to Brad and pushed his cart out of the room. 
 
    I looked at Brad. “What are you doing? Trying to make me crazy? Now let’s make love before I do go nuts.” I wrapped my arms around his shoulders and jumped up, wrapping my legs around him.  
 
    He laughed and carried me to the bar. “Anticipation is good. It makes it special.” 
 
    “I’ve been anticipating forever! I need you inside me to make me gush. That’s what I want, and I want it now.” 
 
    He poured a drink while I hung on him. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    I think we should slow down. He set my bottom on the counter. I let him go, and he poured me another drink. “As small as you are now, I might not fit.” He handed me the drink. 
 
    “We’ll go slow.” I sipped it. “I don’t want to get drunk. I want to feel every bit. 
 
    “You will.” He drank his drink down and began pouring another. “I want to last. One more, okay? Let’s sit, then I’ll carry you across the threshold.” 
 
    We sat on the couch and sipped our drinks. He pulled my legs onto his lap and massaged them. “Mmm, so silky and soft. They’ll look nice pushed back by your head.” 
 
    “That feels good. I’m tingling all over.” I drank my drink down. “Done yet?” 
 
    He laughed. “Okay.” He slugged down the drink, put it down, and scooped me up in his arms. He carried me into the bedroom and tossed me like a doll onto the red satin sheets. He took all his clothes off while watching me. I pulled the wedding veil over my face. 
 
    “Why are you hiding?” 
 
    “I’m not. Just being sexy, silly. It’ll come up when it’s time.” 
 
    He slid onto the bed and wrapped his leg over me. He tugged my dress down to let my breasts sit above it. He sucked my nipples and squeezed my breasts. My head rolled on my shoulders as the electricity ran through my breasts and down my spine, electrifying me. God, that felt good! I moaned and whimpered while I held his head gently. “Oh sweety, mmm, so nice.” 
 
    His other hand slipped beneath my dress and caressed my rod, stroking it. I wanted him inside me. I pulled myself free and rolled onto my knees. I looked back at him. “The lube is on the nightstand.” 
 
    He took it and lubed himself then wiped his hands on a tissue. It throbbed in the air. “Hope it fits.” 
 
    “That’s why we start this way. It’ll go in easier from behind.” I patted my butt. “C’mon in, baby.” 
 
    He slid over and positioned our bodies. I put my face and shoulders on the bed and my butt in the air, and I waited. His tip was wet, and the pressure felt nice. Then he pushed harder. I could feel what he felt in my own rod under the dress. “Push, go ahead. I’m relaxing, push.” 
 
    He did. It was very tight, and I felt some pain as it stretched, but it wasn’t unmanageable. It was good pain. “Uh, huh, god, yeow, oh, yes. Yes, Brad. It’s going—that’s it, honey, keep pushing. Ungh! Mmm.” 
 
    He forced it in slowly until I had all of it. Currents raced through my spine and through my whole body. I felt what he felt, as well, and I was intensely tight for him. He stroked slowly, and we got into a rhythm. His hands clenched my hips, and the bed made a thumping sound. This was incredible, but I knew what I really wanted. I looked over my shoulder at him but couldn’t see him well. “Okay, we know it can fit. Let me get on my back. I want to look into your eyes when we come.” 
 
    He slid it out, and I felt as if I had lost something wonderful. Soon, he had my heels in one hand behind my head, holding my legs back, and I was guiding him into me. When he was in, he grasped my rod and stroked it.  
 
    I whimpered. “No, no, let go. It’s too much. I already feel what you feel.” 
 
    He let it go and pushed my dress back, tucking it in the top. My bare breasts jiggled with each thrust. I looked up at him through the veil. I looked into his eyes. “Ready?” 
 
    His face was contorting with his efforts. My head was banging the headboard. I lifted the veil behind my head and locked eyes with him. “Now, make your wife come! Ungh, ungh, huh, huh, huh, huh huh huh huh...yes!” 
 
    He pounded into me over and over; I felt all our combined pleasure. My rod was flailing about in the air above his, which was thrusting inside of me. Little drips flew off my tip with each thrust. 
 
    “Ungh, god, Brad, this feels so good. Fill me, honey. Come inside me and make me come with you. I’m so ready.” 
 
    He looked intensely into my eyes and leaned down. He kissed my lips and started to thrust. Then we locked eyes again. His eyes widened, carrying a look of rage as he pushed himself into me so deep, I thought it would come out of my mouth.  
 
    He cried out, his enraged eyes looking into mine. “Ungh, yes! This is it. I’m ungh...” He pushed and clenched, then backed out some. “Ungh,” ram, “ungh,” thrust, “oh yeah.” He furiously pounded into me. He shoved it so hard and fast, my breasts didn’t know which way to bounce, and my rod was shooting huge spurts of cream all over me and my dress as it flailed around. 
 
    It seemed it would never end, and it felt as if we were floating somewhere in space and time—adrift with sensation as my heart raced and our bodies collided in one huge orgasm. 
 
    He fell onto me, crushing me to the bed. He was breathing as if he’d run a marathon. My position was definitely the easier of the two, but even I was having trouble catching my breath. 
 
    He slid off me, and I wrapped my legs around his as we embraced, my head on his heaving chest, listening to his pounding heart. I started to wonder when I would change, or if the ring was gone. I couldn’t see it, because my arm was stuck under him. We fell fast asleep. 
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    I woke to the sound of people talking in the other room. I straightened myself up a bit and walked out, still dressed from the night before. 
 
    Both bellboys from before were there, and they were smiling at me as I entered. Brad was trying to give them tips. 
 
    “No, sir. This one’s on us,” the tall black man said. He looked at me and smiled. 
 
    “Hi,” I said.  
 
    Brad looked at me. “They won’t take my tip, but maybe they’ll take yours.” 
 
    I looked at them and waited for their lust to enter me. It didn’t. I could tell they wanted what I’d given them before. I walked up to them seductively and ran my hand across their chests. “Hello, boys. Good to see you again.” 
 
    I looked at their pants. The young one had a tent, and the big one had a zucchini in his. I looked at Brad, and he shrugged his shoulders and, with raised eyebrows, he motioned for me to go to them. 
 
    I put a tiny hand on the front of each of their pants and looked into their eyes. “Sorry, boys. Just don’t feel it today. My husband wore me out last night.” I backed away and smiled. 
 
    They looked disappointed. “Sorry, ma’am,” they each said as they turned and left with the cart. 
 
    We sat down to breakfast, and I sipped some juice. I looked at my hands. A wedding ring but not the other one. The ring was gone. I looked to Brad, holding my hand up. “It’s gone.” 
 
    He nodded. “Thought so when you didn’t feel their lust and eat those two. Congratulations, honey. You made it. You’ll be what you are forever; you’ll never have to go through those trials and tribulations again.” 
 
    He toasted me with his juice. 
 
    We clicked and sipped. 
 
    “I didn’t even feel any arousal. I’m totally limp today and have no sexual feelings at all. It’s such a relief.” 
 
    “Yes. I remember when I used to feel what the other person felt all the time. So sad it goes away when the ring is gone.” 
 
    “It does?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah. You’ll just have normal sensations now.” 
 
    “Damn.” I thought about last night, and I didn’t even get aroused. “Will I be able to come or get hard again? Normally I’d be fine the next morning. This morning I was flaccid and uninterested.” 
 
    “Maybe. We’ll see. As you can see, I’m okay. But who knows? It’ll be okay. I can still fill you up and come inside you at night, and I’d let you give me BJ’s every morning, or at dinner like before, or in the car and so on. Just because you aren’t interested doesn’t mean you can’t be useful.”  
 
    I nodded and thought, staring at the plate. What if I can’t? That would be horrible. I looked at him and still felt his love. It couldn’t be true. I was always horny and having to take care of it. I hated it some of the time. Uh, well, I hated it most of the time. Being horny was a pain in the ass, and I hated when it interrupted my day. Damn. Could I get into satisfying him without being into it? I guess I’d have to try. 
 
    I thought a moment. “I have no clothes here to fit. I should have made some before the ring left.” 
 
    He said, “Oh well, you can wear the wedding dress home. Think you’ll miss the lust?” 
 
    I stood and walked over to him. I kissed his cheek. “Not as long as we make love like we did last night. I’ve never felt this good or satisfied. I love our love. Feels like I’ll never be horny again.” 
 
    “Good. The monkey is off your back. You can get us packed up while I shower, and then we can go home and change.” 
 
    “I’m not gonna shower?” 
 
    “Why bother? You don’t have clothes here, right? You look fine… Are you sore today? In your bottom?” 
 
    “Yes.” I opened my eyes wide at him. “Very.” 
 
    He smiled and nodded. “You’ll get used to it. “Maybe a plug will help keep you stretched so it doesn’t hurt so much when you’re penetrated. It felt great for me. I’m so glad you made yourself so small and tight, and those lips… wow. Two great receptacles for a man’s seed.” He winked. 
 
    “Receptacles? That sounds so rude.” 
 
    “Well, if you end up without any libido, what else are they? They won’t bring you any pleasure other than the pleasure you’ll get from serving men. Of course, that is what you wanted. To serve men, to submit to them and so on. The sixties woman.” 
 
    “I did say that, didn’t I? Oh god. What have I done?” 
 
    “Relax. You’ve satisfied your true desires, honey. When you get home, you can shower and figure out what’s for dinner. Oh, and we can shop for some sexy clothes for you so I can get hot by looking at you, as well as all the other guys who’ll be looking at you.  
 
    “Other guys?” 
 
    Well, I have a poker group on Fridays, and the physics board members on Mondays. Sometimes the guys from the golf club like to get together at night. They’d all love to see you dressed up like the doll you are. You can make snacks for us and serve us drinks. They’d love your plump lips and tight ass as much as I do.” He smiled and went back to eating. 
 
    He was going to share me? Before, I’d have loved that. Now I couldn’t even get hard thinking about it. It sounded like work. “Really? You’d share me like that? Even if I wasn’t interested? Even if I didn’t get hard?” 
 
    “They won’t care if you’re not hard. It won’t change how you feel to them. So what if it flops around and doesn’t do anything. It’s what your built for, baby. Look at you.  
 
    “Oh Brad. I don’t know about this.” 
 
    Oh, relax. You’ll love making men happy. Think of it as a new philanthropic method for giving back. You’ll make so men happy and give them what they want and need. They’ll love having an exotic thing like you to squirt in..” 
 
    “I see.” I had to say, at that moment, I wasn’t feeling his love, or any lust, just his possession of me. His object. 
 
    He had the nerve to continue. “Then you can do our laundry with your new sexy clothes and sky-high heels and cook dinner. You can move your things in today. It’ll be good to have you there, because I suck at housework. I’ll let you pick out your cleaning products so you have what you like to use. You could even get sixties swing dresses and those pointy sixties bullet bras. You’ll be such a hit!” 
 
    I stared at him in disbelief. “I’m a doctoral candidate doing research in quantum physics, like you do. When will I do that if all I do is stay home, clean house, and serve your friends like a sixties wife? Oh, yeah, and be a receptacle for men’s seed!  
 
    “Don’t be silly. Sixties women wouldn’t be worried about such things as physics. You have a new more useful purpose now just like you fantasized.” He laughed. 
 
    I see why you ended up male, you oaf!” 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    “You turned into the man you are so you could fulfill my deep desires. Desires I never knew were so deep.”  
 
    I sat and stared at the table and thought about my new role in life. The role I had fantasized about before, wearing a wedding ring, being a sixties wife, being an object of desire for men. Now I had to do it all without any libido, because I used to feel it was such a pain in the ass to have to satisfy my libido. This, I guessed, was better than the constant libido. I looked back up at him, staring blankly. 
 
    He smiled sweetly. “There. All better, dear? I’m glad you wanted all of this. It works out so nicely. Now, if you’re done with your self-pity, can you be a good girl and pass the French toast, honey? And maybe pour me some of that coffee? And I think there’s a newspaper outside the door; it would be wonderful if you could fetch it.” He smiled and waited for me.  
 
    I did my tasks and gave him the paper. 
 
    “When I’m done with breakfast, I’ll take a coffee on the sofa and reward you by letting you give me my first BJ with those sweet, plump lips of yours.” He winked. 
 
    “Yes, dear. I can’t wait.” Heck, this was what I was inside, wasn’t it? My fantasies were now my reality. I was now an object to be used as men pleased. I brushed my teeth and put on fresh lipstick before I poured his coffee and collected my reward in my upper receptacle.  
 
    As I worked on getting him to give me my reward in my mouth, he said, “Are you getting aroused dear?” 
 
    I shook my head no as I sucked and raised my eyes to his. I was totally flaccid. 
 
    “That’s okay. Don’t worry dear. It feels just as good to me.” He grabbed my head tightly. “Ungh, yeah, juicy-lipped bitch, ungh ungh ungh, yeah!” 
 
    He patted my head after he finished thrusting his seed into my mouth. He lifted my head as I knelt before him on the floor and looked into my eyes. “See, I didn’t even know you weren’t interested. Such a good retro-woman you make.” 
 
    He lifted my dress and looked at my flaccid thing. He laughed. You poor dear. Ha, ha, ha. Oh well. We can always get rid of that thing and make another receptacle instead. We’ll see if it ever comes back to life.  
 
    “It will. It has too.” 
 
    “Not really dear. Don’t worry. You won’t miss it. It only makes sense.” 
 
    “No, please.” 
 
    “We can discuss it later.” He looked at his watch. 
 
    I’ll call the bellboys and have them come up again. Then you can give them their tip you neglected before breakfast. It’s so rude not to tip.” 
 
    “Of course, dear. I should have done what you wanted. Call them now and I’ll take care of them. I’m sorry.” 
 
    “That’s okay dear. I’ll see if they have any friends that might want to come upstairs—maybe the cooks or maintenance staff. They can use both receptacles at once and you’ll be done before lunch.” 
 
    “Lovely. Thanks sweetie.” 
 
      
 
      
 
  
 
  


 
 
   
    If this book brought you excitement and pleasure, it would be great if you could leave a review and tell a friend about it or blog it out. Thanks! 
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