

To say it devasted me when I received a letter from Chromus Pharmaceuticals informing me that the trials for their Gender Swapping pill had been shut down, well that would be an understatement. I was more than devastated, more than drowning. I lost all hope and found myself circling in my mind with abject confusion. I had finally started to construct a new identity for myself as a woman and began putting the one given to me as a man behind me. But that had been, in that singular moment, taken away from me. No longer would I be able to show up to the Chromus building and participate in their world changing medication.

Yet now that feeling was starting to leave me. Dr. Smith came by and he didn’t say much, said he really couldn’t. That it would put both of us in too much danger if he did. I had to trust him. And how could I not. He was more than a doctor to me. He was a friend. Hell he was more than a friend. He was my lover. The first I ever had as a woman.

I remember those nights with him so fondly. Remember the times he removed his shirt, his body pressing down on mine. His lean form a sight of wonder to my new perceptions. But he had to go. I didn’t know if I would ever get to see him again. Ever get to enjoy his breath tickling my neck as he whispered into my ear, speaking of all the things he loved about my body. All the things that I myself loved so much about being a woman and not a man. I Loved the way he flipped me around and peeled my tights off my ass. Pulling my thong to the side and penetrating into my wet pussy. A pussy that soaked itself by his touch. I would never again know when or if I would get to feel him harden in my grasp, with a look of wanting in his eyes as he looked into mine.

Dr. Smith didn’t leave without providing me with hope, however. He did not leave without giving that to me first. And how foolish I was to doubt him. To allow myself for a moment to wallow in the belief that I had been completely abandoned. But I was a fool. A fool because I had never met a man like him before. But I had never been a woman before. And as a man I had never had that sort of love for myself, how could I expect another to have it for me.

The hope he left for me came in the form of a pill bottle, filled to the brim with tiny pink and blue pills. I just hoped it was enough to last me as long as would be necessary. Each one equated to twelve hours as a woman. If I was caught with them, it meant serious jail time, if not worse. But that one bottle, filled as it was, was all I had. My time as a woman was finite.

I tried not to focus on the negatives of it though. Not anymore anyway. And as I imagined the possible positives of my situation, I began to see some hope. Sure I could never again go to the Chromus building to take part in their trials. But I had a bottle for myself. I had it here with me. I didn’t have to wait a week for Dr. Graham to administer it to me at a scheduled time and place. This gave me freedom. The freedom to choose and decide where and when I could become fully woman. This would surely allow for me to better plan how I might choose to spend those twelve hours. It was fully under my control. I just had to be careful not to burn through too many of them too quickly. As long as I managed that, this could work out even better for me.

I took a week off of work. I had to give myself some space, some time. It was a necessity as much as it was a vacation. I wanted none of the life I have come to know as a man to touch upon the new world I wanted to create for myself as a woman. The only way to do that was to get some space. Get away from the people and constructs that knew me all too well. Or rather the ones that really didn’t know me at all, but put me in a box of their own perception and fought hard to keep me there. I needed the space.

Space to be a woman. And let’s get crass. Let’s get real. Space to touch my tits. Big and full. My fucking tits. Feel the weight of them. Far away from a society that might tell me such perfection is wrong, because it isn’t. Loving myself isn’t wrong. Feel the sensitivity of my nipples. Pinching and teasing them. Reacting to my touch by way of their stiffening. Damn, just thinking about i, made me want Dr. Smith’s mouth latching onto my nipples. Suckling at my womanhood. Filling me with that pure relaxation. The rush of new hormones like I had never felt before, until that tongue licked it’s way down my neck and over my breasts. Being loved by a man like Smith, that isn’t wrong.

Let’s take it further, deeper. Let’s take it to my pussy. Because that’s really where I like it. Where I like it so much it makes me squirm wanting more. Where feeling my soft delicate fingers nimbly work my clit stimulates my mind and body to moments of ecstasy. Taking the time to build up over the course of playing, getting wet. Getting more open. Opening for a cock. Smith’s cock, hard and wanting. Hard from my touch, my mouth. The way he would slide it over my clit, massage the tip against it. Every thought, every fantasy, circled back to him. I had to get him out of my mind, somehow.

I sat on my couch. The pill bottle in hand, contemplating all this. Perhaps just trying to convince myself now was the time to take one. Or trying to work myself up so much to the point I couldn’t handle not being a woman. My cock grew hard at these thoughts. But I didn’t want a hard cock. I wanted a wet pussy. I wanted my pussy wet. The bottle in my hand, a glass of water on the coffee table. I had already set myself up for it. Who was I trying to hide this reality from. Myself? Was I still afraid to admit I wanted this. Was taking this pill alone in my own house, fully on my accord, was that the final admittance that I truly wanted to be a woman.

Truthfully I already made the decision, the ritual artifacts I now had before me were proof of the decision I already unconsciously made. The bottle in my hand, a glass of water on the table, the tights and bra laying out on the couch. I had to just accept it. I was doing this today. I opened the bottle and picked a single pill out. Rolling it between my fingers. Here it goes. Back at it again. Back to what and where I belong. I placed the pill on my tongue and swallowed a mouthful of water. I laid myself down on the couch and waited. Waited for my mind to enter into the void of disassociation while my body underwent fluctuating changes until settling on my womanly form.

I blinked awake, coming to. Back in physical reality as I have come to know it, but with one clear difference. I was not a man but a woman. Scratch that. I was not a man, I was me. I gave my tits a squeeze and inhaled deeply, filling my lungs. I laughed with myself, no one else around to hear it. I laughed at the pure enjoyment of finding who I was, at knowing I was here, alive in this world. I picked myself up off the couch, regaining my balance. I reached for the panties resting on the cushion. Sliding them over my legs, fitting them snuggly to my plump ass. I grabbed a handful of my booty and gave it a shake. I was feeling frisky. Feeling the heat of fantastical passion. Next I slid on a pair of black tights. Real tight tights, that shaped my ass and hips perfectly. That left almost nothing to the imagination. I had what I loved, why not flaunt it, I loved the attention. Next I put on a white shirt made of thin fabric. I decided to skip the bra. Screw it, I was feeling dirty and naughty and damn fucking sexy. My nipples could be seen poking against the cloth. Perfect, like a sex goddess. That’s how I saw myself right now, and how I wanted others to see me. Because I wanted to get fucked.

It hurt not being able to see Smith, not being able to make love with him, here and now. Have him bend me over the arm of the couch, take me from behind and spank my meaty ass. But I couldn’t wallow in that feeling. And Besides Smith didn’t want me to, he wanted me to enjoy my body, wanted the work he put into these pills being put to good use. He was a forward thinker. I wasn’t going to waste his kindness in wallowing. No, I was going to take this gift he left me and find me another who might enjoy making love to a body as fine as this. And I couldn’t think of any better way to find that than to head into the city, where I had found mark. The first man to ever hit on me. I really wish I had gotten his number now, it certainly would have made things a lot easier. Yet there was excitement in the adventure.

I drove to the train station. Got my ticket and waited for the train to arrive. The waiting was important. It got me situated. As I looked at the others standing there, some with briefcases in hand, others laughing with friends preparing for a fun night out. It showed me something important. That I was an image in their world, but to them I was only ever this, not a doubt in their minds as they glanced at me that I may have ever been anything else. As I boarded the train with these people I left behind the worries and fears of my old self. Only having the clear mind of a human newly born and full of possibility.

The city is easy. By that I mean, I could go to any bar or club and most likely get hit on in no time. But I already experienced that. I’ve done it. I wanted to try something new. I wanted to be the seductress. And I wanted a challenge. I got off the train, a flood  of pedestrians moving through the station in waves, and I was but a speck of sand in this sea of humanity. I looked around taking it all in, then started walking.

I knew where to go. I headed to a coffee, a hip place with dreamers working on their laptops trying to make something of themselves, trying to find something they couldn’t get doing work for their soulless employers. That was the sort of man I wanted to win over. One with an imagination.

I entered into the cafe and approached the counter, “Welcome, what can I get your for you,” the cashier asked.

“A vanilla latte would be perfect.”

A man with a hard cock would be perfect, but a latte right now didn’t sound too be bad either. I wasn’t here for the coffee, but since I was here, might as well get something. I grabbed my latte off the counter and took a sip. I gave a quick scope around the cafe, searching for any potential candidates. And I spotted one with some promise.

He sat at the table alone, the chair across from him empty. He typed away intently and determined, tapping the keys of his laptop. Whatever he was doing, he was into it. I liked that. Even when he took a sip of his coffee, his eyes never left the screen. And he was handsome too. Thick and lush hair, a beard that he rubbed when thinking of what to type next. And a stylish pair of glasses. Definitely an artsy look but also equally as masculine. I loved that. I took another swallow of my latte and braced myself for impact.

Finding someone on a laptop was key. It meant they were a regular here. And approaching regulars at these types of places becomes part of the nature of such a place. They are far more open to interaction with customers than just some passerby. I know this of course because I worked in a cafe like this once. A long time ago, and as much as some things change, others remain the same.

“Hey what are you working on?” I asked as I approached him.

“Making my dreams come true, you know how it is,” he said, looking up at me. His eyes met mine and I knew I was in. I saw how the sight of me took him back for a moment, than a flush of delight washing over him as he looked me over. Noticing these subtle cues was an effect of the clarity I gained each time I entered this body, washed of my anxieties.

I shrugged my shoulders, and pulled out the chair across for him, “Not really, I’m not really chasing any dreams at the moment, I don’t think so anyway,” I took a seat and placed my latte on the table. He closed his laptop, and put his focus on me. Yeah, I had his interest, now I just had to seal it.

“So what is your dream?” I asked.

“I’m a potter, my dream is to just spend my days playing with clay, and making pieces others find interesting. Find interesting enough to support a simple life for myself.”

“That’s pretty cool. How’s it going?” I asked.

“Well, turns out,” he scratched at his beard, and for a moment I lost myself imagining stroking his cheek, “There’s a lot more marketing involved than just playing with clay. That’s why I’m here now, working on my website.”

“Can I see some of your work?”

“Sure,” he said, he reached into his pocket and pulled out his phone, handing it over to me. As he handed it over I brushed my hand against his, a little longer than could be reasonably seen as accidental. A smile stretched across his lips. I scrolled through his portfolio.

“These are really good,” I said.

“I’m still learning.”

“Maybe, but they are good,” I handed the phone back over, “I’d really like to see some in person,” I snuck my hand under the table and gave his knee a light squeeze.

He straightened up at my touch, “I have some at my apartment, if you’d like to come and check them out.”

“That would be perfect,” I said, sliding my hand up a little higher on his leg.

“I’m Nathan, by the way,” he said, placing his hand over mine.

“Claire, it’s nice to meet you. Let me just finish this drink and we can head out, sound good?”

“Sounds good.”

He lived in an apartment not too far from the cafe. We walked together. Mostly bullshitting. He talked about living in the city. What it was like. What he loved about it, and what he didn’t. How he just wanted to make enough to live in that apartment and play with clay. He had a simple dream, but it was beautiful in its own right. I liked listening to him. I liked giving him a shove on the shoulder as he made me laugh. He was a very jovial person. Good company. He didn’t doubt himself, and that’s what I liked most. He knew if he just kept working, things would fall into their proper place. I hoped he was right. For everyone’s sake, I hoped someone could give truth to that sentiment.

As we walked and talked I caught him sneaking peeks at my cleavage, at my nipples poking through my shirt. How could he not, it was their purpose after all. I gave him a seductive smile each time I caught him. If only he knew what I wanted him to do to these tits. He’d probably  stop in his tracks right here and now and feel me up. But we had to wait. Just a little longer, until we got inside his apartment.

He unlocked the door to his apartment and we stepped in.

“Welcome to my home,” said Nathan.

“It’s a nice place,” I said. It was. Nothing fantastic, he was an aspiring artist living in the city, one could only expect so much. And city apartments are small enough as it is. He kept it tidy and decorated with a plethora of different plants. Which I loved, I asked him about that.

“It’s nice to have a reminder of the natural and living world in a place like this. Too much concrete otherwise.”

“I get that. I always lived with at least some of a backyard. A little green at the least,”I said.

“Yeah, it’s important to remember just how alive things are.”

“It really is…” I placed a hand on his chest and over his heart, feeling the beating, “...and do you feel alive?”

He took a step closer, my hand pressed against his strong chest, “I don’t know, you tell me,” he took another step. I could feel his breath, soft against my skin. His eyes looking into mine. Connecting with me, leaving me with no doubt that he saw me as alive, and that I too saw him; alive and real. He leaned in closer. I shivered, goosebumps perked up across my arms.

Though I spoke no words, and thought no thoughts, from somewhere inside I begged for his lips to kiss me. He placed his hand above my cleavage, feeling the beating of my own heart against his palm. I leaned in as well, following his lead. His lips met with mine. Only a peck at first. He took his lips back, and instantly I wanted more. Needed more. My hand slid up his pecs and grabbed his shoulder. I pulled him in. For more of that which I wanted. This time came the passion. This time came his tongue; tapping against mine, his mouth opening closing with my own.

Now I felt the heat. The desire. His hand moved naturally from over my heart to over my breasts, feeling them through the thin fabric. As our hands ran along the other’s, as our bodies pressed against the other’s, and as our mouths connected, he took a few steps backwards bringing me with him towards the couch. Laying me down on the cushions, him on top of me, still kissing. His hand now sneaking underneath my shirt, feeling the fullness of my tits. Kissing my neck. He removed my shirt and kissed my chest. Kissing further down until he came to my nipples. His mouth sucking. I held to the back of his head, his thick hair between my fingers.

Now I had what I wanted, what I came for. What I took that little pill and changed for. And that was a man, one who would love on my body, and suck on my round nipples and tear away at my clothing and take me. His other hand found its way between my legs, rubbing my tight pussy over the tights, applying pressure to my clit as he rubbed. I wrapped my arms around him and dug my fingers into his back.

In time, our foreplay had me dripping for him. He could have whatever he wanted from me, he only needed to take it. And I knew that he would. I grabbed at his crotch and felt him hard beneath his pants. Now it was my turn to undress him. First his shirt, his muscular chest bare before me. I ran my fingers down, toward his belt. Unhooking it, unbuttoning his pants, pulling his cock out, hard in my hand.

“Mind if I have a taste,” I said.

“Please do,” he said.

I went down and licked the slightest bit of the tip. He tensed with pleasure, provided by my wet tongue. I wrapped my lips around the head and sucked off. He put his hands on my head. Wanting me to get down deeper on his shaft. Guiding me with a gentle ease farther down. His thick cock halfway in. My spit dripping down the rest of his shaft. I looked up, still sucking, he couldn’t have looked happier, could not have looked more enamored with what a woman was willing to do for him. And I was willing to do so much. How could I not be.

As I stroked his cock, and he stroked my long hair, I knew things would be alright. A weird way to find that out for sure, but I didn’t choose the time and place or the happening. But I knew in those moments, having him throb and ache in my hands, that my days as a seductive beauty were not over. That though the trials may have been shut down, I still had so much ahead of me. So much time to enjoy this world exactly how I wanted to. Perhaps even enjoy it in ways that have not yet been revealed to me.

“Let me return the favor,” said Nathan, his hands gripping my hips, his hands playing at the waistband of my tights until sliding them off along with my panties. He placed the palm of his hands on my legs and pushed at my thighs, spreading me open. Going in to have a taste of my sweet little cunt. Gliding his tongue across my clit, licking me up. By the time he was ready to insert a finger, I was already squirming, already wet with wanting. He pressed into my vagina, a palm resting on my stomach, I jerked my body up and down.

“Feel good?” he asked.

“Yea… that’s...keep it like that,” I said between exhales.

I knew that if he kept going at me like this I would want that cock in me soon enough. Just a little more and I would be wanting this man to take me as a woman.

And he knew I was ready. Knew by the way I squirmed and moaned. Knew by how my pussy dripped with juices.

“How do you want it,” he asked,  taking his cock in his hand, teasing it against my pussy, not quite putting it in yet.

“I want you to bend me over this couch and fuck me,” I said.

That’s what I wanted, I wanted to get fucked. Turned around, bent over, and fucked.

He was so happy to oblige my request. Of course he was. I wondered if he ever had a woman like me. Of course he never had a woman who was really like me. Who had a secret like I did. But did he ever have a woman with tits as full as mine, hips as wide as mine, an ass as fat as mine. That pill gave me such a perfect body. Such a gift. It was hard to imagine most men had the chance with something like this. Was that conceited, maybe? But the moments before such a handsome man puts his cock in you, it’s hard not to feel like the sexiest thing in the world. The moment you see into his eyes, how blessed he believes he is to finally have the opportunity to have you. To fully have you. I would chase after that look, searching for it wherever I had to. Just to find those who saw me in such a way.  But right now I don't have to search, I had it right in front of me. That is until he flipped me around and spanked my ass, standing behind me as I was bent over the edge of the couch.

There was no stopping him now. He spanked my ass again. And I knew his cock hungered for this pussy.

“You really want this pussy, don’t you baby,” I said, reaching back and spreading myself open.

“You fucking know I do.”

That’s right, come and get it, come and saddle on up and mount this ass. It’s all for you. He teased just a bit more and then slid on in. My pussy lips gripping to that thick as fuck cock as it entered. He grabbed my hips and pulled me down deeper on his shaft. Forcing it all the way in. That’s right, take control, make my body do what you want.

“Come on baby, fuck that pussy, make it yours.”

He exhaled, and pulled out. His cock slick from my juices, he gave it a couple of strokes, revving the engines. He eased in, and thrusted forward and pulled my hips back. My ass slapping against him with force.

“Oh god damn,” I cried, now that’s what I wanted. I wanted my life’s uncertainty fucked from out of me. I wanted pleasure so overwhelming there was no room left for any other sensation. He grabbed that ass, he spanked that ass, and he fucked that pussy. Thrusting and pounding deep. My tits bouncing, brushing against the cushions with each push.

He grunted to the rhythm of his thrusting. The animal inside him unleashed. Unleashed upon my body, ready to ravage for the fulfillment of its own aching desire. Fuck I loved it, and I loved being loud. And he made me cry out louder with each thrust of that hard fucking cock. Thick and slick. He reached up and grabbed a fistful of hair and pulled, tilting my head back, my moans projecting to the ceiling and echoing back.

“Fuck me.. Baby,” all I could do was beg for more. And all he wanted to do was give me more, take more. Take more inches for himself as he forced his way in deeper.

Then without warning a knock sounded at the door. He pulled out, his cock dripping with juices.

“Fuck,” he said.

“What is it,” I asked.

“I forgot, Josh was coming by, I wasn’t expecting...well... you.”

Perhaps it was being lost in the thrall of my horniness. But I suddenly had an idea, one I never had before. One that would really open up a new world of experience for me. If Nathan was willing to of course. And I so hoped he was. He ran his fingers through his hair, I could tell he was frustrated, but then why wouldn’t he be. Yet I wasn’t frustrated. I saw a wonderful possibility. And I only needed to make him see that possibility too.

“Perhaps, this could work,” I said, turning around and taking him in my hand, giving him a few strokes, “How about you ask your friend to join us,” I said. I could see the uncertainty on his face, not entirely opposed however, just uncertain. I just needed to make him certain.

“How about it?” I took his cock in my mouth, bobbing my head back and forth, spit drooling down my lips and coating his shaft. My fingers jerking that which didn’t fit all the way in. “Well?” I spit on his cock and stroked faster and faster.

“Okay.. okay, damn,” he pulled away, I had him on the edge and he didn’t want to blow just yet.

He rushed to put on his boxers, and went to answer the door. As he did, I could only make out a bit of what he was saying. I laid back on the couch, playing with my pussy, keeping myself warmed up while I waited for him to return, and hopefully return with a friend.

“Holy fuck, you weren’t kidding,” said his friend Josh. Josh was a type similar to Nathan. Handsome, artsy in a way, a bit more slender, longer hair, but a nice build. I eyed Josh up and down, as I spread my legs open and rubbed my pussy. He wanted it, I could see that, but he also seemed out of place, unsure of what the hell he just walked into. This wasn’t his world. It wasn’t… but now it was.

“She’s ready for you two,” I said, slapping my hand against my pussy.

Fuck, I also couldn’t believe this was real. That I was about to have two men at once, Have both of them drooling and wanting my body. Unable to contain themselves, taking me. Nathan took the lead and came over. I quickly had those boxers off and back on the ground. He was still hard for me, and I was still wet for him. I tucked my knees under my chest, and had my ass out for him to take.

“You know where I need you,” I said, spreading my cheeks.

“Fuck, I didn’t think you were going to be this naughty,” said Nathan.

Truthfully, neither did I. But I was excited to find out that I was. That I could get this down and dirty. Hell I loved it. How much more was there to my wanting that I didn’t yet know about. How much more would spontaneously present itself to me. I just had to be open to it. And with Nathan, shoving inside, I was real open now.

“Come on baby,” I said, giving my lips a lick, “let me get a taste of yours,” I said to Josh.

Josh made his way over to me, stepping out of his clothes as he approached. I held his cock in my hand. A nice cock, but not hard enough yet.

“If you want a turn inside, we’re gonna have to get you nice and hard first.”

“Show him how good you can suck a cock,” said Nathan spanking my ass.

“Oh, anything for you…” I loved him telling me what to do, demanding more from me. Commanding me to suck his friend off. I spat on Josh’s cock and started to stroke, lubing it up with my salvia. I felt his cock starting to grow hard for me. I opened my mouth and took him in, wrapping my tongue around the tip, flicking against it as I had him inside. I was getting filled up quite nicely. Nathan hitting my pussy from behind, Josh enjoying my mouth from the front. My body rocking back and forth down one and up the other.

“Don’t be shy,” I said to Josh, “you can enjoy me.”

He took my head in his hands, and gave small thrusts into my mouth. Not too deep, but enough to titillate the sensitive tip of his cock with intense pleasure.

Now this was certianly the way to fuck the uncertainty out of life. My body and mind completely overwhelmed with sensations coming in at every angle and side, at every moment. There was no time to think, only time to get used and fucked. This was the kind of love and desire and attention I could never have gotten as a man, never. But now as a woman it came so easily. And by the way Nathan tensed his body, and grabbed my shoulder, I knew the next thing to come was going to be him.

I stopped sucking Josh for a moment, but still stroked him.

“Fuck me harder baby, I want that cum on my ass,” I begged, “and then you’re next, Josh.”

“I can’t fucking wait.”

Nathan fucked me harder and faster, ready to claim that orgasm for himself. He gave a few more long full thrusts and then couldn’t hold it in any longer. He pulled out and stroked his cock a few times over my ass, his warm cum shooting from the tip of his cock.

“That’s it baby, give me all that cum.” I went to Nathan, and sucked the cum dripping down his cock from off of him, cleaning up our mess, “Now it’s your turn,” I said to Josh.

I pushed Josh down on the couch. He sat there, his cock standing up at attention. I brought my legs to the side of his body. My Pussy hovering above him. I took his cock in my hand, and teased it against my pussy. I sat myself down, Josh’s cock all the way in. I put my hands on his shoulders, and started to ride, started to move my hips up and down. He wrapped his arms around my back, holding me tight, pulling me in. His tongue, licking my nipples, as I bounced along. He grabbed for my ass, spreading it. Fuck he felt so good as I slammed and slid my body along that cock.

I didn’t forget Nathan, I grabbed for him too, stroking that already too sensitive cock while riding his friend. His friend who was about to let go himself.

“Just give me a little bit more, I’m so close,” I brought my pussy down, grinding my clit against his body. Ready to take what I wanted. Until I had no choice but to push him out, and collapse against his body. Josh pushed in a few more times and then pulled out. His cock twitched and jumped, I felt his cum sticking to my behind. I laid my head against him. Breathing heavily.

“Fuck you two are too much,” I turned over on to the couch and off of Josh. The two of them next to me, one on each side of me. I placed my hands on their thighs. Trying to regain my breath and my composure.

“Maybe we can all do this again sometime,” said Nathan.

“I think I can manage that,” I said, I turned to face his friend, “Josh?”

“Yeah, I think we should.”

I may of had only a limited number of pills left. But today was without a doubt a good use of that supply. My time as a woman would always be limited but sharing it with two men at once was certainly not a waste. Now that I knew just how overwhelming sex could be, how satisfying. I wanted to do it again. It more than paid off.

I wanted to stay with the two of them. Maybe eat and enjoy the rest of the night. Talk a bit. Something, I don’t know. But I knew I couldn’t. I spent too much time here already, and too much time in the city. I didn’t want to take any chances. I needed to give myself more than enough time to get back home for when I would change back to my old self again. I didn’t want to leave them, but it’s better to play it as safe as humanly possible. Like Smith said, if anyone found out, there’s no telling what dangers might befall us.

We said our goodbyes and left for the station. I hoped I would get the chance to see them again. But I knew there would be other experiences to have as well. If I learned anything today I learned that there’s no telling what I might find so long as I don’t hold too much to one thing. Too much to my expectations. But I would come back for them. At some point, to show my appreciation.
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