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What’s Next?

Every human is an artist. And this is the main art that we have: the creation of our story.

Don Miguel Ruiz

We sat across from each other at a table for two, overlooking the garden past the green and white striped fabric awning, shading the floor-to-ceiling windows at the Ritz in Mayfair, London. We visited London to see Janus’s paintings on display in the nearby gallery, which held an exhibition for Janus last night. Janus had become quite the rage in the art world, and I was his muse and model.

Janus bathed in our surroundings, as he sometimes did when we were somewhere different, special, or somehow inspiring to him. Sometimes, it could be simple surroundings, like a ride on the tube or a step into a less wealthy part of town. Or a sumptuous place like this. However, the sumptuosity didn't always guarantee the same immersion from him.

“Gabriel, I have always loved coming to this restaurant. Doesn’t it make you feel out of place and time? It’s almost as if we were transported to the Victorian era. The ornateness, exquisite attention to detail, the luxuriant quietness, making conversations easy and private.” Janus turned in his chair; sage-green velvet-upholstered, with matching leather padded arms. He took in a full 360-degree view of the gilded sconces and chandeliers, finely painted detailed carved cornices, and the hand-painted, cathedral-like artworks above. Radiantly smiling like a satisfied groom on his wedding night, he turned back and sipped his Sazerac, then looked at me, bliss on his face.

I chuckled. “Janus, maybe you should create a place like this rather than do flat art?”

“I’d love to. It’s so complex, yet elicits an utter simplicity in the emotions it instills. It’s more like something that has a life of its own, like a person. It wraps me in its arms when I enter.”

“Then do it. You can do whatever you want now. You have plenty of resources. Stick a Michelin-star restaurant in a place like this one but created by you. It would be fun.”

Janus nodded in agreement and sipped, then rolled his eyes. “It would be fun. Yes, to combine is to create. That is what I do. This is more than combining, though. It’s architecture and engineering. Now, to engineer…” He lifted his arms to the room like Christ speaking to the crowds. He moved them in a rotation, as if capturing the surroundings in his embrace. “To engineer… yes… Gabriel… to engineer…. now that is truly divine. Divine like your name is, my partner, messenger angel, and muse of a best friend. This is divine…beyond my abilities. For me to engineer something like this. I would need to be divine.” He chuckled and sipped, raising his finger to the waiter standing at attention, scanning the tables.

The waiter came over, a white linen towel on his arm. He smiled and waited. “Yes, could you please bring us two plates of six West Mersea, plain, with sides of Osetra caviar, water biscuits, and a bottle of Lusac Saint Emilion white Bordeaux?”

“Right away.”

Janus nodded. “Things even taste better in this environment.”

“Create it.”

“No. Engineer it. Not me. I’d make a mess. I’m an artist, not an engineer. I can take the energy from it, as I do from you as my muse, and make something from it, but I could never make something like this that imparts so much energy to others.”

“I bet you could. DaVinci was an artist and an engineer. Why can’t you be?”

“I’m not DaVinci. He painted and also made things that ran on energy. He harnessed energy and made it do things.”

“You harness energy. Your paintings already do. That’s why they’re so popular. They do what all artists wish they could do: make the viewer feel what the painter felt.” I sipped my own Sazerac and waited. Janus was an amazing man. I could feel his energy surging through him at times like this. If I could convince him to make the change, this could be a pivotal moment for him.

He nodded, his bright, fiery green eyes like lasers, and his tightly cropped reddish brown hair more like that of a military man than an artist. “I do that, do I?”

“You do. Now take it up a notch.”

“I suppose I might be able to take it up a level.”

“See? I told you.”

“No, not like you think. Buildings, decorations, and a restaurant are all forms of engineering that approach divinity. I’m talking about taking my painting up a notch. I can create by combining. That’s about it right now. But what if I engineered and not just combined? What if I took it up a notch by engineering a human form into something more than human? Into a god or goddess? A subject that would captivate more than the Mona Lisa. Could I? Might I inject a spark of life into the subject?”

I was nodding rapidly, leaning over the table at him, my eyes wide. “Absolutely! That you could do. You could create a modern god or goddess. Not something of myth but a being that, when gazed upon, instills only the finest of emotions. The most sublime and sensual sensations would emanate from the form in the painting. You could do a whole theme of it like you did for our Paris tour paintings, where you had me showing up like Waldo in the children’s books. This would be more focused, though, on the character rather than the surroundings.”

“Exactly! You were Waldo, or the observer as you became to be known from the paintings, leading people to the wonders and beauty in their surroundings. This will lead them to you! What better subject could any artist have? I feel so much from you as I paint. All I have to do is focus on it.”

“You feel things from me?”

“Yes, we’ve talked about it many times. You know that.”

“But I thought you were talking about inspirational feelings.”

“No, no. It’s much more than that. It’s similar to the energy this room gives me. That’s what I get from you. Sometimes, it’s overwhelming. Sometimes it’s otherworldly. Sometimes, it knows no race, gender, or species.”

Our oysters, caviar, and wine arrived with a quartet of servers and were promptly placed. Janus squeezed and rolled the cork in his finger and thumb, sniffed it, and tasted the wine. He nodded. They poured it for us, and the quartet left us. I lifted my glass to Janus. “To engineering your subject to be divine.”

Janus gazed upon me, his lips playful as his eyes flitted about my face and hair. I could tell he was visualizing already: “To engineering you to be divine.” He laughed, clinked our glasses, and then sipped.


Perspective

The greatest tragedy for any human being is going through their entire lives believing the only perspective that matters is their own.

Doug Baldwin

Janus here. Yes, what good is a book written from one perspective, and what good is a book written in the third person when the intimacy of being in the person’s head is lost and only viewed from the outside? You ask, then, what about a third-person omniscient narrator? Well, that’s a narrator and not a character. It relies on their worldview, their interpretation of how something felt or tasted, not the characters. It might be fun, but…the narrator ends up being a character of their own, and the story is up to their interpretation. Two people writing a book together like Gabriel and I now, have no use for that perspective. It would only cloud the real meaning, and heck, who would do it accurately? But this incredible story must be told. So we move on.

Gabriel sat there patiently while I took him in, sipping and savoring my wine as I swished it in my mouth, readying my palette for its next indulgence. Gabby, as I sometimes called him, was an amazing man of slight proportions who could carry power like Hercules and passion like the devil himself, and softness like a morning dove. He was my best friend, muse, subject, and partner in this life we have created together. I never could have done it without him by my side.

I watched him inspect the wine as he swirled it in the glass, his thin, delicate fingers holding it by the stem. His bright blue eyes and thin eyebrows, with one raised, took in the lacing on the glass, sniffed it, and smiled. He flipped his blond ponytail over his back and lifted the glass to his full, round lips. “Mmm, very nice region.”

They're gay, you say. No, we aren’t, but we have nothing against such things. It’s just that our relationship has always been very close, but not physical. We greet others more like Europeans than the Americans we are, with hugs and possibly a feigned kiss. But we’re not men that have had any physicalness together to speak of. We do care for each other deeply and support each other. We created each other in a way and became the us we are.

I waited for Gabriel to make the first move for food, just enjoying the moment and being able to share it with Gabby. Gabby, of course, was politely waiting for me to begin, or at least stop observing him, like I did all the things that caught my eye. Gabby was one of those things. He was a painter’s dream model with a form and presentation that could be anything. It was like having a piece of clay but with energy and emotions in it. I could see in him anything I wanted to. “Let’s eat, eh? What the heck are we waiting for?” I sniffed the oysters and caviar as I always do. “Mmm, nice.”

The oyster floated across my tongue, bathed in its brine, and filled my mouth with the kiss of the sea. I crushed it to the roof of my mouth and let it slide slowly backward as I breathed in. Why anyone would cover that taste with cocktail sauce or any other covering, like a blanket on Venus herself, is beyond me.

Gabby was equally immersed in the pleasure, and it showed in his eyes. He sipped his wine and then made his way over to his caviar and water biscuits, which were unsalted flour crackers that couldn’t hide the flavor of anything. We indulged in silence, the energy and ambiance of my favorite restaurant in London filling me with the food and a newfound optimism for our next project. I was worried about becoming bored because I had no idea what to do next, but now, of course, with the help of my muse, we had direction. I’d create a god or goddess.

I chewed a cracker by itself and sipped the floral, bright Bordeaux, readying my palette for my next oyster after the caviar had nearly faded from my mouth.

I grinned at Gabby. “You seem quite happy. You should be.”

“I know. I eased your concern over reaching an endpoint in your game. Now you have a new project. A new way to employ your energies. I’m good at that, and I know it.” He chortled and slapped the table with his hand, then looked around to make sure he hadn’t disturbed any diners. He grabbed an oyster and tossed it back.

I tried to feel the next project as I gazed at my partner, trying to see the god in him. It was actually quite easy. Sometimes, he seemed like a god to me, the way life was simple and unfettered and unstressful for him. It was as if there were no worries. I’d be nervous at our early exhibits about selling our work, and he'd not blink an eye or lose a moment of sleep and keep me calm. They say inner peace is the key to outer strength. I guess that was how he did it. I seldom seemed to have total inner peace, but Gabby sure helped me to have more of it.

I allowed the new project idea to simmer in my mind for a while, just trying to sense it, like a child growing inside of me. We enjoyed some touring as a diversion and seasoning for the idea as well. Then, it was back to New York to get started.


Sitting for the Creator

Every act of creation is first an act of destruction.

Pablo Picasso

“Okay, Janus, so what do I wear for this seating?”

Janus moved about the studio wearing only a silky black pair of men’s snug-fitting underwear, a white linen smock tied loosely at the waist, and flip-flops on his feet. “I’m going to enjoy doing studio painting again. I’m so much freer and less restricted by not having to wear proper clothes so I can be seen in public.”

“Right. So what should I wear?” I stood there in my skinny jeans, beige silk shirt, and matching lightweight loafers with no socks.

His eyes went up and down, and he grinned. “It doesn’t matter right now. I’m just going to flesh out your energy and try to get it on the canvas.” Have a seat.

I dragged a sitting chair from the side and pulled it before him as he stood mixing paint on his palette. “This a good spot?”

“Yes, perfect. The light is wonderful. I’m so happy you found us this studio with the skylights and all the windows. Even a gray day has its wonders in lighting the place. Sit and relax.”

I sat, crossed my legs, and took out my phone to pay any bills and check on our investments. “Looks like it’s time to buy more Nvidia. The market is rolling out of techs into small caps, and all the techs have dropped. A good time to buy more of them.” I looked up at Janus. He was diligently laying paint out onto the canvas. I could see the imagery forming in his mind. His eyes were squinting on and off as he wiped his brush from time to time on his smock. “You know, Janus, we go through those smocks like crazy. Do you have to wipe the brushes on them? They aren’t cheap. Why not use a rag?”

“Gabriel! Shush. You do our finances. Do them. Do whatever you think you need to do for us with those stocks. Be quiet right now. Get that done because you’ll need to sit upright and hold your head high soon.”

“Right.” I paid bills, checked out investments, and decided upon my moves for the market, then put the orders in. “Okay. Done. How do you want me to sit?”

Janus’s eyes were in imagining mode. His gaze wasn’t normal. “Uh…sit up straight. Hold your neck stretched high, cross your legs, and put your hands on your knees. Find a comfortable way to do that and stay that way.”

Wipe wipe, his brush on the smock, dab and sweep on the canvas. He was like a machine. It seemed more went onto the smock than on the canvas. It was as if he mixed his colors on the smock more than the palette. I fell into my normal, almost meditative state as he went on like a machine. It was odd, the sensations I felt this time. Outdoors, his focus was more on the subject and focus of the painting instead of me as the observer drawing attention to it. Now, his focus was totally on me, and it was as if I could feel it.

Sometimes, I’d have an itch, or a cramp, but this was different. My cheeks tingled, my nose was warm, my chest felt sexual somehow, and my lips were full and warm. It wasn’t uncomfortable by any means, but it was strange…and strangely pleasant. It was almost calming having these sensations. My craned straight neck wasn’t sore, and my tightly clenched crossed legs weren’t cramping. I sat still, watching Janus make magic.

He seemed different, more immersed in what he was doing. He’d lean into the painting and use a tiny brush to stroke quickly and repeatedly in an area. I could sense his energy higher than ever, and it seemed to flow through my body, giving me the most lovely sensations. The pec muscles of my chest seemed to relax and take on weight as I sat with my back straight. My body was filled with an overwhelming joy and lightness I had never experienced. I had to giggle.

“What’s the matter, Gabriel? Need a break?” His eyes looked concerned, looking at me as they flitted my face and hair. “Let your hair down now. Drape it over your shoulders.”

I did. “No. I’m fine. Keep going. It just feels strange, studio sitting. I haven’t done it in so long.”

He nodded and kept on going. I watched him and saw something I never noticed before. Maybe because he was always fully clothed in public paintings, and now he wore only a silky black bikini. He was hard beneath it and almost coming out of it. I could see the outline of it perfectly above his globes. The fabric clung to it, revealing the thick bulbous head and a darker spot at the tip where it oozed. Did he always have a hard-on when he painted? I wasn’t sure. It almost makes sense he would the way immerses himself in it, like making love to his paintings.

I watched his firm, tall body move as if it took all of it to make the brush strokes. Painting the way he did took a lot of energy, and it probably kept him in shape. He sure was in good shape, his shaved hairless body revealing every nuance of his slight but firm musculature, the six-pack of his abs, the strength of his calves. If I was a woman or a gay man, I’d be all over him. It seemed a waste someone didn't have him to indulge in. I made a mental note he should have a girlfriend but immediately was afraid if he did, I’d be on my own again. I blanked my mind and immersed myself in the sensations flowing through me.


Capturing the Inner Self

Everything you can imagine is real.

Pablo Picasso

I was concerned for Gabriel. He sat there diligently, as if in a trance. His appearance seemed to glow, and the look on his face was one of bliss. “Gabriel, you haven’t asked for a break, and you’ve been like a statue for two hours now. Do you need a break?”

Gabriel’s eyes focused on me. He moved and stretched. “Only if you need one.”

“I need one. I have to piss. I suggest you move about a bit.” I folded the drape over the painting to protect it and keep Gabby’s eyes from it. Then took off my smock. “No peeking while I’m gone, or you’ll ruin the energy entirely. You can see it when I have you fleshed out properly.”

“I know.”

Gabby was truthful, and I knew he’d not peek. I did all I could to think about baseball and try to get my rigid member soft enough to pee as I sat waiting on the toilet, pressing it down, my chin on my other hand like the thinker statue of Rodin’s cast in 1904 representing Dante of Dante’s inferno and based partly on Lorenzo de’ Medici from the 1500s. I was the thinker now as I tried to figure out my body’s reactions to what I was doing.

There was something about this sitting that infused me with lust and sensuality. It flowed from Gabriel like water downstream. It was unavoidable. It provided my inspiration somehow. It was like seeing inside Gabriel, even though I knew him as another person entirely. As I said, Gabriel and I were nothing physical. We weren’t gay or physically attracted to each other in that kind of way at all. Yet, the energy I was getting from him was palpable. It should have disturbed me somehow, but it didn’t. It seemed totally natural. I wrote it off as a by-product of this exercise, allowing me to create a subject that would captivate thousands and elicit the same response I was getting.

I was able to take my mind off long enough to take a well-needed piss.

Gabriel was standing by the window. One hip kicked out with a hand on it, and he was sipping tea. His other hand went gracefully through his long blond hair, straightening and spreading it on his shoulders, letting the heat out from under it at the same time.

I placed my hand on his shoulder. “Ready to begin again?”

“Oh, sorry. Didn’t hear you return. First, let me piss now.”

Gabriel left and came back. He had a strange look on his face.

“What’s the matter, Gabby? Want to call it a day?”

He shook his head almost angrily. “No! No!. Nothing is wrong. Just seeing things. I may still have some jet lag.”

“Seeing what?”

“Nothing. It’s just me. Let’s keep going. I can feel your energy, and it’s at a wonderful spot right now. I don’t want to stop. It’s almost addicting.” His eyes flitted to my crotch. He must have noticed I was hard before and was checking to see if I still was, but I wasn’t. I was properly put away and happy. That’s what he saw, and I knew he must have seen it otherwise before. It made me blush.

“I… UH… you may have noticed I had a hard-on before I went to pee. It’s gone now. Don't worry. I have no interest in having sex with you. It was just a result of my painting. Sometimes that can happen.”

“Right. I was wondering about that. Thanks for telling me.”

I laughed, put on my smock, and we began again. Gabriel was diligent, going right back into the exact same pose and not moving.


Illusions

Everybody sooner or later has to drop the luggage and the baggage of illusions. Carlos Santana

I sat there posing. I had a shock I couldn’t tell Janus about because it might mess up his energy, and he was doing stellar today. In the bathroom, I seemed to think my nose had become better looking. I have a Roman nose, you see, and it’s quite out of place on a Nordic body and face, even though my vertically challenged body isn’t a Nordic version of a man either. I was not what one would envision when the word Viking was spoken. My Roman nose was always a bane to me, as was my diminished height, but the height was less bothering.

Anyway, I digress; just then, in the bathroom, my out-of-place nose looked less Roman. My face seemed softer as well, and I could swear the flesh on my chest was softer and not as muscled. My pants seemed a bit tighter on my hips as well when I lifted them back up from sitting to piss. My usually Viking-sized pisser even seemed a bit smaller than its usual flaccid self as I peed.

I wrote it all off due to jet lag, causing impaired judgment of myself in the mirror and my interpretation of how my body was feeling different. I was somehow creating an illusion for myself. My heart slowed down from my initial response, and my usual inner peace returned.

Janus was engaged and moving like a fast-forward video of a painter, and my body was filled with the pleasant, sensual sensations of his radiant energy. His smock was pretty much done as far as being useable tomorrow. The paint would harden, and he wouldn't have a clean space to wipe his brush. The thick linen he preferred with the open front and belt cost fifty dollars apiece and came from Italy. It seemed such a waste to me, but if that helped him create, it was worth it. Especially now when his creations were worth so much.

I couldn’t help but glance at his crotch as his smock allowed when it moved. Again, his huge rigid shaft was almost poking out of the top with wetness at the tip, showing a glistening wet spot on the black, silky, stretchy material. Whatever he was creating for me was certainly going to be sensual and attractive to men. Hopefully, it was to women as well, since half of the world is women, and they buy art, too.

I unfocused my gaze, locked the position of my crossed legs, and stopped bouncing my one foot, which I was unconsciously doing. I locked my neck up and in place, shoulders back, and rested my hands clasped on my knee as I was before. I drank in Janus’s energy like a vampire drinking blood. My heart rate slowed to that of sleep, and I drifted into bliss.

“Gabby!? Gabby!” I felt Janus’s hand on my shoulder. I looked up at him. “Huh?”

“That’s it. You’re all spaced out. We’re done for today. Besides. We should dress and go to dinner. We both need to get a good night’s sleep and fix our jet lag.”

I nodded and took a deep breath and couldn’t help seeing his huge hard cock peeking from his silky black underwear as he hung his smock on the chair to dry. Evidently, the painting was something all right. “Can I see it yet?”

“No! Not yet. It’s too far off yet. Tomorrow, maybe.” His eyes seemed to examine me closely—my face, hair, eyes, and all of me. He had somewhat of a look of shock. He patted my shoulder.

“You don’t have to change if you don't want to. We’ll go somewhere casual to eat. Maybe the Tavern at Gramercy? I’ll slip into some jeans and a fresh shirt and be right out. You don’t need to waste any energy. Okay?”

“Right. Sure. That sounds good. The tavern sounds great. I could go for some duck liver mousse. The liver will be energizing. Panna Cotta for desert.”

“Okay, Stretch or rest, and I’ll be right back.”

I lay down on the couch and stretched my body out all the way. It felt good. I took deep breaths and rubbed my legs, arms, and chest. My chest almost seemed like it had soft little fleshy rises on my peck muscles, which now seemed flat and thin. I laughed. I needed food and rest. There was no lunch today even, just a big breakfast. It was a long, hard day of work, for sure.

I dozed off. I woke with a start to Janus’s voice. “There you are, Gabriel. Ready to go for dinner, or would you like to keep sleeping?”

I looked at my watch. “Gosh, I was out for half an hour. Let’s go. I want to get back in this time zone and that means I need to stay up for a while yet.” I stood up. Janus was observing me closely. It was somewhat unsettling. “Janus, why are you inspecting me so?”

“Uh, it just seems like you look a bit different. I don’t know. Your nose, for one. It’s not so Roman today.”

“I noticed that too. I thought it was just me and the jet lag.” I felt my nose. It feels less Roman. Hmm. I felt an energy from you when you painted that was delicious, and it made me think the pecks on my chest were less muscle and more fleshy, too. I thought my hips were wider when I pulled my jeans up from peeing. “Weird, huh? Can I see it yet?”

Janus looked me up and down. “Not yet. Tomorrow, you’ll be able to. Let’s go.”

Janus had made the reservations while I napped and also set up our driver. We had an Uber driver for whom Janus bought a BMW 750iL so we could use him exclusively when we wanted to, and when we didn’t, he could do Uber Black with the car. It was an acceptable arrangement financially. I found the car at half the sticker price, only one year old. It only had six thousand miles on it. We vetted different Uber drivers and found a great guy who was thrilled to have us give him a 536 horsepower, Black, BMW 760ixL. He ended up doing well, having regulars who would pay a higher price for his limo and we got a great driver and car anytime we needed without having to pay him a salary.

We climbed in the back. “Hey, guys. Welcome home again. How was your trip?” Alexander called back to us, looking at us in the mirror while he scanned traffic to pull away.

Janus spoke up, “Trip was great. Sold out. Gabby is a bit under the weather, though, from the jet lag, and I think it’s starting to hit me now, too. It’ll be a quick dinner and an early night for us.”

“As you wish. Food and rest will have you back in shape tomorrow, I’m sure.”

He drove off, pressing us into the seats. I leaned my head back and gazed at the city passing by. I was tired. Exhausted.

Janus patted my leg. “Hey, hang in there. You need to eat first. Sorry, we didn’t stop for lunch. I was so engaged I forgot.”

“No problem.”

“You did great today. You were like stone.”

“Thanks. It was easy. I just kinda fell into a zone, you know? Your energy was wonderful.”

“No. Your energy. It fed me. My hands were working on their own. The paint seemed to find its own place and texture. It was the most inspired I’ve ever been.”

“I could tell.”

Alexander pulled up in front, got out, and opened the back door on his side. “I’ll find a place nearby to park the beast. Text or call.”

We climbed out and entered the tavern area. It wasn’t a place you’d picture as a tavern—there were no peanut shells on the floor, and the menu was awesome.

We seated ourselves at the bar. 

The bartender, Bernard, greeted us. “Hello, Janus and Gabby. How was your trip?”

I gave Bernard a thumbs-up. “Can I have something lighter today? Sazerac, Manhattan, and bourbon just sound heavy today. Do you have something lighter and refreshing? I need refreshing.”

“Of course.” His eyes flitted my face and hair, still down and free. They roamed to my shirtfront, then back, as if he was looking at something he shouldn’t have. Guiltily, he cleared his throat. “Uh, yes. How about a lemon drop martini with a twist? I’ll go light on the simple syrup to keep it from being too sweet if you like. It’s very light. Prosecco top. Lemon dip rim.”

“Sounds delightful. Thank you.”

His eyes smiled and went to Janus. “Janus?”

“Sazerac please Bernard.”

Bernard nodded and ran off.

“Light and refreshing?”

“Yeah. Just feel that would be nicer than a heavy, dark, rich, woody, leathery bourbon.”

“Right.” Janus studied me. I leaned back on the armed barstool, crossed my legs, and bounced a foot. I breathed deeply and looked around, stretching my arms up.

“Uh, Gabriel, uh.” Janus pointed at the front of my shirt. I looked down. My nipples were showing.

I touched one and squeezed it. “Oh, my god.” I sat back to stop stretching the shirt and showing them. I unbuttoned another button, and that helped. I could feel the cool air on my breast. “Is that better?”

Janus stared at my chest. “Better. Maybe that shirt shrunk. I never saw your nipples in it before.”

“That must be it.”

Bernard brought the drinks. I picked up the martini glass by the stem in between my thumb and index finger with my pinky out. I touched my lips to it delicately and sipped, the sweet lemon dip on the edge rough on my lips. “Mmm, lovely.” I licked my lips and cleaned the lemon dip off. My lips felt fuller and more sensitive. I sipped again. “Mmm, much nicer than bourbon right now.”

“Good. I’ve never seen you hold your pinky out, even with a martini glass. Why did you do that?”

“I did? Hmph... I don’t know.” I picked the glass up again, and I automatically did it the same way. “Guess I always did it that way. Never thought about it.”

Janus nodded. Sipped his drink and observed me bouncing the foot of my crossed leg. “You’re very interesting. I can’t wait to show you the painting. You seem to fit the character in it more and more every minute.”

“Really? The god…or is it the goddess you’re painting?”

“Yes. The god or goddess.”

“Which is it?”

“I’m not sure, really. There are some aspects of both, I guess. We’ll look at it together in the morning. I promise. We can figure out what to call it then and how to categorize it. Who knows? Maybe it’s a they or them or a mix. It’s a fictitious being, so it can be anything. Right?”

“Right. Anything. Anything you want it to be.”

Janus shrugged, sipping his drink. “Not sure it’s up to me. It’s my interpretation of the energy you radiate. Your inner self kind of energy.”

I nodded and sipped. “Can’t wait to see what’s inside of me.”

“Don’t be scared by it. Okay? It’s beautiful.”

“Thanks. I won’t. Inner peace, right?”

“Inner peace and outer strength. Just like you always are.”

Janu’s eyes gazed so lovingly into mine. I had never felt them like that. I couldn’t help but do the same. Then I rested my hand on the jeans on his thigh and leaned against him a bit. “We need to eat. I’m so tired, and this light drink is already making me even more tired.”

His arm wrapped around my shoulders and squeezed them. “Yes, let’s order.” He took his arm away and lifted the menu to share it.


Serendipity and Respite

Take rest; a field that has rested gives a bountiful crop.

Ovid

Poor Gabriel. He was beaten. We ate dinner, and he had just that one drink, and as soon as he got into the limo, he was out cold. I should have had Alexander take us directly home, but for some reason, I was compelled to drive down 5th Avenue. I certainly wasn’t in the mood for shopping, but something told me I had to do it.

Alexander was happy to thread the beast through traffic so I could gaze upon the stores, waiting for something to tell me why the hell I was doing this. Gabriel was sleeping peacefully, his neck not bent or uncomfortable. He looked like an angel more than ever now, befitting his name—the messenger angel, bringing good news. Gabby always made me feel as if I had gotten good news.

Something caught my eye. I had to go back. I didn’t know what it was, but I had to go back. I whispered to Alexander over the seat so as not to wake Gabby: “Alexander, go around again and pull in front of Bergdorf Goodman.”

He nodded.

In a few minutes, we were back in front. I stepped out and walked over to the display window. It was there. The exact outfit I painted today. Amazing. I had to buy it. The doorman opened the door for me. A young lady, well-dressed and very professional-looking, greeted me, her eyes wide. “Janus Newgen. It’s you!” Her hand flashed out to me. I shook it, smiling at her. “In the flesh.” I looked at her name tag. “Martha.”

She glanced down at her tag. “Oops. Sorry. I’m Jennifer, not Martha. I must have put on the wrong name tag. So, sorry. I saw your work online last week when they were displayed in London. I wish I could afford to buy one. I love your observer series with the Waldo-like person in all of them, drawing the eye to what you were so perfectly trying to show. The entire series is amazing. Maybe you should make numbered prints for sale so more people can enjoy them. Maybe I’d be able to afford one.”

“Why, thank you. That’s not a bad idea. I’ll have to talk about that with my partner and see what we can do. Now, uh.”

“Yes. I’m so sorry. What can I help you with?”

“In the window is a mannequin with an outfit I’d like to buy. The beige one. All of it. Start at the bottom and go up and also throw in the underthings that would be appropriate. I need it for a model I’m painting.”

“Uh, that’s the only one. The designer made and delivered it today. Do you know what size she is?”

“Well, she’s five feet three inches tall, 125 lbs, and wears a size seven men’s shoe,” I laughed. “She mostly wears men’s shoes.”

“Well, that sounds about right for what they delivered. Let me check with a paper tape. I’ll be right back. Shoes and everything?”

“Shoes, underwear, stockings, panties, and bra, everything she’ll need.”

“Yes, sir. If you’d like, you can take a seat over there.”

“If you don’t mind, I’ll follow you.”

“Not at all.”

I walked behind her, her dainty feet in her stilettos clicking away erotically across the marble. She was about Gabby’s size, actually. What was I doing? I was buying a woman’s outfit for Gabriel. I had to. It was part of the character. Still, I felt a bit odd doing it.

I watched her check the sizes of the shoes and all the rest of the outfit, measuring as needed. It was an impeccable outfit. Powerful yet feminine and sexy. A woman wearing that would turn all heads walking into a boardroom or any other place and jaws would drop and wait for her to speak her wishes for all around her to dutifully and happily fulfill.

She smiled up from the shoe in her hand. “Amazingly, I think it’ll all fit swimmingly.”

“Wrap it up. Please find the other things she’ll need, too.”

“Right way. Just so you know, the butterflies on the shoes have diamonds, and the buttons on the blouse, as well as the matching earrings and necklace, cost for the ensemble is 35 thousand. Is that okay?”

“Of course. Please continue.”

Gabriel would complain about the cost of this painting. So what? As strange as it may sound, I couldn’t wait to see him in it. I snickered. I had to buy it. I had painted it already. I had to see it in real life. I shook my head. She undressed the mannequin, leaving it like a naked alien in the window, arms and legs posed and a long stick up its bottom.

When she was done, packages wrapped up nicely in tissue paper and boxes, the silky delicate panties and a bra that showed its edges peeking out of the V-neck of the blogs. The sheer suntan pantyhose with a “convenience” gusset as it said on the packages. She suggested multiple packages in case she ran the sheer hosiery or liked them and wanted more. They were only fifty dollars a pair. Nothing next to the outfit. I had her give us ten pairs. Somehow, I felt Gabby would love them. Separated in sections in another box was the hair clip that matched the necklace that matched the bracelets that matched the ring that matched the earrings. It was complete and impeccable. Nothing like it. Yet, it was simplicity itself. A typical skirt and top set for business for a powerful young lady.

It was all wrapped up and put on my card.

She beamed at me. “Thank you, Mr. Newgen. It’s been a pleasure serving you. I can’t wait to see your model in this outfit. I’m sure it will be more captivating than the Mona Lisa.”

I laughed. “That’s the goal, Martha… uh… I mean Jennifer.”

She laughed and helped me carry the packages to the car out front. We put them in the trunk, and I climbed in. Gabby was still sleeping peacefully, his hair now more curly and full, his face angelic. Nipples showed bumps through his silky top. I wanted to plant a kiss on his forehead. He looked so angelic. Why was I getting this way? How can this be happening? I just bought him a skirt suit. What was wrong with me? With us?


A Brave New World

Knowing others is wisdom, knowing yourself is enlightenment.

Lao Tzu

Janus must have put me to bed, clothes on still. I opened my eyes to a bright sunny day pouring its light into the room. I felt renewed and energized as I stretched my arms and legs as hard as I could and let out a little moan. Snapping up from the bed, I ran into the bathroom and sat to pee. The contrast of how good I felt was night and day from yesterday as I tugged my pants up, struggling to get them over my hips. Luckily, the pants were stretchy.

I descended the stairs like a billy goat and ran into the kitchen, my breasts tugging wildly on my chest. What? My breasts tugged wildly on my chest!? Janus was staring at me as my hands went to my breasts and grabbed them. My jaw dropped, my eyes went wide, and I screeched a little girl's scream. “Janus! What did you do to me!?”

I felt my whole body. It was totally different. Hips and an apple bottom that stuck out. My hair was full and loaded with loose, flowing curls. I ran to the mirror in the half bath, Janus running behind me. We looked closely at me in the mirror, his hand gently on my shoulder. I felt my face. No stubble. No sign that I ever grew hair on it. My eyebrows were raised and thin, giving me a seductive, inquisitive look. My eyes were not just blue but a brilliant silvery, glittery, mesmerizing blue… with ultra-white whites. The shading of my eyelids and under my brow made it appear I had eyeshadow on. I rubbed it with my finger, and none came off. Where eyeliner might be applied, the skin was much darker and made it look as if I did have a smoky eyeliner on. My lashes were long and full, and my eyes were somewhat swept back and quite open and almond-shaped. It gave me an exotic look. My blond hair was no longer mundane blond but had streaks of 24, 14, and 10 karat gold along with honey, banana flesh, and lemon flesh tones. Curls were full and loose and fell onto my now delicate shoulders like a waterfall. My cheeks were plump, high, and rosy. Lips full and inviting with a color as if they had lipstick on. I looked at my hands and feet; the nails on my fingers were long and shaped and looked like glass, and my toenails were tiny and glass-like, shining up at me. I gasped and looked at Janus in the mirror.

He shrugged. “I don’t know. But you’re incredibly beautiful. Stunningly so.”

I opened my shirt cautiously and untucked it from the jeans, opening it wide. Two large, firm, voluptuous breasts stared back at me, the large nipples hard and surrounded by perfect areolas. I rolled a nipple in my fingers as I cupped a breast. “Oh my god, that feels so good.” I did them both, whimpering in an unfamiliar, more feminine voice. I turned to Janus, looking up at him. “What happened? I’m beautiful, but I’m not me anymore.” My eyes filled with tears. He hugged me to him, my breasts crushed between us, my nipples against his bare chest with his shirt open. It felt so lovely. I hugged him tightly and rubbed my nipples against his skin. I mumbled on his shoulder. “Oh, my god. This is heaven. Your skin smells so inviting. Help me, Janus. Help me.”

He lifted me in his arms, my head on his shoulders as I clung to him, and he carried me to the kitchen and deposited me on a seat at the table. He poured me a cup of coffee. “How do you feel otherwise?”

I wiped my eyes. Took a deep breath. “Wonderful actually. When I woke, I felt like a new person. Full of energy. Totally alive and ready for the day.”

“Good. Okay. So now…what do we do?”

“I sure as hell don’t know. You had to have done this somehow.”

“How could I? Am I a wizard now?”

“Maybe. Perhaps your imagination made me.”

“Gabriel, my name is Janus. I looked it up years ago. Janus symbolized change and transitions, such as the progress from the past to the future, from one condition to another, from one vision to another, and young people's growth into adulthood. Janus represented time because he could see into the past with one face and into the future with the other. If my name is significant for some reason, it’s more likely I saw this coming versus making it happen. My parents told me they just liked the sound of the name, and it seemed right for me. This had to be inevitable for you. This was going to happen.”

“Impossible. How does a body change overnight like this?” My new voice sounded deliciously sweet and feminine now, but it wasn’t my old voice. It was honeylike and seductive at a normal tone of speaking like I was then. I squeezed a boob, then used both hands to play with them, getting caught up in their sensuality while I stared at Janus.

His eyes lit up. “Gabriel is the messenger angel. He is neither she nor he. According to the writings about him/her, Gabriel has no gender. Look at you. It’s another prophecy that your parents named you Gabriel. It has to be.”

I nodded and thought about it. “Hmm, my parents just liked the name, too. They didn’t know why. They weren't religious at all.”

“Okay. Now. Here. Listen to this. While you slept in the car, I had a compulsion to have Alexander take me to 5th Avenue. I didn’t know why. Then I had to stop and go into a store, because in the window was the exact outfit I painted you in, right down to the last details on the stilettos, earrings, and blouse with the embroidered colors and all.”

“You probably saw it some time ago, and your infallible photographic memory drew on that memory to paint it.”

“I couldn’t have. The salesperson said the outfit had just arrived and been put in the window earlier. Painting that outfit was prophecy. Seeing into the future like Janus. I didn’t remember the outfit from before or make the outfit happen.”

“Hmm, prophecy. Can’t wait to see my outfit. You found the one you painted. How can you be sure you didn’t make the outfit happen?”

Janus shrugged. “She did say it was one of a kind, and it was made and arrived today, and she just put it on display. But how could I do that… or make you into a woman…almost. Do you still have your dick?”

“Yes! If you must know.”

“Good. It was in the painting, too. Kinda. Subtly.”

“Great. I’m painted as a gorgeous woman with a dick, and now I am one. It’s your fault.”

“Janus shrugged. I think you’re drop-dead gorgeous now. You might like the new you. Look at you. You haven't stopped playing with your boobs since we sat down. I think you like them.”

I realized I was and stopped and buttoned my snug shirt over them, the silky fabric titillating my nipples and following their form. I had to laugh. A cute, sexy laugh came out of me. It made me laugh more. Janus laughed and patted my leg, leaning in on his chair and looking into my eyes. He stroked my hair. “You’re lovely. We’ll get through this together like everything else. I couldn’t have done this. None of my other paintings had anything happening in them like this. I never changed a building or scene, did I?”

I looked up and to the right, thinking of all of them. “Hmm, the Notre Dame Cathedral. I remember a flickering candle at the top of the spire where people didn’t go in it. When did it burn?” 

Janus was nervous-looking. “We would have remembered that, if it happened, then.”

“The painting had the flame, and it was the one good rendition of what it looked like before it burned. They used it to for reconstruction.”

“They did. That doesn’t mean I caused the fire. Or painted the flame beforehand. It could have been prophetic, though.”

“People had said that.”

“See? I saw your future. That’s all.”

I nodded. Did it matter? I was what I was now. “I wonder if you painted me back to my old self if it would happen?”

“Is that what’s brewing inside of you? If so, I could paint it. It would fill me, and I’d paint it. I only painted what you filled me with. The brushes almost move on their own. I don’t know what I’m creating until it shows up.”

I nodded. “Interesting. So maybe I’m the wizard. Hmm.” I giggled, hearing my cute, fresh voice. I sipped my coffee. “I like my unfamiliar voice, by the way. It’s cute and sexy, don’t you think?”

“I do. It’s lovely. Fits you perfectly, like the angelic name of Gabriel.”

“It’s ‘Gob-ri’-al’ now. It will fit this body better and sounds classier than ‘Gabe-ree-yell’ does.”

“True. Gob-ri’-al it is, my dear.”

“Dear? I’m your dear now?”

“Sorry. But…uh, if your gender has basically been reassigned and you now view yourself as feminine in nature and womanly and such, dear works better than buddy or bud or partner and so on. Sweetie would be good, too, I’d think. Angel, cutie pie, honey pie, my sweetness, my lady…”

I laughed. “I like my lady. You should call me my lady. Show me some respect.”

“It fits, my lady. You’re correct. Oh, by the way. There is a large bill to be paid if you want to keep our main credit card from tipping. For the outfit, that is. 35 grand.”

“35 grand!! Are you crazy?”

“You had to have it. It’s what I painted. It’ll look wonderful on you. You’ll love it. You’ll see. It exudes its own energy and speaks volumes for the person wearing it.”

“I have to try it on for sure now. Shit!” I laughed. “This is crazy. But I feel okay now. I have my inner peace back. It feels like a dream I’m gonna wake from any second, though.” I jiggled my boobs through my shirt and laughed. “These make me horny. Don’t know how I’m gonna deal with them, but I never want to give them up.” I giggled. “I’m famished. Let’s eat.”


Fitting the Image

Clothes make a man. Naked people have little or no influence on society.

Mark twain

We ate breakfast, and I loaded up French toast, maple syrup, strawberries, bacon, eggs, and fresh-squeezed grapefruit juice. It was like I was eating for two. My body must have needed it from all the changes and growth spurt it had.

We cleaned up, and I did my morning routine, pooping, etc., less shaving, of course, but now, including brushing my hair out and trying to deal with the fuller hair and flowing curls as I dried it with the dryer. It was fun, but challenging.

The shower itself was another world entirely. My skin was so sensual now, being hairless, and the water, soap, and my hands on my body were like masturbating it as they ran over all my new curves and breasts and legs. I didn’t want to stop showering, but it just kept making me feel more and more sensual. It was so sensual that it reached a crescendo, and my last substantially male vestige jerked and spasmed like a snake and shot loads and loads of white pearls all over the shower while I whimpered loudly and squealed with each eruption. Believe it or not, I hadn't even touched myself down there either. Plus, it was more ejaculate than I had ever experienced, and it must have shot twenty times. Janus knocked on the door to check on me when he heard that.

“I’m fine, Janus. I just had a minor, accidental, quite pleasant response to washing my new, more sensual body.” I laughed. Be right out.

“I’ve opened and put all the packages out on your dresser and bed for you when you’re ready. I’ll be in the studio trying to come up with the next painting in this theme.”

“Okay, sweetie.” Did I say sweetie? Hmm, it oddly seemed appropriate now.

I could have kept going as my interest in the sensations didn’t even wane a bit, and I did keep going for a time, running my hands over my body and breasts. Finally, I stopped myself. I needed to try on the outfit and see the painting. Janus was waiting for me and being idle. I was being selfish.

I stepped out of the shower and dried my hair with a rejected brush I had put under the counter. It had a curled round shape to it and now seemed proper for this hair. When I was done, I was shocked at how incredible it looked. I fluffed it over my shoulders and walked into my bedroom. There on the bed were all the things. I sat naked in the midst of them and tried to figure out what was first. The bra seemed to be a good start.

I looked it over and figured out how to fasten it, then flipped it up and around so I could slide my arms through the substantial but pretty lace-covered straps. My breasts formed into the cups, and I adjusted them in the thin, very silky fabric, my hard, aroused, nipples happy in their new home as they pressed against the silkiness. It gave me a little shiver of delight, and I gasped a squeak.

Next, I read the package of the pantyhose, claiming they had a marvelous convenience gusset that would save the pantyhose by not having to take them down and up so often as well as giving a more finished look by being able to wear panties over the pantyhose rather than under them. The denier, whatever that was, was 5, and they were gossamer thin, and as I put them on as they had illustrated on the package, the fabric sent ripples of delight into me, and it imparted a suntan, slick, and finished look to my legs without looking like I was wearing them but my legs looked oiled and shiny.

I tucked my bobbing package through the convenience gusset and pulled the waist up. Next were the very stretchy and snug panties that matched the lacey cream-colored bra. They disappeared comfortably into my pantyhose-covered crack in my butt and embraced my huge, hard cock. I tucked it down in them, trying to make it go soft, but it sprang back up against my belly.

Next was a cream-colored silk blouse with lovely contrasting brownish embroidered edging on the collar and all around every edge. Hearts were embroidered on the button-down collar wings. The collar was slightly tall and rose up my neck more than a normal collar. The buttons were all diamond-like, and I buttoned it up as far as there were buttons, which only got it to the bra and allowed the lace edging of the bra to be seen. My voluminous cleavage was showcased magnificently, and my nipples left a shadow and a bump through the thin bra and top to be seen by all.

I unzipped the satin-lined cream-colored silk skirt that matched the blouse perfectly with an embroidered contrasting sewn-in belt-like strip at the waist in the same stitching as the shirt had and slid it up over my hips, wiggling them to coax it up and over. I tucked the blouse in and zipped the side zipper of the skirt, and it encased my hips like a glove. I pulled it to the narrowest part of my waist, and it emphasized my tiny waist and full hips. The skirt was quite short and ended with the embroidered hem at about just above mid-thigh. Very sexy.

Next were the shoes. They were extremely thin-soled, patent, cream-colored stilettos with a heel made of titanium, according to the box, and the heel height was 12cm or about four and three-quarter inches. There were a series of very thin crisscrossing straps encasing the foot but revealing the toes and most of the foot. I clasped the three ankle straps, locking me into them snugly and comfortably. I took the diamond butterflies from the box and clipped them on the shoes above the instep, my glasslike toenails glittering from under the sheer pantyhose.

I stood tentatively in them but found I had no problem with walking in tiny steps or with the changed center of gravity above them from my heavy breasts. I pranced around the room proudly, my breasts jiggling and tugging on the bra straps and my chest, and it brought a smile to my face. It all felt so sensual and feminine.

At the dresser, I found the jewelry and placed it all accordingly, removing my old male stud earrings, two in each ear, and replacing them with long dangling diamond ones. The necklace fell in my cleavage, drawing the eye to my breasts and, subsequently, my hard nipples. There was a short bolero suit coat to match the skirt with matching embroidering, and there was also a matching purse. The perfume was on the dresser, and I spritzed it lightly but fell in love with the scent and practically bathed in it, putting myself on a cloud of feminine fragrance.

I loaded the purse with my cards, phone, perfume, and some tissues and slung it over my shoulder. I checked myself in the full-length mirror. Holy SHIT! I was drop-dead gorgeous. I moved to and from, checking myself at all angles, flipping my hair flirtatiously, smiling, winking. I laughed and laughed giddily in my tiny voice. I stood there and tried to appear serious and check myself out inch by inch. Gorgeous face and hair, seductive eyes, tremendous breasts, tiny waist. Oh shit! Huge cock outlined and standing upright against my belly beneath the tight-fitting skirt. I lifted my skirt and tried to tuck it in the panties and between my legs, then quickly put the skirt back down to trap it. I now had a tent under the skirt that looked even worse. I lifted the skirt and put it back against my belly. Oh well. Have to see this painting.

I clicked my way out of the room, my breasts tugging deliciously while the hard nipples rubbed the fabric, my hips swaying, my last male part wanting more. I took a deep breath and traversed the covered bridge to the studio.


Stabilizing to a New Normal

As you move outside of your comfort zone, what was once the unknown and frightening becomes your new normal.

Robin S. Sharma

I was looking at my work from the day before. Gabriel’s high heels clicked into the studio. A broad smile filled my face. My eyes went wide, and I covered my mouth briefly and shook my head. “Oh, my god! It’s you alright. You could very well be the embodiment of a current-day Angel Gabriel. I’m filled with that energy again, my love. It has to be divine!”

Gabriel snickered, her thumb hooked on her slung purse, looking sexy and tough. “Ha!” She looked down at my crotch. “So I made you hard again? Disgusting! Look at the way this skirt fits, too. What good is a girl with a bulge like this?” She framed it with her long, glassy-tipped fingernails. “I can’t hide it in this skirt. Probably couldn’t in any skirt.”

I looked at it. “It really is that big? How could a little person like you have one so big? Was it that big before? Maybe it was what you wanted, and you grew it larger.” 
“No, it was that big before.”
“I’m amazed women never dropped at your feet. Why didn’t it ever show in your pants?”

“Janus!! I always had one like this, but I don’t walk around with it hard, deary! Now I can’t help it being hard. I can’t go out like this!”

“Sure you can. It’s exotic.”

“Show me the painting.”

I motioned her over and put my arm on her shoulder as she took it all in. Her hand covered her mouth. “My god. It’s what I’ve become, alright. Did you have to paint my bulge like that, showing under this skirt?”

“It’s what came out. I can’t help it. You must want it that way.”

She tilted her head and looked at the entire picture from different angles. “It is exotic. You can’t show this, though, if I’m staying this way. I mean. I’m that person now. Everyone will know I’m a guy.”

“But you aren’t a guy. Look at yourself.”

She nodded. “I guess I’m not. Kinda a blend.”

“The best of both worlds. Girls will flock to you.”

“For some reason, just as I always was, I have no desire for women…or men, really.”

“You sure about the men's part now?”

She nodded and shrugged. “So, what are we doing today? If I’m staying this way, I need clothes. I don’t know how I’m gonna hide that thing. My body is so sensual it’ll take me a few minutes to get it down to pee, and then it’ll pop right back up. It wouldn’t be such a big deal if it were tiny, but it isn’t.”

“Do you want it tiny?”

She thought about it. She paced the room, her heels clicking, hips swaying, breasts jiggling. “Fuck! I think I do. I mean, how feminine is this thing!? It’s ridiculous. It looks like a monster. But it’s mine. Will I lose the feeling?”

“Did you lose feeling in your breasts or body?”

“Hell no. Everything became more sensual.”

“Do you want it to be smaller and more sensual?”

“That might be nice. I just want to keep it from waving at everyone, saying look at me! I certainly don’t want it gone!”

I touched her shoulder. “Sit and let me do a quick sketch while you’re feeling and thinking about what the you inside of you wants. Then we’ll figure out how to get you some other clothing to hide that thing so we can go out later. Okay? Drop into your zone.”

She sat and placed her legs side by side and folded them to one side. Tugged her skirt down, adjusted her bulge under her skirt, then sat back and smiled, neck up, head turned, and said, “How’s this?”

“Turn your head and look me directly in my eyes. I want to connect as deeply as possible through those crazy eyes.”

She did. It was immediate. Her spell was cast on me. My soul was infused with her beauty, radiance, power, sensuality, and grace.

“Perfect.” I took out a pencil set and a pad and began sketching her. I could feel the energy palpably. Gabriel looked blissful and at peace, lost in her zone… and tremendously gorgeous. I was falling in love like I had never done before. She was like a goddess to me now. I was throbbing in my jeans, just wanting to take her into my arms.

It didn’t take me but an hour of the pencils moving freely over the pad, my finger blending as needed, to get a fairly detailed sketch of her which ended up showing nothing but a hint of a small dick beneath her skirt. Enough to know it was there, and yet it might just be a fold in the skirt. Would her intentions change the future? Her radiance still shined through with nothing more than a pencil sketch. Even this small fast sketch would bring substantial money.

“Done. Let the universe begin. Feel anything?”

Gabriel fidgeted about, tugging on her skirt and crossing her high-heeled legs nervously. She pressed on the front of her skirt. “I think it’s softening, at least.” She pressed on it. “It is. It still feels sensitive enough; I feel the silk of the panties, but my hard-on is diminishing. I hope this doesn’t end it, so it never gets hard again.”

“We’ll see. Stand up, try to tuck it in, and see if you can go out that way.”

She lifted her skirt, something Gabriel would never have done before. Well, he never wore a skirt, but you know what I mean. She tucked and mushed it down in her panties, and it all fit neatly under her skirt when she tugged it back down. She looked down at it. “How’s it look?”

“Good. Can’t tell there’s anything there.”

“Good. Okay. Let’s let that sketch do its thing and go get me some clothes.”

“Right away, my lady. I’ve already reserved Alexander for the day and night.”

“Thank you, sweetie.”

Alexander took us to 5th Avenue. Our first stop was Bergdorf Goodman.

Gabriel was miffed. “You spent 35 thousand there, and now we’re gonna spend more? I don’t need those kinds of clothes.”

“It’ll be faster. It doesn’t all cost so much. Just a few things. All the diamonds in your current outfit drove the price way up on it. Thess things will be much more reasonable. The girl will do it quickly. You’re gonna be richer than ever now, anyway.”

The girl had her name tag right this time with Jennifer on it and went crazy seeing Gabriel and how she looked. She made us promise to let her know when the new series would be released and gave Gabriel her card.

In about two hours, Gabby had skirts, tops, dresses, and shoes, casual and not casual, along with a full complement of matching bras and panties and nightwear and garter belts and stockings and costume jewelry and perfumes and anything else she could think of for Gabby. Gabby and I sat there while the girl ran around, and we ate scones and drank tea, except when Gabby wanted to try some things on that the girl had brought out. When that happened, I was able to enjoy seeing her in all the different looks as she beamed like a star from the new person she had become. It was very gratifying, and I fell even deeper in love.

Gabriel was enjoying her newfound interest in clothing, which she had never had much interest in before, so she wanted to walk 5th Avenue and shop. We sent Alexander off with items that needed to be washed before wearing, such as underwear, bras, and some other things, and had him take them to a quick-turn laundering company to be done while we shopped.

Gabriel was like a kid in a candy store. I had never seen her so alive and giddy over shopping. She found perfumes she fell in love with and various makeups, which she had no need at all for except for her to play with and enjoy modifying her already stunning looks. She had her long nails manicured and shaped and had a pretty, metallic light pink gel polish applied to them and her toenails. Of course, she had to take her pantyhose off to have it done, but she put them right back on, saying she felt naked without them.

We had lunch at a bistro and enjoyed the looks of passersby as they encountered such a wonder as her. The attention she received was more than welcome to her since she had never received any attention as the mundane, short male she was before. Her self-esteem was way up, and it showed in the confidence and pride she took as she walked around in her high heels, her head high, her hips swaying, her breasts jiggling, and her luminous multicolored curls flowing about her shoulders.

After our lunch, Gabby used the lady's room, and I used the men’s. I stood there waiting for her to come out. The look on her face was one of shock. She grabbed me by the arm and snuggled next to me as she whispered in my ear. “Honey, uh… I think things go away faster than they grow.”

“Is it gone!?”

“No.” She looked around and smiled at a passerby. “Well, I’ll tell you the entire story. In order to pee, I had to get it limp. The reason it didn’t show when it was hard was it shrunk already. Right now, it’s hard again in my panties and sticking straight up.” She looked down at her skirt. I looked at it, too. “See? Right now, it’s bobbing up and down on its own, feeling lovely as the tip rubs the panties, but it doesn't show at all.”

“Well, that’s exactly what you wanted, right? So it’s done already. That’s great, right?”

She giggled and shrugged. “It’s so feminine looking now. Even my hairless globes and sacks have shrunk to the size of large gumballs. I mean, they aren't slopping around in the sacks or anything, and it all looks properly proportional, but it’s all tiny.”

“How tiny is it?”

“Hmm. She measured with her thumb and forefinger to show me. It’s about 2 inches long and less than an inch around. It's very cute and feminine, for sure.”

“Then that’s good, right?”

She shrugged. “Uh…I guess if I never want to have sex with a woman. I couldn’t even get it past the lips if I tried to.”

“You said you weren’t interested in women.”

“I’m not. It’s just that it’s not even possible. I guess that doesn’t matter as much as not having it waving at everyone. Right?”

“Right. Then it’s good, right?”

She shrugged. “Yes, but I’m so sensual now, and I’m not sure how I’m going to share that with anyone now. I mean, if I can’t stick it in anything, how can I ever share intimacy with anyone? I mean, if I were a real woman, then I’d have to get used to men, and they would have to be my candidates.”

“Well, do you want it to go away or have a woman’s parts there too?”

“Oh god, no! I wouldn’t want it to go away any more than it has. It fits me better now as I am, though. But having a woman’s parts there, even with leaving my little buddy there, I’d freak out at the thought of getting pregnant, having a period, or even having to deal with feminine hygiene. The smells! Eww.”

I laughed. “You’re too funny, girl.”

“Thanks a lot! So… I’ve concluded that as a woman now, my only possible way to have a deep, intimate physical sharing with someone is it would have to be by the other person penetrating me…”

I was throbbing in my pants, imagining that with her. Listen to me, mister, not a gay man, dying to fuck my buddy.

“… I need to add a new morning task to my list to keep it clean and fresh and learn how to take something into my bottom so I can feel the passion during a penetration and give that pleasure to someone.”

My heart was pounding. I want throbbing in my pants thinking about breaching her butt cheeks and shoving it deep into her. She squeezed my hand as she looked deeply into my eyes, her eyes flitting back and forth from my right eye to my left and back. I wanted her so badly. “Uh… really. Who might this lucky person be…my love?”

“My love. My only love ever.” She planted a kiss on my lips and our tongues danced briefly while her hand held my head to her. “I love you, Janus. I want you.”

“Oh god, Gabriel. I’m all yours forever. You have me.”

“Good. That makes things simpler now. Now I just have to get past my old paradigms of being grossed out by other men’s thingies.”

“Other men’s? That implies you’re a man.”

“Oh, right. Well, I still have my old brain. That’s okay, though. I have so much inner peace with the new me, my strength over those antiquated paradigms will win. Heck, you’re a pretty darn handsome guy, and I already loved you.”

“You did?”

“Of course. Just as you obviously always loved me. But now we can share it in a deeper, more full-filling way.” An evil grin came over her face. “Let’s go down the street a bit to that adult toy store. They should have what I need to learn these things and be a woman for you, my love.” She gave me a peck and tugged me away.


Exploring

Exploration by real people inspires us.

Stephen Hawking

Janus and I walked into the store hand in hand. It was odd to be there with all the kinky things around. There were BDSM-type dominatrix tools in the first area. Janus stopped and fingered a crop. “Hmm, interesting.”

“Is it? Like me to use that on your big boy?” I snickered, grabbed it from him, and slapped his ass over and over with it, laughing.

“Gabby! Stop, young lady!” He took it from me.

“Awww, the poor little boy got spanked, and it hurt him. You should be spanked for what you’ve done to me, don’t you think?”

“Gabby.” He squeezed my hand and tugged it as if to move, but kept looking at all of it. Nipple clamps, masks, masks with gags, leather chaps, latex women’s body suits with strategically placed holes. He ran his hands over it. “Hmm, very sexy.”

“Like it? I’d wear that for you.”

“Would you?” He chuckled, his face blushing.

“Of course. Have you done such things before?”

“Not at all. Not sure I’d like being beaten and hurt. The only really wild sex I ever had was with a girl in high school. She was wearing her schoolgirl pleated skirt and knee socks with Mary Janes and had those little pigtails high on her head. She was somethin’.” He laughed. “Let’s move on and get your stuff first.”

We wandered the store, looking at everything. There were so many interesting things. Janus picked up a basket to carry stuff in, and I dropped one thing after another into it. Then we found some costumes, shoes, boots, and things that I thought were cute, and we bought those, too. It was fun, and we laughed a lot. My mind was opened to all the different versions of feminine seduction and the type of energy and vibrations that came from them. I wouldn’t have thought of wanting to be any of those girls before, but now my brain was swimming with different ideas.

Janus stood there with a grin on his face and his arms loaded for the second time. “Should I drop this pile off at the counter, too, or are you done?”

I laughed, looking over to the counter and seeing the clerk taking tags off and folding our things. A stack of various toys was alongside it. “Oh, my gosh. Look at how much we’re buying. I have to stop.”

“Not if you don’t want to? This stuff is cheap next to your wardrobe. Get anything that sparks your interest. You need to explore so we can have many versions of you to paint in the series.”

“True. Well, this will do it.” My brain was overloaded thinking about all the fun it would be to take on different personas. “Okay, we need to choose the shower attachment for cleaning out.” I led him back over to the display. I took the one with the penis-shaped end on it and stroked it while I looked at Janus. “It’s cute, isn't it? Would you mind seeing this in my shower?”

“Not at all. It’s fine—whatever you’d like. It makes sense to be the shape it is, too. It’ll help you get used to the idea.”

“I agree.” I placed it on the pile of clothes he held. “Okay, let’s go home and put things away, and Alexander can get the things washed that need it. Right?”

“Right.”

We stopped at the laundering service, and Alexander ran in and dropped things off. When he came back, he smiled back at us. “One hour. I’ll pick them back up in one hour and have them back at your place right away.”

I patted his shoulder over the seat. “That’s wonderful. Thank you, Alexander.”

Back home, we cleaned the toys and put them in drawers. Janus put my shower attachment on the shower. It looked quite odd there, a penis looking down at us. It was strange, but I knew it was what I needed. I’d see how it went in the morning. By the time we were done, Alexander had arrived, and we put those things away. I looked at my watch. “Seems we didn’t have time to paint today. Guess we’ll have to wait until tomorrow. Sorry, honey. I wasted all our time.”

Janus smiled and placed his hand on my shoulder. He bent down and pecked me on the lips. “No waste. Now you have more fodder for exploring, and I’ll have more fodder from your imagination. So, shall we go to dinner? May as well; it’s almost time.”

“Sure. Let me change into a nice dress instead of this skirt. It’ll be more comfortable.”

“Sure. I’ll get a fresh shirt and jeans as well.”

I perused my new clothes and came across a cute little black dress. It was chiffon and had a flared hem that would even allow me to be free beneath it. Now, that would be comfortable.

I found a matching set of black-lace and silver-detailed garter belt, crotchless panties, matching bra, and silver jewelry, along with a pair of black and silver five-inch heel strappy stilettos. I selected a pair of lace-top stockings, placed it all on my bed, stripped and hung my skirt and tops, and tossed the panties, bra, and pantyhose into the hamper.

The sheer black stockings were as heavenly to my skin as my pantyhose had been. I attached them to the garter belt and slid into the heavily ruffled crotchless panties. My now tiny buddy was happy as a clam in the fluff of the panties and the silky lining of the chiffon dress while I strapped and fastened the stilettos to my feet.

In the mirror, I decided to add some drama to my makeup and drew eyeliner out and back and up. I then did a little contouring and added a twenty-four-hour smudge-proof lipstick to my lips, enlarging them slightly more and making them even more inviting. I finished putting my hair in a high clip across the back and fluffing it to the sides. I put on all my matching silver jewelry and sprayed perfume all over my body, then loaded my matching purse. I admired myself in front of the full-length mirror.

I was so much more now than I ever was. My libido was very high, and my skin tingled all over with my nipples hard in the bra. I squeezed a breast, looking at myself in the mirror, and couldn’t help but let my hand drift to the front of my dress and grab my little girl with my thumb and middle finger and stroke her rapidly. My breath became choppy as the image of myself made me ever more hungry for release. I realized what Janus must be going through right now, keeping his hands from me. The thought of me arousing him made me even more aroused.

I heard myself whimper as my breath came in gasps. I smelled a lovely men’s cologne. Arms wrapped around me and took my hand away from its busyness. “Mmm, hold that feeling, little girl. I want you to have it later. Maybe we can be more than partners and friends.” He nuzzled my neck. I turned and embraced him, then kissed him deeply.

I pulled back. “Oh god, yes, Janus. I want you so badly. But you can’t have me until I’m clean. It would ruin our first time. But there are other things I’d like to learn to do with you that I think you might like if you’d allow me.” I grinned and hung on his neck, looking up at him with my one leg lifted and my knee on his crotch, rubbing it.

My hand went to his crotch and felt the degree of passion he now had for me, and I rubbed it through his jeans. It was such a nice compliment for me to feel him so hard for me. It thrilled me to no end. I became enamored by rubbing it and was fervent as we kissed again.

Janus pulled back from me. “I’m sorry. I’d have to change my jeans if that lasted any longer. Besides, we need to go.”

“Right.” I composed myself and checked myself in the mirror, my little girl dancing and oozing under my dress. I spritzed on more perfume and we left to join Alexander waiting in the car.

We sat snuggled in the back seat, Janus’s hand caressing my crossed leg through my silky stockings. “Mmm, you’re so sexy now, Gabriel. So silky and feminine. I love you like this. Are you still enamored with it?”

“Very. Even more, now that I don’t have a monstrous man flag waving beneath my dress. It’s just there and tiny and very happy. But that isn’t as far as it goes. My whole body feels the same way. Even your hand on my leg seems like the skin under it has all the same nerves and sensations as my little girl under my dress. It’s amazing. I wonder if all women feel this way or if it’s just me.”

Janus laughed. “If all women felt that way all the time, this would be a very strange world indeed. I think it’s part of your specific inner self that you’re now expressing.”

I nodded. “I’ll bet you’re right. Who would have thought I had all this repressed sexual tension, and I was repressing being the girl I was? Amazing. I’m so glad you painted me into this.”

He shook his head. “No. I painted what you gave me. My intentions have nothing to do with it.”

“You don’t want it?”

“I love it. But it’s not me, it’s all you. I’m just the painter.”

“Right. I wonder if things would have happened if you hadn’t painted it? Plus, I have to believe you have some input into these changes.”

“Who knows? Maybe we’ll find out as time goes on.”

“True. Let’s stop talking about it all and just enjoy our new, more friendly, and intimate relationship.” I rubbed his hardness in his jeans and gave him a peck.

“Good idea.”

“Alexander? How much longer until we get to the restaurant?”

“Thirty minutes, Ma’am.”

“Thank you.”

“I’m so glad you picked this place. We always went there but felt odd using the intimate private booths facing the sea, so we never did. Now we’ll be able to use them and enjoy the views…and…” I winked. “Even touch each other.” I rubbed his cock through his pants, gazing into his eyes. I looked around the spacious back seat at the perfectly clean floor and seats. I looked back into Janus’s eyes, still rubbing his hardness. “You know. I need to learn new things. Mind if I try something with my mouth? I don’t want to freak you out.”

“Oh god, yes. Go right ahead. I was just thinking about that, if I’ve gotten your drift.”

I started clumsily to try to unzip his jeans, and Janus was quick to unbuckle his pants and unzip them. He slid his black satin bikini to the side, and his whole shaved package stared at me. I cautiously wrapped my long, painted-nailed fingers around his thick shaft and stroked it tenderly, looking at it. I rubbed my thumb on the oozing tip.

Janus’s hand gently grabbed my head and moved my face closer to it. I slid onto the spacious floor of the car. I opened my lips and ran my tongue around the tip, flicking it. He shuddered, and I took it between my lips, looking up at him as he gazed lovingly down at me, both hands on my head now and his hips humping up into my face. My mouth was spread as wide as it would go as I bobbed my head, ran my tongue around his shaft, and tugged his balls with one hand while stroking the rest of the cock I couldn’t fit into my mouth with the other. I was in some sort of heaven, my body tingling. His eyes were wide.

I brought him to what seemed like the edge, then pulled off and just took both of his silky globes into my mouth and rolled them around in it.

“Oh my, Gabriel. That is incredible. You look so beautiful like this.” I nodded, slurped off his globes, and went back to tugging and stroking and bobbing my head, looking up at him. I loved the sensation of his velvet shaft against my lips and tongue and how it filled my mouth and stretched my jaw. I alternated as time passed, going back to sucking his balls, and all the while, my whole body was lit afire, and my little girl was jumping up and down in delight while she oozed.

There became a point where Janus was at the edge once more, his hands clenching my skull, and I decided to make him come for me. I ran my tongue over the tip and around the shaft, stroked the lower half, and rolled his balls in my palm.

His body tensed, and he held my head still. His cock jerked and squirmed around in my mouth, then shot gobs of pearls into my throat. I swallowed, my eyes locked on his and blinking rapidly with the effort to swallow it all as I whimpered. My body twitched, and my little girl spasmed and shot rope after rope into the many layers of my dress while Janus’s cock pulsated and gushed his passion into my face. I savored every drop, looking into his eyes, gulping it down like a thirsty dog, and didn’t want to stop sucking and bobbing and stroking, as if I could get more after he was shooting blanks. Janus forcibly took me from his cock, and I had to sit up and fix myself. Luckily, the dress had plenty of fabric to absorb my own copious releases, and I sat up and straightened it, catching a glance from Alexander, who was grinning.

I kissed Janus deeply, depositing some of his come I was still savoring into his mouth, and he greedily ran his tongue around mine, lapping it up. When I broke the kiss, he was gazing into my eyes, stroking my hair. “You are so incredible. I love you so much.”

“I love you too, my dear.” I gave him a peck. “I needed that so badly.”

“Did you come too?”

“Oh god, yes. Like never before. That little girl works really well, and having you come in my mouth set it all off. I loved every second. I think I may have a new addiction.”

“Wonderful. Honor it. It’s you.” He looked at Alexander in the mirror and winked at him. He whispered to me. “Not that I want to share you, but if you feel compelled, it might be nice for you, and of you, to do Alexander. Not to mention, it would help you explore some variety since you should do some exploration of your new desires and see what you prefer. Before we get married, of course. Oh heck, why not after, too? Why should I be so selfish with someone I love so much? Why shouldn’t a goddess have many men to please her and give her offerings? Well, if we get married. I mean, if you want to get married.”

I was shocked for several reasons, but I liked everything he said. “I may take you up on that. All of it.” I looked in the mirror and smiled at Alexander. He nodded. He must have heard.

Alexander spoke up. “We’ll be there in a couple of minutes. And remember, sir and my lady, I’m here to gladly serve any of your needs.”


A Whole New World

When you change the way you look at things, the things you look at change.

Dr. Wayne Dyer

What had I done? What had I said? Gabriel was the only thing important in my life now. Yet, I had offered her to indulge in other men? But then again, Gabriel was once my male friend, and then I had no say as to who he dated or had sex with. I’d never insert myself like that into his sex life. Maybe I had looked at it that way when I suggested this, but Gabriel was different now. So, did that give me a right to possess her, marry her, and tie her down? I sipped my bourbon and looked out at the sea and the crashing waves on the beach.

“What’s wrong, honey?” Gabriel rubbed my thigh.

“Oh, nothing. Just thinking about us. I don’t know why I said what I did, but I know why I said what I did. If that makes any sense.”

I nodded, took his hand, and placed it on my crossed stockinged thigh as I bounced my crossed foot beneath the table. “Feel this, honey?”

“I do.”

“Did you ever think you’d be feeling my thigh, encased in silky stockings, with me as a woman? As your woman? As the woman you’re going to marry?”

“You want to marry me?”

“Of course. You’re my best friend—always have been. My partner in life, my love. And now we have something even more special. And after you offered to me to explore, like you would have let me if I were the old me, like you would have talked and encouraged me to do as the old me, how could I not marry you? I have the world at my feet and you as well.” She chuckled and slapped my thigh. “Only kidding. And if you don’t want to share me, you don't have to. I’ll be a good, obedient little girl for you. All I want is you. The rest is exploration. Sampling the menu.”

I sipped and looked into her eyes. I could say that exclusivity was what I wanted, but I didn’t want to hold her back. This was such a gift for her, and for me; it worried me that if I tried to possess her, I’d lose her. I took her hand in mine and squeezed it, gazing into those wild eyes. “Gabby. Honey. My sweet sweet girl. I want you to explore. I think you need to. Now, that isn't saying you have to, but I’d feel better, and I think you would too if you did some exploring. You may find you want to be able to have different partners all the time. That’s okay. I just want us to be together and married, so you always come back to me. I’d be lost without you.”

“So I should be a slut?”

“Not a slut. You could never be a slut…my lady. But free to explore. It’s not like you’ll end up having someone else’s baby.” I had to laugh. “Maybe it’s less of a problem for me because of the relationship we had before this. It would have been acceptable and encouraged by me then. I’d be congratulating you on your conquests. Why shouldn’t I be now?”

She nodded and then sipped her pink martini. “I guess I’m seeing the different standards for men and women. It’s wrong, isn't it?”

“I guess. It is a double standard. Very unfair to women.”

“Yeah. It is.” She nodded and began bouncing her foot. She smiled. She turned and looked around, then whispered in my ear. “I have so much to learn. Thank you for letting me. I want to be yours only, but I want to…fulfill my desire to explore as well. Thank you so much for being so caring and understanding. Are you sure it wouldn't hurt you? I mean, I’d want you there anytime I do it with someone else. Would you like to watch it, maybe? You might be able to use it as a muse for your painting.” I rubbed his crotch and watched his face. He was hard. I let my palm press on it so I could feel it react.

He looked scared. “Watch you have sex?”

“Yes, sucking and, when I learn to, getting laid by handsome men.” He throbbed under my palm. “Seeing those men penetrate my face(throb) or bottom (throb) and filling me with their passionate releases (throb) as I harvest them from them.” He was throbbing repeatedly, his face flushed, eyes bright with excitement.

He removed my resting hand. “Uh. Better stop talking like that. That would be tremendously exciting, actually.”

I grinned and gave him a peck. “Glad to hear that. Now, I know it won't make me feel guilty at all.”


Reflection

The way we experience the world around us is a direct reflection of the world within us.

Gabrielle Bernstein

I perused the menu, my hand resting on Janus’s leg and his on mine. “Janus, I think I’m going for something light and cool. How about we split the shellfish tower?”

Janus closed the menu. “That sounds wonderful. I feel so relaxed now after the attention you gave me.” He grinned and pecked me on the lips. “Are you relaxed?”

I laughed as my newfound libido energy was coursing through me. I was bouncing my foot, my nipples were hard, and my little girl was doing a continual, sensual dance beneath my dress. “Uh, relaxed in one way. I mean. I’m very relaxed with our relationship now. It doesn’t seem the least bit out of place. It almost seems as if we were always like we are now. But totally relaxed? In one respect, I don’t think I’ll ever be relaxed again.” I don’t know why I whispered because it was nice and private where we were looking at the sea, but I leaned into him and whispered. “I don't think I’ll ever stop having these sensual feelings with a libido that seems to always be on. I mean, my little girl is dancing as we speak. My nipples are hard and lovely feeling. My skin tingles, and when you caress my stockinged legs, it makes me swoon.”

“So soon after coming as hard as you did?”

I chuckled. “Soon? It never gets soft unless I make it soft, and my whole body is the same way. I venture to say I could just keep going one after another like a real woman.”

“Wow. That must have been part of your inner desires. I guess it makes sense, being your inner desire was to be a woman, but without giving up one particular part from your past.”

“It makes little sense. I never wanted to be a woman. I told you that. Periods and hygiene and all of that. That’s why I still have my little girl.”

“Right. Forgot. You just wanted your cake and eat it too.”

“Right. I got it alright.” I sipped my martini. Took a deep breath. “So, you said you had wild sex in high school? We never spoke about sex much together. Tell me what was so wild about your boyhood sex.”

Janus rolled his shoulders, craned his neck, and took a deep breath. He looked out to the sea and sipped his bourbon. “Well, it was unusual, to say the least. Like you, I had gone to the same all-male private high school. There were no girls around, and I was always with guys.”

“Right. Boring. Torture for someone that age. We met there at the end of the first year. I know.”

“Exactly. Then, at our football game, which the all-girls school always attended and cheered us on, a group of girls who were sisters approached me. They said their sister had a crush on me and wanted to meet me behind the gym. They said she was hot for me and wanted to lose her virginity to me.”

“Wow. Quite the offer. Were they cute?” I couldn’t believe my ears.

“They were all gorgeous. It was after school, but they all still wore their school uniforms with cute pleated skirts, ankle socks, and button-down blouses. These two sisters had their blouses open enough that their lacey bras were showing. They didn’t have much for breasts, but their bras were sexy.” He laughed.

“So? Did you take them up on it?”

“I told them I didn't have protection and didn't want to get her pregnant, but another time might be great. If I could ever get the courage up to walk into the drugstore and buy some.” He laughed.

He didn’t take them up on it, so it couldn’t be him I was thinking of. It was some other sisters. “I know, huh? So you didn’t do it then.”

“Oh, I did it alright. They said that they and their sister knew it was safer and more fun for guys to use their bottoms because they were tighter. No one had to worry about the girls getting pregnant, and the boys could let it go inside without withdrawing. They said it was the thing to do, and girls loved it, too. They said it was like a BJ or hand job and didn’t count as sex, so they could say they were still virgins if anyone wanted them that way. They both grabbed my hand and tugged me. I let them lead me to the back of the gym.”

“So you met their sister?”

“Well, kinda. I never did get her name. She was in a darker area out of the lights, and she waved me over to her. She had these pigtails on the top of her head, and she wore the school skirt and blouse. Her blouse was open enough to show almost all of the lace bra, and the cups were full and larger than her sisters.”

“Her eyes were scared-looking, but she wasn’t running off. It sure seemed like it was her first time. It was for me, too, and I could understand her fear. I got over to her, and her sisters stood watch as well as watched us. The girl kneeled down on her bookbag and held her shaking hands out. She had long nails and smelled wonderfully of perfume. She didn't look at me but unzipped my pants and took out my entire package, and matter-of-factly sucked my limp noodle. It was limp, but not for long. I never had that done to me before, and it was incredible.”

I was caressing my legs now, intent on the story. I was becoming even more aroused by Janus’s fond reflection on his first time. I could totally relate to it in a very deep, intimate way because now I knew it was Janus that I did that to while my sisters watched. I remembered my hand shaking as I took my first one into my mouth and how thrilled and scared I was when it actually began growing for me. My eyes were wide as I asked a question I believed I already knew the answer to. “So, did this little girl suck you off and run off?”

“Heck no. She was on a mission. The girl looked over at her sisters, and they egged her on. I remember them saying to her. ‘You’ll never be a girl if you can’t do it. He’s awesome. You got him hard now, take him into you, you sissy. Don’t be a baby.’ The girl grimaced and nodded to them. Her face flushed. She spoke for the first time that night in a falsetto-sounding girl's voice, like she was disguising it. ‘Will you make love to me from behind? Please? You can finish in there. I’d like that very much.’ She made my heart pound for her.”

“Her hand was shaking as she stroked my wet cock, looking into my eyes. She was pretty, too. She turned around, lifted her skirt, and tucked it into her pink satin panties, looking back at me in the limited moonlight. ‘Rub it on me… Please?’ She reached back and pulled me to her, and pushed her bottom against my cock. I rubbed it between her cheeks on her silky panties. She nodded. ‘Good.’”

“She slid aside her panties and grabbed my cock, and guided it between her butt cheeks to her already wet and probably lubed hole, standing on her toes to match up the height better. She pressed my oozing tip on it, rubbed it around, getting the head all slippery, and she pushed back, and I held my cock steady as she pushed and backed off over and over until it was like there was momentum, and the tip shot into her tight hot hole.”

I remembered my sisters making me wear a butt plug to get used to having something in there to prepare for the special day. I hungered for a real one after, and I finally had one. I took no time impaling myself on it.
Janus shook his head, smiling. “It felt so good. I wrapped my arms around her and felt her breasts, but they were mostly padding, yet they were sexy to such an inexperienced male. I had both arms wrapped around her torso and hips and was fully inside of her, lifting her off the ground now like a doll as she whimpered. Her hand went to the front of her panties and must have been rubbing it there because her hand was busy. I started pummeling her good. Fast and hard. It was incredible. I felt an energy that I had never felt before. It was divine. Mystical. Magical.”

I nodded, watching him. It was him. It had to be him. It was exactly right. All of it. “Keep going, Janus. I have to hear the end.”

He looked around. “It turns me on incredibly talking about it. Like I said, it was the best ever. It was magical, and I didn't even know this girl's name, and I never saw her again. But I used to jerk off all the time remembering it all. Even after the shocking truth came to me.”

“Shocking truth?”

He nodded.

“So, did you always continue to think of her and jerk off?”

He nodded. “I’ll never forget her, ever. That memory satisfied me sometimes twice a day. Until the day you took care of me.” His face was red as he gazed lovingly at me.

He looked at me as if he remembered something. “You know, I thought you might have been a brother of hers or something after I met you because you looked similar. It was dark that night, though. It was just the resemblance of your profile to hers. You weren’t girly, though. Not with your butch haircut. Anyway. To finish this… So, I didn’t last too long. It was too good. I held her tight to me and shoved deep. I told her it was coming, and I groaned.”

He shifted uneasily. “Her hand went crazy in front of her. I was coming inside of her like a rocket. I could feel how much of my come was pulsing into her while we were so intimately connected with me deep inside of her. She was whimpering. I reached around and shoved her hand away so I could stick my fingers in her in front. I found a hard cock spurting in my hand. I was shocked.”

I laughed. “Shocked, eh? Poor Janus was tricked into fucking a boy dressed like a girl, huh?” My jaw dropped as I realized I just found out he definitely was the one that fucked me, me the boy, dressed as a girl. I had to tell him. He had no idea.

“Well, yeah. It scarred me for life. I was so afraid someone would find out, and they’d say I was gay. Back then, that was like having the plague. So, I pulled out, wiped my wet cock on his skirt, tucked it away, and ran off. He was crying when I left. I felt so bad for him. Yet he was so much a she and was so pretty somehow, too. The prettiest girl I ever saw. When I was coming inside of her, before I found her secret, I knew I’d want her and want to be with her forever. I know it sounds dumb only having met her, but I guess I loved her. It didn’t matter, though. I couldn't face her, or him, that is. Didn’t want to. Never sought her out because she was a he.”

“I see. And now you want to fuck me, huh?”

“I do. I so much do.”

I nodded. “Now you want to fuck your boyfriend in a minidress. Sounds familiar. Like you’ve been there before. There’s something you need to know that may explain both of us and the way we are. Let’s order some food, and we can talk some more.”


Fess Up

It takes courage to grow up and become who you really are.

E. E. Cummings

I looked at Gabriel as she composed herself as if readying for a speech. She smoothed her dress and adjusted the front evenly by her breasts. She moved her bracelets down to her wrists and shook her hands, then grasped her martini between her index finger and thumb, her other fingers out. She delicately brought it to her lips and sipped as if her lips were made of something that could be easily bruised or broken.

She took a deep breath, took my hand, and gazed into my eyes. “Okay. Well, we seem to have something in common. We both went to the same private school.”

“I know that. I met you there at the end of the first year.”

“Right. But I met you before that. You see, I had these sisters. I hated the private all-male school. I’d get home, and my sisters were in the all-girls school. They always told me how girls were superior to guys and guys were just to play with and marry when it was time. I’d get home from school, whining, and they’d cheer me up by playing games with me.”

“Games?”

“Yeah, dress-up games. They’d dress me up like a girl. I fell in love with our playtimes. They’d even do my makeup. I’d get to wear their pretty clothes and school uniforms and all of that. I even got to wear my older sister’s junior prom dress and high heels one weekend. They had their boyfriends over, too, and had one be my prom date. At home, I danced with him as if we were at the prom. I even had to give him a big kiss goodnight at the end when he left. It was fun to be someone else and all pretty and desired by someone, even if it was a boy, because I was playing being a girl.”

My eyes were wide as I leaned in toward her, listening intently. I was seeing where the girl inside of her came from. Incredible. Another boy in a skirt, probably like the one I had.

“Then they told me one day that I had to do something or I’d never get to be a girl again with them. They told me I had to be a girl … all the way, they said. We kids all had our own shower we shared, and there was an attachment that they said was just for girls, and I had to use it that day just like they said they did. It took about a week of not being able to dress up under my clothes or dress up with them to get me to do it, but I did it.”

I nodded. “I see.”

“So, I did the clean out every morning after my poop like they taught me to. Then my reward was they’d leave me girls’ clothes again to wear under my boy clothes to school—pantyhose, panties, bra, everything. I was addicted. At night, they let me wear their nighties and things, and when our parents went to the movies or dinner or even away for the weekend, I was a girl.”

“I see where your inside self has come from now. It all makes sense. But why didn’t you continue after high school in college?”

“Right. So. It was you that filled me with passion the first time. Right? You realize it was your cock in me while I was in that schoolgirl skirt, right?”

“You? I never knew that. I met you, and you were normal…like me. I lost track of that guy in the skirt. I was ashamed I’d done that. I never wanted to see him again for fear I’d become gay.”

Gabby laughed. “How ironic. Anyway, the boy in the skirt was me, silly. I never knew it was you who gave me that deposit until just now, though. It all makes sense now. Anyway, after that night with that guy that came inside me, I swore off dressing up when I realized I was a guy that had just been fucked by another guy. I was used as his receptacle. The most derogatory thing a guy could say to another guy back then was he’d fuck you up your sissy ass. I never wanted anyone to question my virility or heterosexuality. I was never interested in girls, though, so I just put on a show dating one every now and then and enjoyed seeing them in their girl's clothes, how they moved, and smelling their perfume. My sisters were mad at me because I had come so far and could have been a girl, and then freaked out and gave it up. But I couldn’t do it. I swore off being girly from then on.”

“But you even became my friend. Did you know it was me?”

“Nope. Not until you told your story just now. I cut my hair into a butch cut, hoping whoever it was wouldn't recognize me without the hair and makeup. I’d never forget that, though. You were my first. It was magical when it was happening. But the way you ran off in disgust and shame when you clenched my big cock in your hand, spewing come from it, I knew never to bring up my past obsession or let you think I might be gay. So, I made myself happy being with my newfound guy friend who was as heterosexual as me but never got serious with any girl. I wanted to always be around you. To become your partner in business and life. And that was enough. Until now… Now the dam has broken. Somehow, I’ve become what I always wanted to be, and you have the girl you first fell in love with. Awesome, isn’t it?”

“Yes. Awesome.” I caressed Gabby’s leg, realizing she was telling the truth. We had been together since the first time I made love to anyone, and she was my girl now. I no longer feared being gay and had no reason to fear it because she became what we needed her to be so we could be together.

I laughed. “We were so stupid, being paranoid about being gay. I love you so much for what you've done. For your devotion and love for me. I never would have known. Well, I guess you didn't have to. I’d still love you, and if we were more open, we could have been gay. But the way we both were, you had to turn yourself into what you are.”

“And you had to power my transformation with your energy and prophecy or creative ability… whatever it was that did it.” You found me and I found you when we didn’t even know what we had shared together. I kissed him on the lips, touching the side of his cheek with the back of my hand. “I’ll always love you.”

“Same with me, honey.” I gave her a peck on the forehead.

“Even if I wasn’t a girl anymore?”

His eyes went wider, and they flitted around, not making eye contact with me. “Of course.”


A New Indulgence

My life screams out and says one thing: 'indulgence.' I am a person who would never deny myself anything.

Mahesh Bhatt

Our drinks and dinner were wonderful. Janus was satisfied and relaxed, and our new knowledge of where our relationship had come from was enlightening and almost mystical because of how much it seemed a ‘meant to be’ situation. Even with the love and caring and inevitability of our being together now, I wondered about whether Janus and I would have been able to enjoy this as two men like we were. We’d be missing so much more if we avoided touching and the wonderful sexual indulgences. Could we have? Or would we both be turned off by it?

After our espressos and dessert, it didn’t matter what I was thinking about and what we talked about because I was well lubricated with drink and well satisfied with food and conversation, and all I wanted to do was play with what I got to play with earlier. Not to mention, thinking about what Alexander would be like fueled my arousal and desires even more.

I walked on Janus’s arm down the street to Alexander, standing and holding the back door of the BMW limo for us. My breasts tugged on my chest, the nipples rubbing the silky fabric of the bra, my hips swaying with each minced step in my five-inch heels, my little girl dancing under my dress in the silky fluff. My body was glowing with desire.

I beamed at Alexander and winked at him, and it elicited a broad, mischievous smile from him. Janus climbed in first, and I greeted Alexander more intimately than usual by standing on my toes, reaching for him, and giving him a peck on the cheek and a grab of his crotch. It was big. Very big.

He chuckled and held the door for me. “Good to see you, my lady. Are we headed home?”

I slid in and crossed my legs, showing him some cleavage and legs, and smiled. “Yes, Alexander. But first, I’d like to park at the overlook so we can enjoy the full moon for a while.”

“Of course.” He shut the door. 
Janus looked inquisitive. “The overlook, huh?”

“Yes, I thought I’d take you up on your offer. Alexander seems he’d like that, too. Do you mind?” I rubbed his hard cock in his pants.

“Not at all.”

He looked a bit hesitant, but he had offered.

“Don’t worry. You’ll be quite into in before we get there.” I unzipped his pants and undid his buckle, then opened his pants. I slid the silky black bikini bottoms under his shaved globes, lifting his package up. His nervousness about what was about to come… Alexander in my face… and the fact that he came profusely only a couple of hours ago left him limp with it laying across his globes like a deflated tube-man advertising display.

I smiled, looking at it, and rolled his globes in my long-nailed fingers, then slid onto the floor and took his limp meat fully into my mouth. I stuffed my mouth with it like a chipmunk, running my tongue around it, and sucking it. I was delighted at how it quickly inflated and hardened for me as I looked up into his eyes. Soon, I was using a hand on the base, my mouth bobbing on the top with my jaw open all the way and my tongue working.

I was proud and gratified at how I could make a man so desirous for me, and I immersed myself in the lovely peacefulness of that velvet shaft on my lips, stretching my jaw and filling my mouth as my little girl danced below. Janus cradled my head and gazed lovingly into my eyes. I brought him to the edge several times before we arrived at the lookout.

Alexander looked back and smiled. “Would you like me to go for a walk while you enjoy the setting?” I stopped bobbing my head on Janus, lifted it, and turned to smile at Alexander, then wiped a drip from my lips with my hand. “Oh, Alexander, no. Would you mind if I sat in front with you and you boys enjoyed the views from your seats?” I knelt there, still stroking Janus’s cock in front of Alexander. Alexander looked at Janus.

Janus smiled and nodded. “Yes, Alexander. Why don’t we both enjoy the view from our seats?”

“Very good, sir.” Alexander got out and opened the door on my side, offered his arm to walk me to the other side of the car, then held the passenger door for me. I slid in, and he closed it. I slid onto the cool leather and positioned myself for easy access to my treat. Alexander took the driver’s seat and looked at me.

I looked back at Janus. He grinned and nodded. “Enjoy, my lady.”

I nodded. “Thank you, sweetie. Now, keep your engine running for me. You know how to play with that monster, I’m sure. Okay? Promise?”

“Promise. I’ll keep the monster happy all the while.”

Janus was now stroking it and looking quite manly doing so. His whole fist was yanking at it, and his other hand tugged on his balls. Alexander smiled a nervous smile, uncertain of what to do.

“I hope you’re hairless down there, Alexander.”

“I am my lady.”

“Then please take it out for me and show me.”

He undid it all and, from a sheer golden bikini, came out a monument smaller than Janus’s in length, but much thicker and close to the thickness of a beer can. I marveled at it as I tried to wrap my fingers all the way around it. “It’s beautiful, Alexander.”

“Thank you, my lady.” He looked back nervously at Janus. Janus had his eyes locked on what I was doing and stroking himself intently. Good.

I dove onto Alexander’s wonderful treat and got to experience having my jaw fully extended and my mouth so full I could hardly run my tongue around the shaft halfway. I bobbed my head, flicked the tip, and became enamored with what I was doing. Alexander’s large hands gently rested on my head, his fingers wrapped in my curls, tugging them on my scalp, delivering a submissive attitude to my demeanor as he held my head and moved it up and down by my hair. I whimpered.

He stopped. “Is that too much, my lady?”

I slurped off it. “Oh god, no. That’s wonderful. Use me as your receptacle like that. Move me as you wish.”

I glanced at Janus. He was very much enjoying all of this.

I moved back into position, and Alexander wrapped his fingers tightly in my curls and tugged them taut from my skull as he held my head and bobbed me how he wanted to as if I was simply a masturbation sleeve. It was wonderful being used that way, the way he took control. My little girl was dancing and oozing under my dress, and I felt like a lovely, feminine, submissive little girl.
I rolled his balls in one hand, held the base with the other, and ran my tongue around, and Alexander directed my motions on it. He grunted. “Oh, my lady. You look fabulous and feel so good.” He held my head fast and humped into my face. I whimpered and hummed around his cock.

I could hear Janus’s breathing from the back and his little groans as he became more and more intense from the show he was getting. This thrilled me even more from knowing how much he was enjoying me enjoying Alexander’s wonderful treat. My little girl danced and oozed. My legs slid against each other. I lifted a breast out and used one hand to play with the nipple. Alexander took it over with his big soft mitt, and my hand went back to his globes to roll and tug.

Alexander was savoring using me for his pleasure as he groaned and stuffed my face, lifting and dropping my head on it until he was about to come. Then he’d stop and keep it all still, and his body would go stiff as he held back his release, grunting like a beast. I thought I’d get his reward many times when he did that, but he held it back fiercely and would begin again in a moment. He had such control over it. Over and over, it was a delight to be used so thoroughly and to be enjoyed so deeply. I knew then I was all woman and men were for my indulgence and I for their use.

I slurped off and adjusted my hair to get the strays from my face and mouth. Janus maneuvered himself to gain a position over the seat where he was jerking his shaft, which was pointed at me. He was contorted with his head by the ceiling but had a wonderful view now, and I could see his pleasure as he pointed it at me and stroked.

Back on Alexander, he took charge of my head like a doll and bobbed it up and down with no effort from me. I was confident and thrilled at what was happening for all of us, and it was all about me. I was the driver, I was the thrill, and I was what they were using to get off with.

Finally, Alexander gave in and could wait no more. “Oh god, my lady, here it comes.” Then Alexander took charge of my head with his fingers in my hair and shoved my head onto it over and over, like a melon with a hole in it, and then he stopped. He lifted his hips and crushed my skull in his huge hands, and his thick snake jerked and spasmed in my mouth, gushing my long-awaited reward into me. My own little girl went wild, spurting her long pearl threads that seemed to pull from my painted toenails as they impregnated the fluff beneath my dress.

I heard Janus groan, and his feet kicked the back seat as I felt his warm, wet ropes cover my hair, dress, and breasts that were hanging out there yet. Having all the pent-up passion of both men directed at and into me multiplied the intensity of my emissions as I came beneath my dress over and over and swallowed mouthfuls of passionate release greedily.

Janus fell back into his seat, shaking the limo. Alexander stroked my hair lovingly as I licked him clean, sad it was over. He finally lifted my head off of it and put himself away, then ran around to open my door and let me in back once more. He looked in the mirror at Janus, and I snuggled together. “Home?”

“Yes, please,” I heard my lovely feminine voice say with a tone of satisfaction and joy in it.

Janus hugged me to him. He looked at my face in the passing lights and wiped pearly drips off it, then fed it to me. I sucked his fingers clean, running my tongue around them, not wanting to waste a drop of that most rewarding reminder of the wonderful, intense, powerful, confident, sensual, feminine being I had become. I was so happy to be able to indulge in such sweet delights. I snuggled my head against Janus’s chest as he caressed my silky, stockinged legs. My little girl was again throbbing in her damp fluff.


Disappointment

The beauty is that through disappointment, you can gain clarity, and with clarity comes conviction and true originality.

Conan O'Brien

I woke the next day in Janus’s arms. It had been lovely sleeping together for the first time. I lay there on my side in my babydoll top and panties, looking at him. He was stupendous, naked. The perfect lean form with just the right amount of muscle and smooth, soft skin kept meticulously hairless. He was only partly covered by the sheet over his hips as he lay on his side. I had to partake and give him a pleasant treat to wake up to.

Into my mouth, I took the soft member, and I was rewarded with it growing as I suckled on it like a baby on a tit. Soon, it was full scale, and I went at it with fervor, and Janus’s hand rested on my head. “Oh, my love. How wonderful.” He groaned and moved about, getting comfortable. He grasped my head. “Would you like it the way Alexander did it, my love?”

I nodded, and he obliged by wrapping his fingers tightly in my hair and crushing my skull. While he looked down at me, I glanced up at him, and he stuffed my face relentlessly. My one hand drifted to my little girl, took her between my thumb and middle finger, and jerked her.

Janus became more intense, stuffing my face faster, his fingers tighter in my hair. He groaned. “Oh my! I love seeing you play with her like that. It’s so adorable and sexy.”

I mumbled around his cock and blinked rapidly up at him, and mumbled a thank you around it. Janus soon tensed, and we both became overwhelmed. I spurted into my panties and baby doll as he fed me his morning juice.

We rolled back beside each other and held hands. My sweet little girl voice came out and said, “Morning, my sweet. Will we paint today?”

“I hope we do. We need to produce… sometime.”

“Good. I didn’t want to think about what to do, and I’m going to do my new routine to prepare to be a real girl like I once was long ago. I just want to relax doing it all day and not worry about what to wear—unless you want me to model something.”

“Nope. Wear what you like. I’ll be painting what your inside wants me to, anyway.”

We ate breakfast, and I did my clean out, and it was familiar and pleasant as I remembered it. It gave me such a clean and fresh feeling. I had no problem slipping a nice-sized, almost as big as Janus’s shaft, realistic feeling and looking, vibrating dildo into myself that was held fast with snug panties. It was pleasant to walk with and gave my hips more flare, and sent ripples of sensuality through me. I then thought it might have been nice to go for a walk or a bike ride, but we had work to do.

At the end of the day, Janus was satisfied but disturbed by his painting a bit, but he wouldn't show it to me. We had a nice dinner out. I finished the evening at the overlook the way we did the night before, but inside of me was my toy, which greatly intensified my amorousness and the boy's pleasure from me as I whimpered and writhed in fervent response. I knew Janus was hoping to be in the place of my toy, but for some reason, I just wanted the toy right then. We went home and fell fast asleep.

The next day was a bit weird. My breasts were almost gone, my little girl was back at its old proud stature, and my crazy eyes, lips, cheeks, hips, and bottom were what they were before. I was nearly back to the original. Had it worn off? Did I intend this? Did Janus create this?

After I took care of Janus with my mouth under the sheets, he went down to make breakfast. I did my routine before going downstairs and cleaned out and plugged. It didn’t thrill me as much, but was still nice. I had no men’s clothes left, so I put on a pleated skirt, tight panties to hold the big guy close and not make the skirt tent, a plain white blouse, flat loafers, and white knee socks, and I wore my hair in two ponytails. I was a bit depressed. I sprayed on perfume, trying to feel more girly. My bra was stuffed with socks to fill it, and it was a weak imitation of my previous self. I put on some makeup, and that helped me be more feminine and pretty in my mind.

I gave Janus a hug from behind. “Morning, honey.”

“Morning.” He reached back and patted my bottom. “Sleep well? Everything good?”

He turned and placed the food on the table, then held a chair for me. I sat. His eyes were inspecting me. He sat and waited.

I fidgeted with my food. “See what happened? I’m not a girl anymore, and it’s almost all back to what I was.”

“I know. I saw it in the painting. That’s what was bothering me last night.”

“Paint me back.”

“You have to be the one to make it happen. I paint what you want. You must have wanted to explore who you were back then. You’re even wearing a schoolgirl outfit like you wore that night.”

“Shit. You’re right. Okay. So this is fixable. I hope. But what do we do this way?”

“Same thing we always do. Move on. Enjoy life.”

I wriggled on my plug, trying to get into it. “It’s not the same. Nothing is as intense. I mean, would you want to fuck me now? Like you did way back when?”

Janus didn’t know what to say and busied himself, and I knew that meant no.

“Right. See? You don’t love me like you said. Like you said, we could have been gay and done all of this. We never could.”

“We could try.”

“Right. I should be hard now, and I’m soft and tucked into my panties. Nothing about this is good. I need to go back, but what if I can’t?” I began to tear up and then started choking up and crying in my napkin. Janus came over and rubbed my shoulders. He kissed my cheek tentatively. “It’ll be fine. We still have each other. You might come back as a girl again. It’s what was inside of you. It doesn’t seem this is what was inside because it didn’t make you happy. It was just a glitch. You’ll see, buddy.” He patted my shoulders and went back to eating.

I howled, “Buddy!” I broke into full-scale guffaws and tears, snorting and my nose running and all.

Janus sat there, not knowing what to do.

I calmed down, sipped my juice, and wiped my tears and snot. “You’re painting me today, and you’re painting me as I was… the girl I became… all of it. Got it! You’re gonna paint me and make me come back to the girl I’m meant to be.”

Janus nodded. “I guess. I’ll try. It has to come from you, though.”

“We don’t know that and look what I did if it was me. Make it come from you. Okay? Please? Try.”

“I will. I promise. I’ll try.”

We painted. I sat there. I had taken my thing out of my butt and sat there in my schoolgirl clothes. They used to make me feel so pretty, and now they emphasized how boyish I was again. I watched Janus struggle, then I went into my zone.

“Okay, Gabriel! Done!”

“Can I see it? Please?”

“That might be bad luck. Trust me, I think it’ll be okay.”

“Did you feel it? I felt something.”

“I suppose. It was subtle, but there. It might not have been as intense, but it was there. Maybe it wasn't as intense because it wasn’t the first time anymore.”

“How did I look? Was it back to what I had before?”

“Uh… It’s beautiful. It's not exactly what you had before, but it's something very special for sure. I think you’d love it.”

“Okay. I’ll stop talking about it because it makes me want to see it even more. Now what?”

“Get dressed pretty, and we can go to dinner, and we can stop at the overlook if you'd like.”

“Oh god, no. Not the overlook. I’d probably gag now. It’s like my old self after I gave it all up. It’s gross.”

“Yeah, I guess it is, kind of. How about some takeout at home? You can put on a nice dress and maybe feel better then, all dressed up and not in schoolgirl clothes.”

“Right. Good idea.”

I dressed all the way and did my makeup and felt better, but I still felt like an imposter somehow. We ate quietly. Had a few drinks and even watched some porn trying to get into it. It didn’t work. We went to bed in our separate rooms. At least Janus had one more painting for the series.


A Whole New Gabriel

Good, better, best. Never let it rest. 'Til your good is better and your better is best.

St. Jerome

Last night, I called Alexander and asked him to stop at Bergdorf Goodman first thing after they opened. I also set up an appointment for a later celebration and consulted with Alexander about who to invite to our soiree’. He was very helpful and assured total discretion and safety.

If I had done what I did and it worked, Gabriel would want all of it and loved it all. If it hadn’t worked, well, the best-laid plans of mice and men and things could be canceled. I figured being positive and aiming for the goal was the only honorable way to fail, anyway. However, I had unbridled optimism this would not fail.

“Good morning, Gabriel. Did you sleep well?” Her face was beaming. She was just like the painting. She obviously loved the new her. She wrapped her arms around me and jumped on me, wrapping her little legs around my hips. “Oh, my god! This is the best yet! I’m so pretty and feminine and petite. I love it.” Her voice was totally like a little girl and very cute and adorable. “Now I know what my sisters felt like.” She giggled.

She was still Gabriel and not her sisters, but she was petite and similar to what they were back then. She had the same face but with higher cheekbones, a tiny nose, tiny ears, rosy full lips, and cheeks. I could feel her very substantial breasts crushed against me. Her neck was long and delicate, with her pretty head with light red hair and brilliant green eyes above it.

She let go of me and slid down to her tiny feet. “I always envied my sister's red hair and green eyes.” She looked up at me, being about only five feet tall now. Her hips were shapely, and her bottom was firm and had a lovely back to it. Her legs were shapely, and her feet tiny. She was a delicate, lovely being with the face and voice of a young girl and the body of a very well-developed woman. I wanted to stick it in her right there as I throbbed in my pants. “So! What happened to your monster?”

She proudly pulled aside her panties to show it to me. It was rigid but only about an inch and a half long, and the thickness of a baby gherkin. The globes were the size of a popped popcorn kernel but in tight, little round sacks and were very firm beneath the hard shaft. The tip of the shaft was a rose color that matched her lips. She played with it with a crooked smile. “It is so incredibly sensitive and sensual. It’s wonderful. It's so cute too, don’t you think? I wouldn’t even mind if someone saw it. It’s all girl. It spurted massive amounts of threads twice when I was cleaning out in the shower, and it popped right back, ready to go again. I love it. Thank you so much! I can't wait to see the painting. Come on!”

She dragged me through the house to the studio, running on bare feet in her now oversized nighty. I lifted the cover for her.

“Oh, my god!” Her tiny, long-nailed fingers covered her mouth as she gasped. “It’s beautiful. We’re getting married! Look how happy you and I are! And look at Alexander standing on the side beaming and looking oh so handsome.” She studied it some more. “Are you boys with hard-ons? It’s subtle, but I think I can see they’re hard.”

“You bet we are. What man wouldn’t be?” I laughed.

She studied it further. “I love how the dress sweeps up from the floor and arches over my hips, revealing a lace body suit, garters, and gartered stockings. It’s so sexy, yet still tasteful in an avante-garde way.” She looked closer. “Oh my, and isn't my little girl cute under that body suit? It’s adorable! I love it!”

She turned to me, her bright green eyes lit from inside. “I love you. When do we have the dress made, and when do we get married, my love?”

“The dress is made. Somehow, Bergdorf Goodman once again had it there when I called. Jennifer guessed it was for us. I asked her to put together a new selection of clothes in your new sizes, and she said the ones we have that no longer fit can be returned, except for the bras and panties. She’s getting new bra and panty sizes based on your new size, with a narrower band on the bra but larger cups. The wedding is tonight, and Alexander and I have planned a special reception after the wedding.”

She ran around in a little circle and did a dance, waving her hands in the air and jumping and skipping around the room. “I’m a bride! I’m a bride! I’m a bride!”

She came back to me and gave me a hug with her head on my chest. She leaned back, arms wrapped around me. “I love this. Thank you. Now I know this was your doing. I never would have dreamt of being like this. I’m so glad you put me together so well.”

I gazed down at my bride-to-be. Gave her a peck on the forehead. “Well, I was worried it wouldn’t work, but I thought you’d like to kind of go back and be who you would have been had you been a sister. Not to mention, the thought of you as a young girl was quite interesting. I could feel you would have always wanted to be more petite than most women as a kind of emphasis of your nonmasculinity. But yet, I knew you’d want to be Uber-sexy too.” I laughed

Gabriel grabbed her boobs with her tiny hands and jiggled them. “Love it all. You were right. Now, let’s eat so I can do my morning routine, put a lovely toy in, paint my nails, and get ready for tonight. I can’t wait to see my wedding dress. Will you help get the old clothes put together so Alexander can take them back when he gets here?”

She was so excited. Her anticipation and joy bubbled up from her, and her energy was beyond high. I had to laugh. “Of course, my lady. I’m here to serve. We won’t be painting today.”


The Ultimate Celebration of Marriage

A good husband makes a good wife.

John Florio

“Janus! Can you come help me?”

“Yes, dear, what is it?”

“Can you attach the back clasps of the garter belt to these stockings? I can’t get them straight.” I stood there in my finery, dying to get into the final layer. I couldn’t resist playing with my naked breasts while Janus knelt behind me, attaching the sheer, white, silky stockings to the garters. My white lace stretch body suit was somewhat sheer, clinging to and revealing my little girl slightly through the fabric, along with the shape of my breasts and their nipples as they stood at attention.

“Done!” Janus stayed on his knees a moment as he caressed my legs while I stood in my fetish high white lace, open-toe stilettos. His hands rose up and cupped my bottom. “So perfect. Like an apple.” He bit my butt cheek.

“Stop! You’ll make the girl squirt, and I’ll have to wash and dry the body suit.” I slapped him behind me.

He stood, came around, and hugged me. “I have to finish getting ready myself.”

I felt for his hardness. “Mmm, it seems you are already ready.”

“Now you stop.” He took my hand away and left me.

I sat on the bed and slid into the dress; the cap sleeves landing on my shoulders and made to be partway off. The front cut of the top was such that the body suit became the top revealed under the sides and back of the dress, my breasts and cleavage emphasized and lifted. The dress clung to me, the back in a short train and the front in an arch to show my hips, little girl, and legs fully. I was in heaven as I stepped in tiny steps to the full-length mirror, put the veil comb in my red curly hair, and draped it behind me with my hair over each shoulder. I sprayed perfume all over me and immersed myself in the feminine scent. I put it in my purse with my phone and other things and slung the purse on my shoulder.

The plug shot off, vibrating silently inside of me, giving me a ripple of sensation through my inner being and making my little girl dance under the lace. There was a tear-off piece of the body suit that could come off, leaving my package lifted, displayed, and free. There was also a perfectly placed hole in the back for easy access, which I took advantage of now to check the plug was securely inserted.

I marched around the room, swaying my hips, my breasts jiggling, the plug shooting off in me again, and I was the most sensual being on the planet.

I looked myself over in the full-length mirror, admiring myself as I moved to and fro. This wedding dress was the most sensual, sexy, seductive, and inviting wedding dress ever made. I often wondered, when I’d see women in their typically highly conservative wedding dresses, how they ever got their men hard. Maybe they didn’t want them to be. This dress would have no such problem, and it would make everyone in the room want the bride. The thought of that happening was incredibly appealing to me. It would speak highly of my allure, feminine appeal, and seductiveness.

Janus came out in his tux, looking like a million bucks, and went before the full-length mirror. He was so handsome! His coat was just long enough to hide his interest in me, but the look on his face told me he was very interested. We’d be enjoying life together for many years to come. We were now the perfect match for each other in every way. Who’d have thunk? Two homophobic, gay guys who are now husband and wife. What a wonderful world!

I walked up to him, placed a hand on his shoulder, and peeked around him. “Hey, handsome. You look wonderful. Very sexy.”

“Thanks! Wait till you see Alexander. We got matching tuxes.”

“Wow. I can’t wait.”

“He can’t either.” Janus laughed. “You’ll love it.”

“I’m sure I will. Thank you again, husband-to-be.”

“My honor, my lady. Shall we go? It’s almost time. Alexander should be waiting outside for us, right?”

“Correct.” He took my hand in his huge one, then lifted my arm and placed it on his, which I held firmly as he led me out of the house in my tiny minced steps. Me, the bride-to-be.

Alexander was beaming as he loaded us and drove us to the JP for the ceremony. It was down and dirty, and Alexander was the best man who gave us the rings.

Next, it was off to celebrate. We walked into a room of men. Handsome, tall, manly men. It was like a variety pack of candies. My heart pounded as they played the wedding march, and we went to the front of the room. Alexander introduced us as husband and wife, and the party began. I faced the group, and I immediately removed the covering over my little girl, and she popped up dancing in her lace body suit. Applause and hoots sounded.

We had drinks and mingled while I was able to sample the men one by one as they anxiously revealed their silky-shaved packages to me. I fondled them as we sipped and occasionally couldn't resist a taste or two.

Everyone enjoyed Maine lobster claws, oysters and cherrystone clams, salmon crackers, and drinks. Soon, it reached a point where my libido was crying as much as I was for release.

Janus lifted me gently from my knees, and I reluctantly whimpered, and my indulgence fell free of my mouth. “Well, my bride, I think it’s time you consummated our marriage with the boys. You have them all sufficiently aroused from the looks of it.”

We looked around. All the men were grinning in their tuxedos, most with their jackets off and just a cummerbund and vest above their hard cocks as they jerked them in anticipation while looking at me. It was quite a flattering sight for a girl like me.

I stepped behind the bar, took my plug out, and put it in the trash, then put my arms around the first guy standing at the end of the bar. He lifted me up while I wrapped my legs around him and guided his hot cock into my bottom. I kissed him deeply, tasting the bourbon and smelling his manly scent of cologne while my hands went through his thick silky hair, and his huge hands lifted and dropped me over and over on his thick, long cock.

His rubber-sheathed cock pulsated rather quickly inside of me, filling me with passion, which was a blessing seeing how many men there were. It was a good thing we had had so long for them to work themselves up, watching me play with each of them while the music pounded. If that didn’t happen, they might have lasted too long for me to have each of them. Now, they could pound me to the beat rather than beat themselves to it and get off quickly.

The next hunk grunted and shoved into me, and his cock immediately squirmed inside as it pulsed and shot. My little girl spewed threads of white onto his shirt as I whimpered and squealed, and my leg twitched uncontrollably. As I caught my breath and he lowered me to my feet, I could see Janus as he sipped and stroked himself and nodded and smiled at me, lifting his drink. He placed his drink down and applauded, then motioned me on.

The next one I bent over in front of, offering my bottom, and he lifted me up, my back to him, and held me by my hips, my head dangling down like a rag doll, the red hair and veil over my face. He shoved and humped between my cheeks faster than I’d ever seen anyone do it, and my little girl was spurting threads of pearls onto the floor from its lace finery, my breasts hanging out of the top and swinging with each thrust.

Next, I slid onto a table, spread my legs for my fourth one, and looked around, all the men jerking off, looking at me and waiting for me to call them over. I motioned for a particularly cute, smaller cock on a boy-like man to come over to me. I took him between my lips, and he cradled my head and held it as he fucked my face like a rabbit, another man got between my legs and slid deliciously in and out, stretching me and filling me until they both lost control and shot their seeds into me. Again, my little girl was so excited she couldn't hold back and shot more pearls between him and me and deposited them on my lace-covered belly.

This went on for what seemed like hours of a dreamlike orgy. Janus, all the while waiting and keeping his engine running. Finally, when all the other men were done. I raised a finger and called Janus over.

“Your turn, my love. Breed me. Inseminate me, husband.” I took his rubber off his cock. “I want all of you. No one else had this honor.”

I slid his thick, long cock into me while laying on the edge of a table. His eyes opened wide, and he leaned down and sucked my nipple. I cradled his head as he hunched over, driving his lovely shaft into my soul. Even though I had come multiple times and had many men, this was very special. The energy he filled me with and the sight of his cock going in and out of me, and the look of love on his face, were all priceless. My body seemed to melt to his as his passion entered and drove up to my throat through my soul.

The feminine joy of this intimate connection with the man I loved could compare to no other. I knew then that Janus was right to allow me to explore so I could compare all the men to him and find them mundane in comparison. Since I was Janus’s creation, it only made sense that we would have such a deep and heartfelt bond.

“Oh god, my lady, my bride, my wife. I can’t hold back anymore.”

“Oh god, yes. I can’t either. Come with me, my love. Breed your wife.”

Janus tensed up and lifted above me to look into my eyes as his cock squirmed and shot inside my soul, and he groaned while I whimpered like a little girl, and my little girl danced between us, shooting streams of pearls once more, this time further and longer than ever. My legs twitched. I crushed my breasts in my hands and tweaked my nipples. Janus gave a hard, deep shove and held it there a moment, then pummeled me until he stopped shooting blanks.

I lay there until Janus and I caught our breath. He tucked away in his pants and then lifted me in his arms like a bride to carry over the threshold.

I held onto his neck and nuzzled it, then kissed it. “Thank you, my love. What should we do next? What project do you have in mind?”

“Next project? We haven’t even begun this one. The title of the series is Dreams. Do you have any more dreams you’d like to fulfill? I know I’d like to keep you just like this, though.”

“Hmm, I think being a sissy again might be fun. Being submissive is somehow intriguing. My sisters used to call me a little sissy girl. They’d put me in this cute frilly pink dress with sheer white thigh-high stockings with bows in my hair and on my wrists and ankles and little lace gloves. I couldn’t help touching myself through the silky fluffy dress, and they’d make me pull my panties under it all and play with it with my gloved finger and thumb ever so daintily, sometimes sipping tea with the other hand. I wasn’t allowed to make a mess, though, unless they said I could. Sometimes, that could be days before they would, and I’d have to be a good girl doing all they asked until then. I think that’s the next in the dream series. That’s it. I want to play a little submissive sissy girl that real men can control and use as their depository. Will you do that for me?”

“So be it. I think it’ll fit you quite well. Not to mention, you’ll make a lovely little sissy girl, as you are now.” He gave me a peck on my lips.


If you enjoyed this book, please leave a review, tell a friend, or post a link. Thanks!

Barb and Thom

For more of our books, both fiction and non-fiction, in Kindle, paperback, and Audible versions, go to:

Amazon:

http://www.amazon.com/Barbara-Deloto/e/B00J21HWA4/
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