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Author’s Note

You all know I love feminization. It’s powerful, it’s giddy, it’s the wave of the future.

But I also love horror!

I read it, I watch it…I love it.

This series is about horror and feminization.

Ron and Lisa have a fixer upper, and they are fixing it, until Lisa discovers the dungeon in the basement.

Now something is driving her, pushing her, and Ron is suffering for it.

BUT…a word of warning, horror usually has some kind of BDSM in it, and this story does. So I don’t recommend this story to those who are faint of heart.

Sunday school teachers, kindly grannies, stay away. Go read something sweet and innocent, because…this aint it!

Now, as usual…

STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

“What do you mean you’re not going to work on the dungeon anymore?” Liz glared at Ron. They were in the master bedroom of their house. Ron was sitting on the feather bed and Liz was standing by the big window that looked out over their property.

It was a beautiful property. Acres of lawn (when they got around to replanting), woods surrounding the lawn, and the house itself was a jewel.

Sure, it needed work, but Ron could do that work, except that he had been distracted by Liz’s demands for him to repair the dungeon.

“I’m sorry, honey, but it’s all in this book.”

He held up a little, leather bound book with a gold lock on it.

“And what is that?”

“It’s a book called ‘Evil Angels,’ and it tells all about this house.

“And what, pray tell, is an Evil Angel?”

Her eyes were narrowed and her chest was heaving. Since they had bought the house Liz had undergone changes. She was quicker of speech, sometimes downright snappy, and everything she said or did was aimed at fixing up the dungeon in the basement.

“It’s in the book.”

“Give me the quick book report.”

Ron knew Liz wasn’t going to read the book. He began talking, explaining what the book had revealed to him, and other discoveries he had made.

“There are places on this earth where the planes meet.”

“What planes?” asked James Thadeus Wilkins. “You mean aeroplanes?”

He was laying in his bunk with Alexandria Hershberger. They were naked and her hands were under the covers, keeping a certain body part of his warm.

“Planes…different realms of existence.”

James shivered as she ran a thumbnail up the underside of his cock. This woman knew how to raise a man’s ire.

“I would have to see proof,” he managed to say, making a little gulp halfway through the sentence.

Alexandria kissed him, rolled over on him, and began scootching up his body. He knew where she was heading, and his dingus was ready.

“Oh, you want proof, eh?” She settled down on him, engulfed him, caused his balls to tighten up in anticipation for what was to happen.

They rocked. The boat swayed ever so gently underneath them. It was a large ship, and they barely felt the movement.

“There are many planes of existence. The three most spoken of are heaven, earth and hell, but there are many more.”

“That is supposed to be proof?” He tried to thrust up, but she settled her weight and used his lack of motion to tease him.

She said, with an air of teasing mystery: In My Father's house are many mansions. John 14.”

“You prove the existence of many dimensions with the bible?”

He was astounded. She was a kook. She liked a dark, gothic look, a look that was commonly frowned upon. But to use the bible to support her theories of devils and angels, demons and other worlds of existence…that was almost too much.

Almost, except that James was a bit on the wild side himself. He was an explorer of such non-biblical subjects as tarot, palm reading, speaking with the dead, and so on.

She reached down and squeezed his testicles. Hard.

He squeaked and tried to bat her hand away, but she held him firm and whispered in his ear, “Tomorrow you shall have your proof.”

A calendar was hung on the wall across the cabin. James couldn’t help but glance at it.

The following day was April 15th, 1912.

Alexandria tugged on his testicles to regain his attention. She kissed him, using teeth more than lips, and said to him. “Tomorrow, and then you will know the truth of my statement. Just pay attention, stick close to me, for we shall have to bully our way onto the lifeboats.

At this James withheld a snort of laughter.

The boat was going to sink?

This sturdy vessel? The Titanic?

Everybody knew the Titanic was an unsinkable vessel, and for Alexandria to claim otherwise was sheer folly.

She let go of him, bounced down on him, and sank him further into the folds of her velvet vulva.

He groaned and was just about to spurt when she rose up, held herself off him, and laughed at the tormented expression on his tormented face.

Lord, if she wasn’t so good in the sack he might have done without her.

But she was good, if only she would let him cum.

“Tomorrow,” she whispered, and she put a finger up his rear and laughed at him again.

“You’re saying that the fellow who built this house was on the Titanic?”

“Yes. You can check the passenger manifest if you wish. It’s online.”

“So what does that have to do with the price of bananas in Turkey? Why does that mean you won’t finish my dungeon?”

He was about to continue his story, but her ranting stopped him.

“I’ve spent a lot of time on this. A lot of money. We need to finish the dungeon. We need a place to prepare.”

“Prepare for what?” he asked, curious.

“For what is to come!” she almost shouted in her exasperation. Then, in a softer tone, “Things are happening here. Things are coming together, and we must be ready.”

Ron stared at his wife. She was getting more adamant, more demanding, less understanding. He was sorry he had ever bought the house, especially in light of what he was about to relate to her.

James Thadeus and Alexandria moved along the deck. The night was sharply cold and she wore a fur and he wore a sweater under a peacoat.

“We have to be outside for this?” James asked, his breath puffing in the air like smoke from a steam engine.

“Whatever happens will happen out here,” she answered.

She turned him to her, kissed him ardently, then pushed him along the deck.

James stared at the inky darkness of the ocean, the dim glow of lights from the stars. The ocean was a flat plane, and he was reminded of Alexandria, the night previous, telling him how there were many planes, but she was speaking of planes of existence.

Planes of existence. Ha! Whole realms dedicated to races and species and even alien beings. What nonsense.

Why, everybody knew that in all the galaxy only earth was populated with life.

Life being only man and his attendant species. Lions and tigers, good only for hunting.

“And when is this occurrence going to occur?” he asked, feeling the sting of cold air on his cheeks.

He would much rather be below decks, docking his own vessel with Alexandria’s sweet harbor.

“Iceberg ahead!” came a faint voice, almost a chimera in the still night.

Alexandria stepped to the railing and looked forward of the ship. Was this it? Was it?

James stepped up next to her, his arm around her, and attempted to penetrate the gloom with his own eyes.

There was nothing, then a faint shadow. The shadow grew in size, was perceived as coming closer, then it was next to the ship.

James heard a grinding sound, and the deck trembled beneath his feet.

He held to the rail, and to Alexandria.

“There! You see?” She turned to him as the mountain of grey white passed almost within reach, sliding along the side of the ship, and the grinding continued, then stopped.

“We passed an iceberg!” James breathed.

Suddenly a young lad, maybe twelve, passed them at a run. He was slipping and sliding, and using a chunk of ice for an oversized puck.

Alexandria turned to him. “Quickly. To the lifeboats. We are near an intersection of the planes of existence. There exist portals here, and the demand for lives will be great.

She tugged on his hand, and now unnerved, James went along.

Planes of existence? Portals to other realms in the depths of the ocean…who would ever imagine…

Lisa sat on the bed next to Ron. She held him in her hand, and her hand was warm and fine and moving back and forth.

“Do you hear how silly you are? Who could believe in ‘other planes of existence?’ This is the world. This,” she patted the feather mattress, “and to think otherwise is silly.”

“But I have been in the basement. I see how you stare at the wall, and the wall, at that end of the basement, is different. It is obsidian in color, but with brick texture. Put a hand on it and feel an unusual warmth. I tell you, there is something there! And the book agrees!”

She pushed him back, crawled onto him, searched for his point with her valley. “You goose,” she whispered harshly. “It is you who are silly. That is a stupid, old book. The Titanic happened over a hundred years ago. That is done and gone with.”

“But what James and Alexandria spoke of is not!”

She rode him. Lifted herself off when he was close, held him tight before he could loose himself, and she stared at him intently.

“I am a witch.”

James watched his new wife carefully, adoration in his eyes.

His brother took her for a kook.

“And that is how you survived the sinking of the grandest vessel to ever sail the oceans?” Thomas blurted.

“It is.”

“Well, if you’re. witch, why didn’t you save all those people? Tell the steersman to avoid the big hunk of ice, or, better, throw a fireball and melt the damned thing?”

He was sober faced, but not serious. The idea of taking this woman seriously was…silly.

Still, his brother was besotted by her, and according to him she had predicted the sinking of the Titanic, and she had seen to their rescue.

Her dark eyes scrutinized him carefully.

“I am a witch, and I have powers, but the real powers are reserved for those who live in other realms.”

“Other realms. Hunh!” Thomas scoffed openly now.

Alexandria’s eyes narrowed. She didn’t talk to others of herself and her abilities often, for man was a fool. He was a goose who believed in the sanctity of his cock and not much else.

“I’ll tell you this, Theodore.” She liked to use his middle name, which he didn’t like, and which encouraged her all the more. Where the planes intersect there are portals. Man is denied these portals, but, when properly summoned, Evil Angels may open these portals.”

“Evil Angels?”

Theodore raised an eyebrow.

“Evil Angels,” she confirmed. Demons stand guard, but it is the Evil Angel who can open these doors, as they did when the Titanic passed too close to a portal.”

“You’re saying the Titanic sank because it traveled through a portal of some kind?”

“It passed near enough to a portal. A portal to another realm, and the Evil Angels in those realms, succumbing to their hunger, reached through the portals created at the shifting of the planes and took 1500 souls to their dinner table.”

“Well, I’ve had enough, thank you.” Theodore turned his attention away from the dark-eyed beauty that his brother had married and focused on the table. “Who would like some more potatoes?”

Ron lay on the bed, holding to his gizm, refusing to give issue, refusing to fall to the blandishments of his wife. “Don’t you see? James might have been under the spell of his wife, but his brother wasn’t. His brother saw through her chicanery, her con job. He saw that she had married Thadeus for his money.

“But he didn’t have any money!”

“But she would have known that he would have some.”

“That is a far reach.”

“That is the power of a witch.”

She was silent for a moment, contemplating him, preparing to take his essence through the act of sex and bend him to her will.

“It’s funny. I’m supposed to be the witch, and you’re the human, yet you believe in witches more than I do.”

“I believe in what the book told me. I believe in those marginal writings that describe a tale of terror and woe.

“Whoa,” she laughed, and her laugh, so non sequitur, scared Ron.

She began to shift her hips back and forth. She was having little use for this argument. Besides, as any real tyrant, she didn’t care what any might say as long as she was afforded her rewards. And her rewards would quickly be given once she had her sexual fangs into Ron.

“Oh, stop it,” he moaned, feeling the softness of her squeeze and slither along his snake.

“You beg for release, and when I am prepared to give it to you, you run like a little baby.”

“I read the book! I know how she used sex to bend Thadeus to her will. Only when he was crushed did he realize what she had done.”

“Refused him joy, made him beg, reduced him to a helpless slave.”

“Exactly what you are doing to me.”

She ground her hips, and he tried to push her off. She was strong, however, stronger than him, and merciless.

He felt his groin surging, he knew she was going to make him cum. And in the cumming, powered by all the tease and denial she had done, he would succumb. He would submit, and he would bend to her will.

“Please,” he begged. “Don’t do this. I don’t want to go into that dungeon again!”

“Oh, honey, don’t be silly.” She smiled, settled down on him, and he felt it: it was like her pussy had grown arms, was encircling his cock with all of those arms, and was pulling up in a swirling motion.

Pulling the gism out of him. Drawing his power, making him less than a man.

He felt his seed coming up the shaft, and it was like a flood, blowing open his urethra, shooting out so hard it felt like his balls were shrinking.

“No! No!” he wailed.

But she had her way with him.

Thadeus, following Alexandria’s directions, settled in the small town of Landsville.

There was a range of mountains on one side of the town, and a shallow lake on the other. Patches of forest filled in the spaces between the mountains, and it was, if one was to consider it in such terms, a perfect blending of valley and mountain, an intersection of planes and woods, a coming together of regions different, yet fitting together like a jig saw puzzle.

Inside this little quilt of earth, driving back a small wood so as to insert himself into the space, Thadeus built a house.

It was a house of fine woods, modern conveniences, a combination of colors and textures that would have been, if it had been known, a hundred years later, as a striking example of feng shui.

At first everything was fine, they were accepted as fine folks, if a little reclusive, but changes began happening shortly after the house was built.

“I don’t understand why we couldn’t have built the basement before we built the house.” Thadeus was swinging a pick,  using a shovel, and creating a basement under the house.

Alexandria smiled as she felt the timbers they were using to shore up the house. It was a big job, but Thadeus was under her control.

“Because people would have seen. People would have wondered. And we can’t have any nosy busybodies.”

“We can’t have nosy busybodies finding out that we are building…what are we building?”

“A place where I can conduct my business. Now keep digging.”

Thadeus had slanted the digging down from a hidden door in the pantry, and now he was expanding the dig. He was stacking stones for walls and placing thick beams across the top of them. The house would be better constructed than it had originally been.

Alexandria sat on a stone step and watched him. She put her hand down and felt the stone steps.

That had been so crazy, and yet…predictable. They had laid out the house, built the house, and when Thadeus had started digging down the removed earth had uncovered perfectly sculpted stairs.

As if somebody had visited this precise conjunction of planes before them.

Yet there were no legends. No traces. Nothing but worn, stone steps uncovered.

But worn by who?

And she had the thought that maybe the steps were not worn by humans, but by…something else.

Maybe not worn by people going down, but by something else coming up.

But…what?

Across the space that would be a basement, and something else, Thadeus pick struck something with a ringing sound.

“What the fuck!” The pick began to quiver, and the quivering made it impossible to hold.

Alexandria came over and stared down at the pick.

Vibrating, making a humming noise, it lay on the earth before them.

“What did you strike?”

Thadeus got down and brushed the soil away. He was scared of the pick now. That vibration had gone up his arms and was working its way down his back bone.

A few swipes and scoops of the soft earth and he uncovered a block of stone.

It wasn’t exactly square, but it was, too, in a way. It was like it had edges, and angles, but it had somehow been shifted out of true. A cuboid, but the right angles, while they measured ninety degrees, appeared not quite ninety degrees to the eye.

And if one stared at the cuboid too long the eyes tended to hurt. Like they were slipping off the warped surfaces.

“What the hell?”

Thadeus worked his fingers into the earth and dug the cuboid free. He picked up another rock and struck the cuboid. The rock shattered in his hand, and his hand felt like it was going to shatter.

Alexandria reached forward and took the rock from him. It was heavy, but she was a strong woman. She held it, and it was as if she could feel a heart beating within the thing. A million beats a minute, emitting a vibration that it seemed only she could feel.

And the thought came to here: keep digging. Gobble that dirt. I’m waiting.

A thought that was pure and firm, and in her voice, but…it felt like something, or somebody else, had generated it.

“Dig,” she said, pushed Thadeus’s arm.

Thadeus touched the pick, picked it up, and returned to excavating the earth.

He was scared, but…he was enthralled. He was terrified, feeling like he was striking a giant on the toe, but…he had to keep digging.

He had to gobble up the earth.

Ron boiled water and brought it down to the dungeon. He added vinegar, and began scrubbing.

He used a stiff brush, thick bristles, and he worked it into the floor, the seams of the strange, black rocks, and scoured.

Liz watched him, smiled contentedly, dreamily, and she walked towards the end of the basement.

The wall was there, and she touched it. She shivered, and she felt a weird warmth vibrating out of the cracks in the wall and moving through her body.

Her blood felt…scorched. Excited. Like it was bubbling.

I have steam in my veins! she thought.

But it was more than steam. It was a voice of promises that eked out of the wall and seeped into her pores.

It felt dark, dirty, nasty, but…right.

Something was back there, behind the wall, waiting for her.

Something big and delicious and full of gobbling promises.

She wanted to be gobbled.

She wanted to be gobbled like she had gobbled Ron.

He had been so resistive, but now he was okay.

Of course, he didn’t feel the beckoning darkness, the warmth like fecal syrup. He just worked for her, but he would get his reward, too.

Whatever was behind the wall would see to his reward, too.

When he was finished purifying the chamber. When he was so sexually enslaved that he fitted himself to her devices willingly, because he wanted to please her.

Her pleasure was his pleasure, no matter how deep and dark it was.

No matter how gobbling it was.

She turned and watched him work. He was naked, a small bell attached to his cock. It rang when he worked, and she made sure it rang all the time.

When it didn’t ring, she went to him, stroked him, kissed him, made him fuck her without cumming, until he was charged up and ready to return to his task.

His gobbling task.

Thadeus had reached the wall. The basement, it turned out, had been formed before they built the house. The walls were fitted stone with weird, squiggly lines where the sort of square bricks fit together.

The house had been built on the rocks, and the overhead beams guaranteed the house would last a hundred years.

A thousand years.

As long as Rock could last, and the wood that used it for a foundation.

For whatever darkness lived in (or behind) the stone was permeating the wood, imbuing it with life.

But just reaching the wall wasn’t enough.

Thadeus began to scrub the wall, and the floor, with a mixture of vinegar and boiling water. He was purifying it, and…he was afraid.

He was a slave, enslaved to Alexandria, and he was terrified of where they were going.

He didn’t know where they were going, what they were doing, what nefarious purpose might be driving her, but…he was scared.

He was a slave, and it wasn’t his purpose.

He was just working, gobbling up the impure filth on the floor and the wall with the cleansing solution…because he had to.

Sex drove him. The hope that Alexandria would…do him…screw him, refuse him, beat him, torment him with want and desire.

He couldn’t see past that.

He would work all day, eating little, driven by her like he was an old mule.

He would sleep a restless sleep, dreaming of golden eyes, gobbling eyes, and he wold awake with her hand on his member, stroking him, stoking him, choking his sex until it lived for her, and he lived for her.

Finally, he was done. He thought. But she said, “Good enough for now. We’ll do it again, but first we need to move the furniture in.

He thought furniture, like sofas and chairs, tables and books shelves, things that made rooms happy and livable.

But what made this place, this darking place, livable, was a different kind of furniture.

Alexandria had him place the St. Andrews Cross against the wall. He festooned the wall with chains. He drilled, slow and laborious, holes in the wall, to hang the chains and set the furniture.

The strange rock, he had thought, would be impossible to drill through.

But Alexandria would move along the wall, feeling it, pressing her cheek against it, then she would say ‘here!’ And she would hold her finger to a point until he had a drill bit in place, and she would stare with a glare to make sure the point of his drill bit was in the right place.

Then he would drill, and the bit would sink into the incredibly hard stone like it was soft clay.

After the St. Andrew’s Cross he installed a rack, a Judas’ Pyramid, strange furniture built of thick beams which he could not imagine a human being in.

The bend of the joints didn’t accommodate the bend of body joints. The wood itself seemed to warp, and in a way that a body would be difficult to twist.

Yet there were straps and iron circlets to fasten to wrists and ankles.

He filled the basement, that he now recognized as a dungeon, with these strange contraptions.

And Alexandria oversaw each and every piece and installation.

Then, the day done, time for bed, she would insist on trying out the terrible devices. She would tie him to a set up of beams, stretch him (just a little) on the rack. Hang him from chains on the wall.

And the whips she used…not just whips.

Studded belts and paddles. Short whips and long.

She especially liked to tie him with silk ties. She would tie him to a structure, a pyramid or a square framework, and pull his limbs back until the only thing that kept his bones from snapping was the elasticity of the ties.

Then she would whip him, and stretch him further, like he was a yogic jungle gym that she had to make into a Mobius strip.

Then, when he was stretched to breaking, unable to do anything but cry, she would stroke him.

Usually she wouldn’t let him cum, or if she did, just a drop or two.

Then, his poor, abused but somehow sated body would be cut loose, and she would help him up the stairs, to bed, where she would torment him with her gentle insidiousness until he felt into a shallow sleep, prone to strange dreams and…and the animals that ate him.

Pain as they nibbled and gnawed, until he was but strips of flesh on bones, then something monstrous would come out of the shadows, with glowing, golden eyes, and it would gobble him into pure nothingness.

He would awake and do it all over again.

Ron scrubbed, and Liz stood over him. She scrutinized his efforts, and whipped him if he was not diligent, or didn’t follow her instructions perfectly.

He wore nothing but the bell, and he was expected to keep it ringing constantly with his slave motion.

And he tried—oh, how he tried!—but it would inevitably flag, and the frantic ringing would dilute, and the whip would strike across his shoulders, his calves, his buttocks, even his head.

If his face had looked up she would strike him there, and do nothing but glory if she red cuts across his cheeks and nose.

Then, when he was exhausted, beaten down by the day and the scrunched over position of his labor and a lack of nutrition, she would mount him on one of the pieces of ‘furniture’ in the dungeon.

She loved putting him on a bench and draining him. She loved how he arched and strained and tried to squirt, only to have her remove her hand and begin striping his back with a whip.

And, through all this terror and degradation, he knew one thing: he loved her.

He was mesmerized by her figure, in love with her face. He wanted only to be touched by her, and if that touching took on the form of a slicing whip, so be it.

She was his essence, and he lived for her.

He knew he was her slave.

It didn’t matter what she did, the caress of her leather besotted him more.

It didn’t matter how she laughed and slapped him and bit his lip until he bled…he was hers, and there was no other.

His memories of a life before were gone, dissipated in his obsession for a touch of her cruel hand, a kick of her loving foot.

He would do anything for her.

Anything.

So he washed the floor and the walls, and he dreamed the gobbling dreams, and tears of pain were translated in his gobbled mind to tears of happiness.

If he could only serve her this way forever.

“Okay,” said Alexandria.

The dungeon had been purified and repurified, and it was time.

She walked to the wall and placed her face on it.

The warmth caressed her flesh, warmed her entire, and she turned to where Thadeus waited.

He stood, naked, skeletal, shattered, for her to command him.

He was terrified of what was about to happen, though he knew not what was about to happen.

But he was scared more of failing his mistress.

Alexandria smiled and gazed around her basement. She considered each piece of furniture, and how it might impact what was about to happen.

Not the bench. He needed to be face up.

Not one of the warped, curved framework.

Not just chained to the wall.

No, Thadeus had to be in a unique position, he had to see what was happening.

Her eyes traveled over the furniture again, and she knew: the St. Andrew’s Cross.

She looked at her husband.

He looked up from his kneeling position, his eyes beseeching: give me a kiss, or a gouge in the eye socket. I am yours.

She smiled and pointed at the St. Andrew’s Cross.

Thadeus moved to the Cross. At first he stood facing outward, but Alexandria told him: “Turn around. Face out.”

He turned, and she began securing him.

She didn’t just tie his wrist and ankles, however. This time she cuffed his wrists and ankles, then began using a length of rope to fasten his arms and legs, finishing with several coils around the place where the cross crossed.

Thadeus stared at her, his love obvious. His breathing was coming hard. He loved his wife.

She picked up a whip and went to work.

She began softly, warming him up, insuring that he would last.

She increased her vigor, but never went too far.

Then, when he was appropriately ‘tenderized,’ she went to the wall.

It was glowing orange, the rock that couldn’t be broken being heated up, melting, creating a hole.

A portal through which…something…could travel.

Alexandria stepped back, knelt, bowed her head.

Something was coming. Something was burrowing, with the heat of hell, into the dungeon.

She had purified the room, offered sacrifice, and…it was coming.

It was coming through the portal as it would a hundred years later.

Ron was a skeleton of himself. He was striped flesh and bruised joints. He had been whipped and tormented until his body was bent and broken.

He resembled, and was, in the shape of various of the warped frames he had been sacrificed on.

Yet he would do anything for his wife. His wife would loved him with whip and kick and made him do whatever she wanted.

Unable to think of anything else, he watched her.

She was wearing a peignoir, and nothing else. She was staring at the far wall, and frowning.

She gazed at the various pieces of ‘furniture,’ and considered the limits and shape of her husband’s body.

She looked at the St; Andrew’s Cross. “Up,” she said, pointing at the cross.

Ron stepped up the the cross. He leaned against it, and she said, “Face outwards.”

He turned, and she began fastening his limbs with cuffs, and winding a nylon rope around his limbs, securing him to the cross so that he could scarcely move.

When he was properly trussed, she stood back and smiled, and picked up a whip.

Her arm went back and forth. The crack of leather against flesh filled the dungeon. Ron cried, his tears of pain becoming happy utterances of his battered soul.

He loved his wife. He would do anything for her. He would even sacrifice…sacrifice…

The wall at the end of the basement began to glow.


Part Two

The weird, warped, black stone, with angles that weren’t sort of 90 degrees, and lines that shifted and hurt the eye, glowed.

Light simmered in the blackness of negation and Liz forced herself to keep her eyes on the black wall.

And her eyes hurt, were warped, and the pure curve of her orbs shifted and slanted, and the glow of the stone shone upon her retina, and the cells of her retina were warped and slanted, and the basement/dungeon grew darker.

Her ability to perceive light was being compromised even as she rejoiced in the touch of the glowing filth that illuminated the stone.

Ron, however, was not commanded to look at the light emanating from the stone, from some place behind the stone, behind the very isness of the stone. He turned his face away. He closed his eyes and shuddered.

His heart cried out in pain and his voice would have shrieked, except that it was paralyzed.

Something was coming through the glow that was the portal through the stone.

Something from far away. Something that had been banned.

Something that was hungry and wished to gobble.

Liz fell to her knees, struggling to see, her pain growing greater.

A voice in her head commanded: to the degree that you love me, to that degree will you be refused of the world.

She didn’t understand, she just knew that she was seeing something deep, dark, mysterious, glorious, and…earth shattering.

She saw the shadow behind the glow, a dark sinuousness that slithered between the atoms of stone, and gathered mass and substance as it poured through the evil rock and onto the floor.

It was snake like, but it didn’t coil and writhe of a natural manner. The lines of the thing shimmied, for it was warped in this world.

Or, perhaps warped in the other, warped from a time immemorial.

 It condensed on the surface of the stone and slithered out like a turd from a rectum.

Liza saw in her mind:

Evil Angel

The thing, even as it kept rippling out of a warped dimension looked up at Liza.

“Bend,” a voice said.

Then she stared down at the creature, and she saw a mouth. A slithering, slippery, sinuous maw. It was surrounded of glistening worms for teeth. No jaw, just the ability to open, wider, and engulf that of which it partook.

Liza bent her knees, the bone of her joints striking the unbending floor. Then she bent further, commanded by its will, and her elbows struck and broke. Then she was lying, writhing herself, and still the horrible glory poured forth from the wall.

Ron tried to withdraw, to back away, to go elsewhere, anywhere, but he was fastened to the cross.

He would have snapped in his sheer terror, except that he was wound to the St. Andrew’s Cross.

Still, the cross warped, twisted, and bent his bones terribly.

His pain was consummate, and now the thing was nearly out of the wall. Held only by a piece of tail.

It rose up, a slinking body that twisted this way and that, inspected the confines of the dungeon.

Ahhh! came its voice. An appreciation for the station which had been prepared for it.

And it saw Ron.

The word ‘sakrifithe!’ formed in the air, an actual physical apparition, an emittance of energy that spoke its thoughts.

Ron heard:

Sacrifice!

And the thing was pleased. For this would enable it to walk the realms denied it once again.

The head, triangular like a snake’s, turned this way and that. A leather tongue pierced the very air as it sniffed out the new realm.

It had been here before. Not long ago, only a hundred years.

Ahh, that was nice, it gloated.

A hundred years is but a moment to an Evil Angel.

Ron gibbered, struggled, would have ripped his own arms off, had he the strength.

Then the thing was in front of him, hissing in a way that slanted off his ears and filled his mind with sounds that should not be heard on earth.

Liza lay on the floor, feeding the black stone her tears as her mind wandered unfettered, seeing nothing through eyes which had seen too much of what should have been denied her.

The Evil Angel rose up, wavered like a twisting, writhing stalk, and considered Ron.

The sacrifice.

The vessel which would hold it in this realm.

“No…no…no…” Ron chanted, trying to deny that which ‘stood’ before him.

The thing bent its head then, and it began to lick.

The thousand wormed mouth partook of Ron’s own snake, and Ron felt the transfiguration of his very soul.

He felt his worm rise up and shrink at the same time, possessed of an incredible pain that…yet…felt glory.

The mouth attached to itself to him, absorbed, fed, and inhaled his penis.

He felt his body respond as his reality became the opposite of anything he had ever imagined.

He felt his chest shrink, even as two protuberances, mounds small, yet large for his shrinking body, emerged from his flesh.

His hair felt like it was being pulled from his head. It elongated and his scalp shrieked.

His fingernails were likewise pulled out of the ends of his fingers. It was like having burning shoots inserted under the nails, and it was the opposite of growing, even as they grew.

His face reshaped, the male angles were softened, and his mouth became a delicate plumpness of lips.

His eyes sparkled under the pain of anti-light absorbed as the thing ate into him.

His penis was gone, and a crevice appeared, and the thing ate into his crevice, and the crevice grew lips, and the nub of a clitoris was all that remained of his manhood.

And the Evil Angel crawled into him, through his altered sex, a long, writhing, twisting body that warped into the light of his flesh and morphed it into a darkness that he understood not, that would have driven him insane if he had understood it.

But he understood nothing now. Just the slithering in-ness of the long rope of evil as it entered him, imposed itself over his organs, took residence in his body, inhaled and discarded his mind.

Liz moaned and cried. It was as she imagined, but so much more worse.

Her eyes were white, but she could still see, be it in a hazy fashion. Her hair was no longer a sheen of earthly health, but a roughness of sparse white.

Yet she was aware that something had happened…that she had been refused, and that Ron had been taken, and she realized:

I’m the wrong sex!

For the Evil Angel, while an ‘it’ in this realm, was woman in its own realm, and she needed to alter that which was male to suit her needs.

A female could not become a female, for she was already female.

No. A male was needed. For that which could not exist in this realm needed the opposite to make a fit vessel for itself.

And Ron would have screamed, but the pain and the glory of being gobbled, of being transferred from male to female, overwhelmed any voice he might try to project.

The tail of the Evil Angel popped out of the wall and followed the body across the floor and into that which had been Ron, but was not a voluptuous creature of ravishing beauty.

The creature had become, to exist in this realm, the opposite of what it had been in the realm in which it had been confined.

The tail of the horrible snake disappeared into the cunt that now replaced Ron’s manhood.

And the change was complete.

There was silence in the basement, except for the sobs of Liz and the groans of the horribly ruptured Ron.

Liz was broken, and he was bent, and they heard a voice. I am Azrael. Hear me.

Yet it was in their minds, not a sound.

Then Azrael figured ‘her’ new body out and spoke through Ron’s mouth.

“Come, Elizabeth. Free me.”

Broken, her very bones warped  and twisted, Liz began to crawl.

The pain of her tortured body was immense, but she could not resist the call of Azrael. She wiggled, pressing broken parts against black stone, and propelled herself towards the St. Andrews Cross.

A pitiful mewling issued from her voice box, which was mangled and warped and twisted out of true.

Ron writhed within the rope she had wrapped around him. He didn’t struggle now, but twisted and pressed his form against restraints.

To be restrained in such delightful manner afforded him/her to rub his body in a sexual manner.

He was possessed of a delicious, delirious, desire to cum, and yet he knew he wouldn’t. For the sexual desires of Azrael were Denial.

Liz reached up her twisted claws and pulled at the ropes.

She clawed, and pulled herself up along Ron’s sensual body, and she was reminded of all she had lost in her desire to free the Evil Angel, to afford it transport to a new realm, a realm it had been denied.

Ron felt her body on his, and it was good. The pain of her rubbing up against him, both his and hers, excited him, and his pussy was wet.

Liz plucked and scratched, and the strands of rope fell apart under her efforts.

Then Ron was free sufficient to help, and he began to twist and writhe, a sensuous dance, as he made his escape from the cross.

Azrael was in his eyes, making them glow, as it perceived the world through the human thing that was Ron.

And the thing refused virtue. It pushed Liz, kicked her, and sauntered across the black stone. It climbed the stairs, its bosom jiggling with every step, its sex stimulated to near orgasm with each step ascended.

“Follow,” it commanded, and Liz crawled to her knees, then stood, a hunchbacked, bone twisted thing of pain and desire. And she followed the Evil Angel.

Azrael walked through the old house, and her step became a symphony of sway and entice.

In its old existence, in the realm which had been designed for it, to confine it for all ages, it hated such things as love, and companionship.

Now, having been reversed into this world, it desired those loathsome things.

It actually required human touch. It wanted a sound, a taste, and glimpse of that which was no longer slanted and twisted and warped.

That was the effect of being in the silly body it now occupied.

She walked up the stairs and into the bedroom.

She heard the clump of Liz’s altered body trying to walk straight, and she ignored it.

She picked through Liz’s clothes, and was disgusted.

Even the sheerest of Liz’s panties was an exercise in drabness.

Still, she intended not to stay in this silly box called a house.

She needed a palace to contain her desires, a wonderful artifice of rooms to contain the objects of her desire.

She put on Liz’s flimsiest bra, and had trouble turning the corners of its mind to understand how it was to be worn.

Liz entered the room, stumping, her limbs bent oddly at the joints, the very true of her bones twisted.

Her pain was great, but she loved that pain. For now she was tainted by her contact with Azrael, and pain was as an orgasm.

Azrael turned to her. “For Satan’s sake,” she said, her voice a soft, sexy whisper. “Turn it down.”

The pain lessened, and thus was lessened the twist of Liz’s bones.

She straightened up slightly, and now was able to hobble along at a good clip, if so be her Mistress’s will.

“Help me put this stupid thing on.”

Liz moved forward, a hunch and a lurch and a jerk of her body, and she held the bra and formed it around Azrael’s beautiful tits. She fastened the back and adjusted the shoulders, and Azrael was pleased.

“Oh, that’s nice! Feel how it confines and enhances all at the same time?”

“Yes, mistress,” mumbled Liz through a mouth of torn and twisted teeth. A bit of bloody drool escaped her mouth and she wiped it with one claw like hand.

Her flesh was shredded, and she was emaciated, and bent, and…broken.

Yet she had but to serve to endure the pleasure she was receiving from her wounds.

Azrael picked its servant’s mind, and saw in it panties. She put panties on and stood in front of a mirror and admired herself.

The abundant curves of her body were like the twisty writhe-ness of her true form, and she was pleased.

Now in synch with the greater mind of the Evil Angel, Liz picked out her most sexy dress. It was short, showed so much leg her pussy was almost visible. It was low cut, and the chest baubles of the Evil Angel threatened to erupt into view.

It snugged the waist, and the cloth formed without a ripple over her torso.

Whatever Azrael wore would emphasize her slinkiness in the most delightful manner.

Azrael was pleased, and she touched Liz’s mind.

Liz felt the edge of orgasm wash over her. Refusing her, but bringing her to new heights of sexual stimulation.

“Oh, mistress!” Liz fell to her feet.

Azrael laughed. Such a concussion of warped desires within the crone that had been Liz. It was wonderful.

She sat upon the bed and Liz placed her highest, sexiest heels on the Evil Angel’s feet.

Ron’s feet would never have been able to fit in the black, patent leather, would have slid right off the slanted platform, would have wobbled till he broke an ankle on the terrible spikes.

But Azrael gobbled the sensation, and loved it, and strode from the room.

Ron strode within her, crammed into a small space in her mind, able to see, able to perceive, even to feel. but he could not control, and he could not have thought.

He could only watch.

Azrael sashayed down the steps and crossed the large living room.

Liz followed after, clumping, dragging a foot, trying to walk as if her back wasn’t bent and twisted.

It hurt just to walk, but the pain…it felt so good.

Into the kitchen.

“Feed me,” commanded Azrael.

Liz hobbled across the kitchen. She knew what her mistress wanted, and she struggled to prepare it.

Rich foods.

A gallon of ice cream to start. Rocky Road. Liz placed the tub on the table and handed the Evil Angel a spoon.

Azrael delighted in the cold of the substance, the weirdness of  chocolate and the crunch of little…’things,’ in the frozen confection.

It was like eating broken bones inside the condensed soup of frozen victims.

She ate joyously, digging the spoon deep, licking the excess of her mouth.

“Eat,” she commanded, and Liz fell to her knees. She ducked her head and darted it between the smooth flesh of Azrael’s thighs.

Azrael sighed with pleasure. The little tongue, all crooked, cleaned her folds and touched her nerves, and the sensation rivaled that of eating ice cream.

Her orgasm built under the ministrations of Liz’s tongue, then broke.

Azrael jerked, her eyes opened. Ah…Satan! She had forgotten how delicious such pain was.

For the pleasure of earth was reversed in her mind, and an orgasm became pain. And pain was so very…wonderful.

Liz fell back, was expelled by the force of Azrael’s cum. She sat on the floor, supported by her scrawny, bent arms.

She wiped her mouth, and wondered at how pain had become so delicious, how she had been so reversed by the taint of Azrael.

“More,” commanded the Evil Angel.

Liz labored. It was hard, in that twisted and broken body, but she had to feed her mistress. She cooked the two steaks that she and Ron had been planning to have a month before. Then the work in the basement had started, and she was no longer in the mood to fix food for her man.

Now she was in the mood again, though Ron looked so different. She had a feeling he was inside Azrael.

Somewhere, in a corner, a nook, a cranny, hiding, waiting, watching, wishing he could enjoy the delicious mouth watering s teaks.

She cooked them in butter, smothered them with sautéed onions and pinches of garlic.

They were large slabs of meat, dripping with juice, and Azrael’s straight, white teeth severed the meat, and her lithe tongue licked the juices off the plate.

“More,” commanded Azrael. “I have work to do. I must be fed!”

Pork chops disappeared, and a whole fish. Then bags of chicken nuggets, smothered in sweet and sour sauce. Several boxes of instant rice, and a whole bag of potatoes, mashed and fine and topped with several cubes of butter.

Azrael ate, and marveled. So different from the food in its own realm. There the food needed to be ripped from the bone, and the bones cracked and sucked into its maw.

But here, though the taste was deliciously filthy, it used a knife and a fork. A spoon.

The only real treat was the bottle of bourbon.

She opened that by breaking the top on the kitchen counter, then drank it in big gulps.

She could feel glass scoring her throat, but that was good. Pain felt so wonderful. Better than that stupid, steak stuff.

“Come,” said Azrael.

She returned to the upstairs and availed herself of Liz’s cosmetics.

She tapped into Liz’s mind and figured things out.

It was a gentle blend of brush and cream, of powder and color.

For much of it she availed herself of Liz, making the poor, crippled woman paint her face, color her eyes, dab her lips with red.

She liked red lips. It reminded her of tasty blood dripping from her worm fangs.

Finally, sated, decorated, and ready to go, she went.

“Come!”

She walked down the stairs, and Liz struggled to keep up.

She opened the door to the porch and stepped onto the wood planks, and the sun hit her.

It was such a curious sensation, sun. It touched, and warmed the human body, but was barely able to be withstood by the essence of the Evil Angel.

Light was bad.

She stepped back into the house.

“I need a covering.”

Liz understood, and she scampered, as best she could in her tangled body, back up the stairs. She returned a minute later with a coat.

It was black, shiny, faux leather, plastic, and Azrael knew she would have to have the real thing: a coat made of skin.

Liz draped the coat over Azrael, then it was ready to brave the outside world and that disgusting light.

But one thing.

Liz had picked up on the needs in the Evil Angel’s mind, and she held out a pair of sunglasses.

She smiled, showed the sharp, white teeth of her mouth, and put the glasses on. She stepped through the door and into the sunlight.

Now properly accoutered, she did not shiver, was not compromised by the pleasure of pain and the pain of pleasure.

The sunlight bounced off her black attire. It hurt her legs a little, but she darted down the steps and headed for the car.

Somehow Liz managed to get to the car first, and she opened the back door.

Azrael stepped into the cave of the car and settled back.

Liz ran back to the house.

“Where are you going?” Azrael shouted.

“I need clothes, keys,” Liz mouthed, but her voice was mangled and she made no sense.

Fortunately, Azrael could see into the mind of the hapless creature, and she understood.

She waited, looking out tinted windows, and wished they were darker.

Such a painful thing, that sunlight. That was something she never would have allowed in her realm.

Liz returned, climbed behind the wheel and started the car up.

Azrael liked the hum and the vibration. She liked the smell of that weird air that came out of the rear pipe.

She did not like the way the thing swayed and bounced on the drive out to the road.

She sat in the back and held on, and was reminded of a world where shapes shifted, a world which it had departed.

She was growing used to this earth place. She loved the pain of pleasure.

She realized, at that moment, that she was not going to go home.

A hundred years previous she had absorbed, gobbled, the man known as a Thadeus, and she had been too eager, and killed him, and had no vessel to carry her.

But she had not made that mistake, so…no. She would not go back to her old dimension.

She would make earth her new home.

Then she frowned, for she had great power, but not enough power to do that.

It would take power to keep the body she was in living. It would take power to control all the helpless creatures of this realm, these…humans.

She would need help.

She would need her three siblings.

Inside her mind Ron felt the terrible filth that was in just the naming of Azrael’s three friends. He shivered, and was told to shut up by the Evil Angel.

He did, of course, shut.

Liz drove up the road and headed for town. She didn’t know where she was going. She wasn’t privy to the real thoughts of the Evil Angel. It was hers to serve, and only that.

The car containing the Evil Angel drove through town.

“How do I leave this place?” Azrael asked Liz.

Liz, whose ears were in shabby shape, and whose mind was turning into a twisted maze of non comprehension, didn’t understand.

The question brought magnitudes of horribly shaped mountains and lakes of burning organs. What did it mean?

Azrael asked again and again, however, and slowly Liz filtered through the pain of alien thoughts and realized what Azrael wanted.

“We fly through the air,” she mumbled, her tongue picking its way through the debris of her mouth. “Or we ride shiny rails. Or we just drive.”

“Shut up,” snapped Azrael. She had seen the thoughts and needed no further elucidation and blather.

Liz snapped her jaw together so hard a tooth broke. The pain of a broken tooth surged through her, and the pain pleased her. And the pain of her pleased her mistress, who snickered.

She would have to tell her minion to shut up more often.

“Just drive.”

Liz nodded. Her clawed hands clutched the wheel and her fibrous muscles turned the thing, and she guided the car up the road. They were a few hours from New York, but she supposed that was where her mistress wanted to go.

And if it wasn’t, that was okay. Maybe she would tell Liz to shut up again, and cause her mouth to water red with pleasure.

For hours they drove, then Azrael noticed the blinking, red light on the dash.

“What is that?”

“The gas.”

“What is ‘the gas?’”

“It is the liquid which powers this car.”

This made no sense to Azrael. She frowned and asked, “What does the light do?”

“It tells us we’re about out of gas.”

Azrael still didn’t understand, but the blinking of the red light irritated her and she snapped, “Fx it!”

Liz shivered, and within a mile she pulled into a gas station.

“What are you doing?”

“Getting gas.”

Azrael searched through her slave’s mind, and finally figured it all out. “Go ahead,” she murmured, looking out the side window.

The gas station was a lone fixture in the long and windy road. It had several pumps out front, and several broken cars lining the sides of the lot.

It looked shabby and run down, and the Evil Angel liked it.

Such delightful ambience.

Liz stepped out of the car. she had been five foot seven, now she was four foot eight, all hunched over, couldn’t walk for shit.

She thought she should find a cane, but serving her mistress was more important right then.

“Can I help you?”

Jerry Tanner was a slightly chubby fellow. He was twenty-five years old, but was already showing a sparseness of hair that would eventually end up in complete baldness.

It was in his family DNA.

Liz turned. “Need gas,” she garbled.

Jerry was a robust fellow, cheerful, liked people, and he liked to help people.

This poor old lady, probably been in some kind of accident. The least he could do was pump her gas.

Sure, this was a self serve place, but…she needed help.

He unhooked the nozzle and put it in the gas port. He pressed the handle and liquid poured into the tank.

“Come far?” he asked.

Liz stood there, looking around. She was far from home, unnerved. Scared. Her only solace was the filth provided by the thoughts and sexual actions of her mistress.

“Yes,” she said. Thinking of coming out of a different dimension, her thoughts slanted by the memories of the Evil Angel.

Jerry smiled. She looked like somebody grandmother. Her skin so sallow, her hair wisping away.

A grandmother who had fallen on hard times.

“Well, it’s a nice day. You’ll have a nice drive.

Liz looked at him, and Azrael looked through Liz at him.

He screwed the cap on and hung the pump up.

“That’ll be forty-five dollars and ten cents.”

Liz stared at him blankly.

She understood money, but Azrael didn’t.

Azrael didn’t pay for things, it took them. And ate any who might disagree.

Jerry got a sinking feeling. Oh, crap. The old lady must be broke.

“You do, have money, don’t you?”

Thoughts flew between Azrael and Liz, and Liz stepped to the back door. She opened the door.

Jerry’s brows dipped, and he stepped up to look in the car.

The woman in the car was the most beautiful woman Jerry had ever seen in his life.

She was amazing. Milky skin, breasts that were full and abundant and…and nipples that thrust through the material.

Her face was like a movie star’s, and those eyes, so dark, yet glowing, as if with an inner light.

No. Not light. Fire.

An inner fire.

Azrael held out her hand and smiled.

Jerry suffered an instant and humungous boner.

“You got my money?” he murmured, finding that he was getting into the car, being pulled into the car by her hand.

But he couldn’t get into the car. He had work to do.

He had four more hours on his shift.

He couldn’t…the woman wouldn’t…he wasn’t…

Azrael opened her arms and Jerry found himself laying in them, looking up at the beautiful woman with awe.

Such perfection. It was almost like the woman was the opposite of imperfection.

She kissed him, and her lips lit a fire he couldn’t resist. He didn’t notice when Liz closed the door, when she started the car moving again.

Azrael was hungry. She wanted what she had been denied, and here was this man.

She thought of earth.

A terrible, cold, ball of dirt.

Yet, it had these hot blooded creatures roaming all over it, just waiting to be gobbled.

Jerry was at her whim and mercy.

She covered his face with kisses.

She groped between his legs.

She took his hands and placed them on her breasts.

He found himself ripping at her clothes, driven by a mania he had never experienced nor imagined.

Inside Azrael Ron whimpered in sheer terror. It was his body, he could still feel it, though he had no control over it.

And it was making love to…a man!

But he was a man!

And this was wrong!

Men should be with women, and women with men!

But the desires of this avaricious and most Evil Angel were reversed, and Ron was forced to accept the kisses and the caresses.

While Ron wailed in terror on the inside of Azrael, Jerry sucked her nipples voraciously, went down on her, and performed cunnilingus. He ate her…and had no idea that it was her that was doing the gobbling.

“Oh, God!” he insulted her.

And she gloried in being called God, for an Evil Angel is nothing if not self promoting.

NO…NO…NO…! screamed Ron, victim to unearthly lusts.

Azrael spread her legs, ripped Jerry’s clothes off, and began to gobble at his penis.

But she didn’t need one now, so she merely licked and sucked and squeezed the balls. She rose up over him and settled down, and he felt a vast pressure begin to squeeze him, to milk him, to drain at him.

She humped and pumped, and when he finally gave in, when he finally released his seed, she accepted his white essence, and accepted it so hard that his body began to shrivel.

Shrivel and shrink and turn bony.

He was only human, after all.

But he did give her a brief pleasure.

And Ron tried to die, to go unconscious forever in the recesses of the Evil Angel’s mind.

Azrael looked down at the shriveled husk of what had once been a gas station attendant.

She had exhausted him, screwed him until his weenie could no longer standup, and his body could no longer function.

At a turn out twenty miles up the road she had Liz pull the car over. She leaned over the collapsed male’s body and worked the door handle. The door swung open and she pushed, and Jerry fell out of the car.

He was not dead, but he was emaciated. She had fucked the flesh right off his bones, and he looked somewhat like a concentration camp survivor.

But she was happy—as Ron cried within—for she had gobbled, and she was, for the moment, full.

Liz looked in the rear view mirror and asked, mentally, what to do.

“Drive,” sighed Azael. “I need food, I need more men. And I need my friends.”

“Your friends?” Yet her query was almost inward driven. She was not asking, she was wondering, for who, in their right mind, would want an Evil Angel for a friend?

She didn’t serve Azrael because she loved her, but because Azrael made her. She accepted the pay of filthy sex and orgasms, but…love?

No.

Azrael, feeling the way of her servant’s thoughts, murmured in her mind: Jibril, Mikal and Israfil.

But Liz didn’t understand.

Inside that far distant cranny, way deep inside the mind of Azrael, Ron understood.

He couldn’t think, but he could feel terror.

Jibril, Mikal and Israfil.

Lord help him, and all on planet earth.

And Liz, unaware of the terror being planned for a helpless earth, headed up the road.

New York.

Where men were.

And other planes of existence. Planes which could be manipulated and forced together to form a portal.

Jibril, Mikal and Israfil were waiting.

END
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What do you think, dear reader? Will Ron and Liz ever recover themselves? What will Azrael do when she arrives at New York and sees the vast number of men waiting for her?
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THE classic of feminization.
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Roscoe was a power player in Hollywood. He was handsome, adored, and had one fault - he liked to play practical jokes. Now his wife is playing one on him, and it’s going to be the grandest practical joke of all time.
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PART ONE

“Your grades are falling.” Danny’s mother was peeling potatoes and she was not happy.

Danny stood, hang dog, called on the carpet, and wished he were elsewhere.

“What do you have to say for yourself, young man?”

“Uh…” Danny replied.

Danny’s sister, Elize was at the kitchen table working on her computer. She concealed a snicker, but not very well.

His mother turned to him, paring knife in hand, and eyed him narrowly. Your grades are falling, you were in a fight last month and got suspended for three days, and you are not doing your chores around the house.

“Sorry,” he muttered. He wished the lecture would end so he could go play video games.

“Your attitude, young man, needs adjustment.”

Danny just stood there, waiting for it to end.

“What am I going to do with you?”

Petticoat punishment,” blurted Elize.

Danny and his mother both turned their heads.

“What did you say?”

Elize sighed and turned in her chair to face her mother. “Petticoat punishment. It’s the latest craze for raising rude children.”

“And how, exactly, does petticoat punishment work?”

“You can find it all over the net,” Elize said. She was a little worried about jumping into this conversation. Even though she was a straight A student and quite popular and never got in fights it was unwise to jump in  between Danny and her mother.

Elizabeth Montgomery, a single mother, put down the paring knife and walked over to the table and sat down. “Okay, young lady, you will tell me what this petticoat punishment is right now. No obfuscation. Start.”

“Obfuscation?” asked Danny, now confused.

“Concealing facts with blather,” his mother snapped.

“I don’t—“

Elizabeth held up a finger to stop him and glared at Elize.

Elize sighed. She started typing and said, “When a young man is recalcitrant—“

“What?” asked Danny?

“Obstinate!” snapped his mother.

Danny opened his mouth to ask ‘what’ again, but decided he better just shut and listen. His future was being decided.

“Go on, Elize.”

Elize turned her laptop around and pushed it across the table.

Elizabeth stared at the screen. She opened her mouth to speak, then shut it. She began scrolling.

Elize sighed and got up to finish peeling the potatoes.

Elizabeth scrolled, and started visiting sites, and she murmured, “So many sites! Good Lord. And look, there’s Roosevelt in petticoats.

Danny moved up next to his sister and hissed, “What did you do to me?”

“Made you a better behaved person, you little hooligan.”

“What’s a hooligan.”

Elize just sighed. Her brother spent so much time on video games, shooting people and cheering, he had neglected his basic education and vocabulary.

“Elize. Why don’t you finish dinner.” Elizabeth picked up the laptop and walked into the other room.

“Oh, goodie,” Elize smiled. “I get to burn your meatloaf.”

“Oh, crap.”

“Language,” Elize stated haughtily.

They ate dinner, and Elize didn’t burn his meat loaf, but Danny didn’t taste anything anyway. His mother was buried in the laptop in the living room. She was reading and reading, scrolling and mumbling things.

“I cook, you wash.”

Danny growled at her.

“Okay, give Mom more ammunition.”

“What the hell is this petticoat stuff?” he begged.

“You’ll find out,” she grinned, then left the room.

Danny was stuck. He hated doing dishes, but he’d better do them because his Mom was acting weird, and he was a little worried about this petticoating thing. Weren’t petticoats some sort of female thing? What the hell?

He dug in, be it miserably, and washed the dishes. He had just finished and had started the washing machine when he heard the voice of doom.

“Danny?”

Danny walked into the living room. His mother was sitting on the couch, the laptop closed, her arms folded under her breasts. One leg was crossed over the other at the thigh and her foot bobbed up and down.

“Yeah?”

“First of all, it’s ‘Yes, mother.’”

“Whatever.”

Her eyes slitted and she took a deep breath. “You are a perfect candidate for petticoat punishment. However, I wish to give you one, last chance.”

“I don’t get it,” Danny said. “What is this petticoat punishment stuff?”

“When a boy is behaving like a stubborn jackass the mother, or female in charge, should dress him in petticoats.”

“What are petticoats.”

“Petticoats refers to a type of dress. When a boy is not capable of acting like a human being he wears female clothes, dresses, bras, Mary Jane shoes, even a touch of make up.”

“Whoa! Wait a minute!” He took a step back. “There’s no way you’re going to get me to dress up like a girl!” He put his hands out and shook his head.

“That will depend on you. I get one more bad report and I will dress you in petticoats. Period. If your grades don’t improve you will be in petticoats. If you don’t pitch in and do your fair share around the house…” she glared at him.

“I…I think I should go to my room.”

He headed upstairs, and felt like monsters were about to jump on his neck. Wearing girl’s stuff? He had never heard anything so ridiculous in his life. There was no way he was going to wear dresses.

Upstairs in his room, laying on his back on his bed, a video game open but him not doing anything, he thought. Heysoos. It really sounded like his mother had gone off her rocker. If she thought—

“Ahem.”

He looked at the door. Elize was leaning against the jamb a smirky sort of smile on her face.

“What do you want?”

“You’ve really stepped in it this time, brother dear.”

“It was your idea. How could you do this to me.”

“Maybe I’m tired of your smart mouth, lazy, good for nothing ways.”

“Bitch,” he muttered and turned back to his game. Oh, crap, he had been killed while he was day dreaming.

“You know she’s downstairs right now ordering things for you.”

“What?” His voice squeaked like he hadn’t gone through puberty.

“Yep. She knows you can’t behave. She’s getting ready.”

“Oh, man,” he muttered to himself. Then he started actually playing the video game. Elize watched for a moment, then left.

Danny worried about the proposed petticoating for two days. He was on his best behavior, he even tried to pay attention in class.

Some of the guys, Rich Evans, his best friend, being one of them, noticed that he was different. Subdued.

“What’s going on, man?”

“My mother is going crazy,” Danny confided.

“Going? Mothers were crazy a long time ago.”

Danny sighed, looked at him, and asked, “Have you ever heard of petticoat punishment.”

“Nope.”

When Danny was finished explaining Rich’s mouth was open.

“You’re gonna be…she’s gonna make you a girl?”

“I’m not gonna be a girl. It’s just that if I get in trouble she’s going to make me wear female stuff.”

“Oh, man. That’s crazy.”

“You’re telling me.”

Rich, unfortunately, couldn’t keep the news to himself. Danny had told him during first period, by noon everybody in school knew. Danny Montgomery was going to be a girl. he was going to take hormones and transition. He was not going to grow up and be a man.

Arnold came up to where he was eating his lunch and laughed at him. “Hear you’re going to be a sissy, Danny boy. Or should I say Danny girl.”

Danny, of course, jumped up and popped Arnold in the nose. Arnold cried and bled, the teachers sent him to the nurse’s office. Danny went to the principal’s office where, less than an hour later, his mother showed up.

She walked into the principal’s office, giving him a ‘no expression’ that was worse than any expression.

Ten minutes later Danny was called in. He sat down in a ladder back wooden chair and hung his head.

“Danny,” said Principal Andrews, “We were going to expel you, but your mother has interceded and come up with a solution that will satisfy everybody, and help you see the errors of your ways.

Danny groaned inside. He had known, as soon as he hit Arnold, that he was going to be in trouble. Still, he didn’t expect his mother to go through with it. No woman would ever treat a son like that!

“I will apprise the teachers that there will be an exception to the dress code, and they will apprise their students. You will receive a three day suspension, but this is the last one, young man. You behave yourself or you may find yourself finding another school. Good day.”

Danny sat in the car while his mother drove him home. Exception to the rule, that’s what the principal had said, and he knew what it meant. He was going to be wearing…no he wasn’t.

“I’m not going to school anymore.”

Elizabeth watched the road, but her mouth made a moue. She was conflicted but determined.

Danny was 18, but because he had taken ill the first few years of his life he was short and slender. He was recovered, and strong enough, but he was behind in school, and that often meant in maturity.

Still, she had to draw the line. She had to take a stand and demand that he grow up.

“I’ll be homeschooled. I’ll teach myself. I don’t need an education to be a video game programmer.”

Elizabeth glanced at him. She said, “You can always go live with your father.”

Danny’s eyes opened. His father was…not nice. He was a drunk and when he was in his cups he was violent. Danny remembered spankings that were little less than beatings.

“You can’t do that.”

Elizabeth drove the car into the driveway and turned off the ignition.

“Danny, do you realize that when you’re rude and inconsiderate you are being your father’s son.”

Danny rejected that argument right away. “There is a huge difference between a guy who beats his wife and a kid who stands up for himself.”

“Is that what you’re doing? Standing up for yourself?”

“Yeah.”

“Hunh!” she grunted, then she got out of the car and went into the house.

Danny followed along. Kicked out of school wasn’t that bad, he thought. He would get to play video games all day long.

He trudged through the house and into his room. He planted his body on the bed and reached for his computer.

“You want to play that downstairs? I have to vacuum,” his mother barged into the room dragging a vacuum.”

“Now? Can’t you do it later?”

She turned on the machine for an answer.

“Man! Talk about rude!” Danny groused as he picked up his lap top and headed for the living room. He wasn’t even to the stairs before he heard his door shut and the lock click. He glanced back and frowned. What his mother doing now?

Elizabeth looked around the room. Clothes everywhere. Her son was in the habit of wearing something once and tossing it on the floor.

The sports trophies he had won before he discovered video games were dusty and askew.

His dresser drawers were open and…she sighed.

She reached for the big shears she had put in one of the tube holders on the vacuum. She kicked all his clothes to one side and began cutting them. Snip, snip, the big shears sliced off pant legs and sleeved. She tossed the rendered material into a heap next to the door.

The floor now clean she went through his drawers. Snip, snip, underwear was sliced through quickly and cleanly. Tee shirts were cut into pieces. Even his socks suffered the scissor blades.

Into his closet. Jackets took a little work, but that was okay. The rain coat was the easiest. She even cut apart the baseball uniform he had saved from Little League.

Swim suit, sweaters, a toga he had worn for Halloween. Everything in the room was cut into pieces too small to be of use and thrown into the pile of rags.

She finished, and smiled. Her son had only one set of clothes left, the clothes he was wearing.

And she felt good. She felt that satisfaction that people feel when they do a good job.

She turned off the vacuum and unlocked the door. She returned the vacuum to the hall closet and went down to the kitchen for a couple of garbage bags. She went back upstairs and placed the rags into the bags, then carried the bags out to the curb.

Back up stairs she went, and into her bedroom. Amazon had been delivering boxes and she opened them and transferred the contents to Danny’s room.

She put bras and panties into the top drawer.

Chemises and negligees she put into the middle drawer. She had had so much fun picking those things out, and she had smiled and imagined Danny in them.

She had bought three corsets and she put those in the bottom drawer. She loved the stiff structure of them. Danny wasn’t fat, but he needed a more slender waist if he was going to look like a girl.

She hung a half a dozen garments in his closet. Simple pinafores. blouses that buttoned up the back, a couple of light summer dresses, a couple of skirts.

She smiled when she stood back and inspected his new closet. She remembered how much fun it was to buy clothes for Elize. I should  have done this a long time ago, she thought. I love having daughters, and boys are so…willful.

Finally, she retrieved a small make up kit and placed it on the corner of his desk. A tube of pink lipstick, a little bottle of perfume, little containers of powders and lotions.

Oh, she was going to have fun teaching Danny about make up.

Downstairs Danny was still playing video games. Elizabeth went out and stared over the railing. He was planted on the couch, headphones delivering screaming music to his ears, and moving his joystick quickly as he shot snipers and ran cars into buildings or whatever the video games did this year.

She smiled, then looked at the clock. First step taken, she had to wait a couple of hours for the next step. She was bigger than Danny, but she wasn’t about to miscalculate male strength.

Elize entered the house and Elizabeth was waiting for her.

“Daughter, sit.”

Elize tilted her head and looked at her mother, then sat down across from her.

Elizabeth shoved a Coke towards her. “Enjoy. Prepare. You’ve been drafted.”

“Mother, what the loony tunes is going on?”

Elizabeth smiled and told her.

Elize’s mouth opened, then she started giggling.

“So I need your help.”

“It’s liable to get rough.”

“I know, but it’s got to be done.”

Elize leaned out and glanced into the living room. Danny had played video games all day and he stretched and yawned.

“He looks ready to get up. Want to do it now?”

“Yup.”

Mother and daughter stood up and looked at each other, then marched into the living room.

Elize went behind the couch and Elizabeth went to the front.

Danny saw his mother, yawned again, and closed the laptop. He started to get up and Elize came over the back of the couch.

Elize and Elizabeth were similar in size, and they were both slightly taller than Danny. They didn’t, however, have his male muscles. They did have weight on their side.

“Hey!” Danny yelled, then Elizabeth jumped on him.

Elize tried to control his arms, using her weight to trap them.

Elizabeth laid across his legs.  She held the shears and went to work.

“Hey! Stop!”

“Don’t struggle, Danny,” Elize yelled. “You don’t want to get cut by the scissors.”

Danny tried to wiggle out from under Elize, but all he could do was get his hands under her body…and then he felt her tits.

“Oh…stop!” He was now not just struggling, he was embarrassed.

“Hurry up, Mom, he’s feeling my boobs.”

Elisabeth managed a strained laugh. She was half way up a leg and going great guns. She had great position, her weight was on his lap, then she stopped.

Danny was getting an erection!

Now she was embarrassed, but embarrassed or not, she was determined.

Danny was fighting for all he was worth, but his position, their weight, and his embarrassment at feeling his sister’s tits…and he was actually getting hard!

“Get off me!”

His sister started laughing, and she grabbed his wrists and kept them on her boobs.

His dick was getting harder.

“Danny, stop that!” His mother squeaked.

“What’s he doing!”

She was up both legs and rolled higher on him, running into Elize.

“He’s having a physical reaction.”

Elize howled. “He’s getting a boner!”

Even Elizabeth had to chuckle about that.

She sliced through his pants, then his underpants.

Oh, God! Thought Elizabeth, and his penis suddenly sprang out of the ruin of his underwear.

Danny was crying now. He was helpless, being bullied, and he was…naked!

“I need to get his shirt.”

Danny’s dick was poking up right next to her face. It made Elizabeth think of blow jobs she had given his father. She really blushed then. Sexual thoughts around her own son?

“Let’s just rip it off.”

“No!” screamed Danny.

“We might have to,” Elizabeth agreed.

Elize shifted and felt his penis touch her butt. “Is that him?”

Elizabeth didn’t answer. Her face was red as a tomato. She managed to make a couple of cuts into his tee shirt. Then she tossed the scissors and gripped the sides of the cut. “Rip it!” she yelled.

Elizabeth and Elize pulled at the then material and it parted. They rolled off Danny and each had a part of his tee shirt. All that was left on Danny was a ring of material at his neck.

Danny bounced to his feet. He was raging. He was naked. It’s hard to rage when you’re totally mortified. His face was red and his cock was standing straight out and bouncing.

Elizabeth and Elize looked down at his manhood.

“Teeny weeny,” said Elize.

“Ar…thuu…waa…guh!” Danny was totally beyond words. In his mind he was screaming curses, but he was so messed up he was unintelligible.

“It’s not that small,” said his mother.”

“Yes, it is.”

Elizabeth turned to her daughter. “And what do you know about penises?” She dripped with suspicion.

“Nothing,” Elize blurted, suddenly afraid that some of her secrets would be revealed.

“Elize?”

“Here, let me put that in the garbage.” Elize quickly grabbed the bits of tee shirt and ran for the kitchen.

Danny had stopped trying to talk. He stood, his fists clenched, his face purple.

Elizabeth couldn’t help it. It had been so long since she had seen a cock. And there was something about seeing that tool all erect that made her flush, reminded her of her own womanly desires.

Not for my son! she thought.

But, still, she felt a little warm down in her junction. The physicality of subduing Danny, feeling her tits being touched during the struggle, bouncing around like they had when she had a good bout of lovemaking.

She turned redder.

Danny broke. Sobbing, he turned and ran for the stairs.

Whew! sighed Elizabeth. Just in time!

She watched Danny’s cock bounce as he mounted the stairs. The sight of his round, strong buttocks was particularly appealing.

Then she saw Elize staring up at Danny from the kitchen doorway. She was also studying the way his cock flopped around, observing his lithe muscles.

The door to Danny’s room slammed and Elizabeth walked over to her daughter. They knew what was about to happen and they were waiting for it.

“Heysoos, Mother.”

“That was weird,” Elizabeth agreed.

Then Elize grinned. “He does have a small weenie.”

Elizabeth turned to her daughter and glared at her. “You and I are going to have to talk.”

Before Elize could answer, however, they heard Danny upstairs, discovering that his drawers were filled with female underwear, his closets held dresses, and that there was a small kit of make up on his desk.

“FUCK! WHAT THE FUCK! WHAT THE FUCK IS GOING ON!”

“I don’t think you should bother telling him ‘language.’” said Elize.

“I’m skipping this one,” Elizabeth nodded.

Danny’s door opened and he stood at the railing, his cock sticking through the balusters, as purple as his face.

“Where are my clothes?” his face was a strangled snarl.

“Hanging up, dear. In your dresser.”

“I’m not wearing that shit!”

Elizabeth didn’t like him swearing, and she had let the ‘fucks’ pass, but she had to start drawing the line. She walked over to his laptop, opened it up.

Danny moved down the landing and yelled, “What are you doing?” But he was too embarrassed to come down and see, let alone retrieve his laptop.

Elizabeth called up settings, entered a new password, then turned off the computer. She looked up at her raging son. “I have entered a new password.”

His jaw dropped, and it seemed impossible that he could turned any redder, or become even more outraged, but he did. “Wha…wha…” he was losing the capability of speech again.

“If you wish to play your video games come to me and I will open your computer IF…you are appropriately dressed and have not had a bad case of potty mouth for 24 hours.”

“Wha…wha…wha…wha…” He acted like somebody had just punched his nose so hard it stuck out the back of his head. He backed up, suffering the knock out punch, into his room, and the door closed. Not a slam, but with positivity.

Mother and daughter stared at his door.

“What’s for dinner, Mother?”

Elizabeth shook her head. “Wow. That was intense.” She turned to Elize. “Let’s go out. He needs some alone time.”

So they did.

Danny sat on his bed. He stared at the dresser. He looked at the closet. He studied the make up on his desk.

This was wrong. Everything was wrong. He had to call somebody…the police!

But he couldn’t do that. The police had stopped him a few times over the months, and they knew about his troubles at school, and he called them pigs to their faces. They weren’t going to be helping him.

He heard the front door open and close, then the car started up and left. The bitches had done this to him and now they were running away.

His father. He could call his father and…no. He couldn’t call his father. If his father heard he was failing school and had been in trouble he’d probably fly down just to spank him.

Fuck! Who was left?

His aunts and uncles were too far away, his grandmother was in the next state, and she’d probably go along with Mom.

He decided to call his best friend, Rich Evans.

“Can you bring over some clothes?”

“I can’t now. Maybe tomorrow afternoon. Oh, wait…I got another…hold on.”

The line went blank for a minute and Danny waited. Finally his friend came back on the line.

“Dude! You’re not going to believe it…that was your mother!”

“What?”

“Yeah. She told me if I gave you anything to wear she would ban me from your house forever, she said she would cut up any clothes I brought you, and…”

“What?” Danny was aghast with this latest turn of events.

“She said that if you didn’t wear the…the clothes she gave you that you’d get expelled from school! Man, you wouldn’t even go to our school anymore!”

“She can’t do that!” Danny yelped. But he knew she could. The way the principal felt about him, that talk about being expelled…oh, man. He was truly fucked!

“I don’t know if she can, but, sorry, dude, I ain’t bringing you any clothes.”

Danny hung up and was devastated. Richie was his last resort. Sure, he had a couple of other friends that might give him clothes, but he knew his mother was probably talking to them right now.

Fuck, fuck, fuck! He walked in circles and tried to figure out what to do.

He couldn’t live naked! And come three days he was supposed to be in school…wearing…wearing those clothes!

He walked and walked, his mind going crazy.

He heard the car come back, then the front door opened and closed.

He looked at the clock. It read eight o’clock. He heard footsteps on the stairs and quickly turned off the lights and jumped under the covers. He could hardly breath, he was wired, he wanted this terrible nightmare to end.

His door opened. He knew it was his mother right away. He didn’t move. He tried not to breath.

“I know you’re awake.”

He said nothing.

She came into the room and sat on the side of his bed.

“I know you’re having a rough time, but once you’re through it you’ll be okay.”

“Why are you doing this to me?” he sobbed.

“Why are you doing this to yourself? All you have to do is study a little, be polite, help out around the house. I even gave you a warning and told you what was going to happen.”

He didn’t say anything.

Elizabeth’s heart was breaking. She was determined, but it was difficult to see her son having such difficulties.

“You will be going to school when your suspension is up. I suggest you try on your clothes. Elize or I can help you with the make up.”

“I’m going to live in my bed.”

“Honey, have you ever heard of flagellation?”

“He half turned his head and looked up at her in the darkness, “Flaga who?”

“It’s also called birching, strapping, switching, tanning, and a bunch of other things. Basically it is a spanking. But not just a normal hand on the butt spanking. It is a serious whipping designed to leave you crying and unable to sit down.”

“You wouldn’t,” he breathed.

“Yes. I would. If good sense and reason doesn’t work, then a super spanking will.”

Danny turned his head back down to his mattress and whimpered, “Fuck!”

“Language,” Elizabeth said. “No video games for 24 hours.” She stood up and left the room.

Danny lay under the covers. He felt weak, helpless, and didn’t know what to do. What was worse was that he had an erection.

Normally, he liked erections. He liked doing a little stroking and relieving his urges. But to get a boner when his mother was trying to dress him like a girl, and when she threatened to give him some kind of super spanking…that was an erection he didn’t like.

He lay in the darkness and put his hand on his dick. He just held it, felt it, and felt sorry for himself.

Two hours later he heard his mother walk past his room and go into her own room.

He was getting hungry now, and if he was going to figure his way out of this mess he needed nourishment.

He threw the covers off and went to the door. He peeked out. No lights. Elize had gone to bed.

He stepped into the hallway and headed for the stairs. He trotted down the stairs and was aware of his penis. his boner had gone away, but now it started to wake up again.

He entered the kitchen and looked into the fridge. He took out a loaf of bread, peanut butter, jelly.

When he straightened up and closed the door, however, Elize was standing there. She was wearing a chemise and her boobs were showing. The material wasn’t that thick and her nipples poked out through the material.

“Hello, brother dear.”

“Bitch,” he stated, ignoring her. Trying to ignore his own bobbing cock.

She frowned, her mouth pursed, and she responded. “Teeny weeny.”

“Hey! Shut the fuck up with that!”

“Every time you call me bitch, or swear at me in anger…I will call you teeny weeny.”

“You fucking cunt!” He whispered savagely. He didn’t want his mother to come downstairs. She had already seen him naked and with an erection.

“Okay, have it your way…teeny weeny.”

He turned redder, but tried to ignore her. He slapped peanut butter on one of the slices of bread, then slathered jelly on the other one.

“So what are you going to do?”

“About what?” he snarled.

“About wearing girly clothes and make up.”

He sat down at the table, which enabled him to hide his boner from her inspecting eyes. “Nothing.”

Elize sat down opposite him. “Mother isn’t going to back off, you know.”

“Neither am I.”

Elize sighed. “Look, I can help you.”

“And why would you do that?” He took a bite of his sandwich.

Elize sat for a moment, frowning, then said, “You’re my brother and, contrary to opinion and our little spats, I don’t like to see you in pain.”

He grunted and chewed. He was thinking bitch, but he didn’t say anything. He didn’t want to be called teeny weeny again.

“Look, just put on some panties. They’re close enough to male underwear. They’ll feel better though, sexy even, and they’ll help hide your, uh…you know.”

“My penis,” he blurted.

“Yes. Your penis.”

For a long moment Danny said nothing, then something wormed out of him, and he whispered, “Is my penis really small?”

Elize nodded. “Sorry. Compared to what I’ve seen, it’s a bit under sized.”

That comment was worse than any of her taunts, and the reason was that he had to admit the truth of it. It was a calm assessment, and…and he knew he wasn’t well endowed.

“You know that is probably why Father was such a bastard.”

“What?”

“A small-dicked man tried to make up for it by pretending he’s a big-dicked man, and he doesn’t understand that the true measure of a man isn’t the size of his penis.”

Danny was silent. He wasn’t asking, but he knew it was coming: what was the true measure of a man?

“The true measure of a man is how kind he is.”

“No,” blurted Danny, instantly.

Elize got up and got a pair of Cokes out of the fridge. She opened one for him and one for herself. She sat down. “I’m only a couple of years ahead of you, but I have dated boys, and I can tell when they are going to be kind and when they are going to be assholes. This is something we girls talk about a lot, so I might, just might, have an opinion that you should think about.”

He waited. Listened. he didn’t listen to many people, but when his sister was serious and talked to him and not at him or down on him, he listened.

“Was Hitler a man?”

He shrugged.

“He was a bully, and in the end, a very evil bully. Killing people just because he thought he was better than him. Sort of makes them better than him.” she snorted.

“Is Father Murphy a man?” Father Murphy was their priest.

Danny thought about that. It was odd to call a man father when he wasn’t your real father, but Father Murphy acted the way he wished his own father acted. He offered kind words and help.

“Yeah.”

“What about Dad?”

Danny snorted. “He’s a bully.”

She nodded. “He was. Is. It happens.”

“How about that guy, Chuck Lemon, who coached you at Little League?”

“Guy was cool.”

“You want to be like Chuck or Dad?”

Danny was silent, but thinking hard. In a way these questions were manipulating him, but he couldn’t argue against them.

“Do you want to be a man? And who cares how big your dick is? Or do you want to be like Dad, or Hitler, or some other asshole.”

Danny didn’t say anything, but he had been boxed into a corner. He didn’t like being boxed, but the things he was thinking…it was difficult.

“Okay, so think what you want, but all Mom wants is for you to be a man. Heck, I’d like you to be a man. Sure, I bust your balls when I can, but you know I have your back.”

He did know that.

“So try on the panties, at least hide that ugly thing of yours,” she grinned, but at least she didn’t call it teeny weeny, “and if you want to go further, if you can confront being a kind person instead of a…an asshole, then I’m here for you. I’ll help you figure out the clothes, the make up, I’ll even teach you how to act a little more feminine.”

“I don’t…”

She held up a hand to forestall his objection.

“You’re going to school in three days, and you can look like a clown who doesn’t know how to dress himself, or you can look like a lady.”

Now Danny didn’t try to talk. She was making sense. But it was so hard to accept all this.

“And, bonus, if you try, if you accept my help, then I’ll make things easier for you.”

“How?”

“I and my friends,” and she had a lot of friends, “will talk to the other girls in school. We’ll hang with you, and if anybody tries to make fun of you, we’ll be there.”

Danny blinked, and the changes within…they began.             
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