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Author’s Note

Welcome to the third installment of this crazy tale!

Just to forestall any confusion, let me lay out what has happened.

Ron and Liz bought a house, and found a basement, with a dungeon in it, and a portal through which came an Evil Angel.

Simple dimple, right?

Except that the Evil Angel has turned Liz into an old woman, and Ron into a voluptuous beauty. A beauty who uses sex and cannot be refused.

So Ron is sometimes spoken of as a man, as a woman, and sometimes as the evil Angel named Azrael. Remember that, and things will make more sense when I speak about the Evil Angel and all her personas.

And…the evil Angel is on a journey to bring more Evil Angels to earth. This journey includes bizarre forms of mind reading, sexual craziness, and growing abilities that enable him, her, it, to enslave more and more people.

Got it all straight?

Good.

Read on.

And…STAY HORNY!

Gracie


Part One

Evil Angels, fallen from the grace of God, don’t ask, they take.

Their sin is one of pride, of considering themselves as equal to God. They don’t see that as sin.

And the world belongs to them!

The day was somewhat gloomy, covered over by a haze of clouds, the smell of humidity was thick.

It was probably going to rain.

At the back of a turn out along a road leading towards New York a clump of weeds moved. Then moved again.

Hidden in the weeds, a man who had once been slightly chubby groaned.

Once chubby and cheerful, he was now emaciated. Once a health 200 pounds, he was now 120 pounds and his body resembled a cluster of pick up sticks.

He rolled over, causing more weeds to shiver. He edged forward, humped a little, and got to his hands and knees.

He would have barfed but he was empty. It felt like he hadn’t had a meal in a year.

He pushed up and managed to rock back on his heels. He sat, slump shouldered, in the zen position.

A dry cough racked him.

He had memories, but they weren’t clean and crisp.

He knew his name was Jerry, and he knew he worked a low key job in a gas station, but then…how had he…and a vision of a beautiful woman popped into his head.

He remembered opening the door, being pulled in and…fucked.

And all the energy in his body had been gobbled up, taken from him, and then he had wound up here.

Yet that memory, so painful, held pleasure.

He was not an experienced man, but the feeling of his essence being wrung from him was so intense he shivered and…and wanted more.

He put his hand down, struggled, and finally got to his feet.

He swayed, almost fell, then took a step. New York. He was going to New York.

Somehow, when he had been gobbled, he had picked the thought that this incredible creature was going to New York.

So he had to go to New York.

He had to find her.

Jerry was in love.

Ron Johnson, at least the now female body of Ron Johnson, now inhabited by Azrael, entered New York, and it, or she, as the body of Ron Johnson was now, knew exactly where it was going.

“Turn here. Okay, a little further. Now left…up that street…I SAID UP THAT STREET!”

In the front seat Liz cringed. She welcomed the pain the Evil Angel would give her, pain was pleasure now, in her new life, but she couldn’t turn up that street.

“Why not?” asked Ron from the back seat. She had looked into Liz’s mind and seen that there truly was something that stopped her. And that something had to be pretty big if it could over ride a command from an Evil Angel.

But what on earth could be more powerful than an Evil Angel?

“It’s a one way street.”

Ron blinked and sat back. She had never heard of a demon named ‘one way street.’

Liz went around the block, didn’t know what else to do while Azrael thought.

Azrael sat in the back seat of the car. She had been Ron Johnson, but the Evil Angel had found it necessary to change that body, to make it female. Now it was beautiful, voluptuous, and she bit her lip and thought…and looked into Liz’s mind.

It took a lot of looking, for the the significance of a one way street was hidden under a canopy of something called ‘laws,’ and, like One Way Street, Azrael had never heard of a demon named Laws.

But whoever Laws was, he put out a bunch of rules that were a maze of obfuscation and irresponsibility.

Ron picked through the rules the monster Laws had put in place in this weird dimension by looking into Liz’s mind, and became even more confused.

You couldn’t cross the street. You couldn’t smoke plants. You couldn’t carry a gun (whatever that was). You couldn’t break the constitution….constitution?

Frustrated, but even more curious at these contradictions and arbitrary things, she asked, “Where do I find out about his creature called Laws?”

“I don’t know.” Liz was having trouble steering the big car. She had been a robust, beautiful woman, but under the influence of Azrael she was a frightened granny type. Her body was fragile and her bones were bent and thinking was proving to be a bit troublesome.

Azrael sat in thought, and thought about knocking over a building or something. That’s what an Evil Angel did when it was upset. Then the answer to her quandary came from the most interesting place.

Library!

Azrael blinked. Or, rather, the body that was Ron blinked, and Azrael went looking for the source of the blink.

It was Ron, the man whose body she had stolen. His mind was crammed up in the rafters of her cranium. Sitting there, unable to do anything but watch.

“Why library?” she asked the scrunched up, little piece of Ron.

The result was like a schematic superimposed on Azrael’s mind.

A building. Books on shelves. Everything lined up neat and orderly.

At this point Azrael should have looked at Ron, really looked, and wondered why he had been able to place the thought of ‘library’ in the forefront.

She didn’t, and she missed what he had done.

Azrael was from a dimension where the rules were chaos.

Ron, in saying ‘library’ had over ruled Azrael’s thoughts because in this dimension order takes precedence over chaos.

Azrael was too busy taking the information, turning it around, making sense out of it to realize what Ron had done.

A library was a place where people could…’learn.’

What a silly concept.

And she missed the fact that Ron, the owner of the body she was using, had revolted, had done something…when he should be capable of doing nothing.

“Okay, Azrael said. “Take me to one of these library things.”

Liz nodded, was relieved to actually get a command she could follow, and turned the wheel.

The main branch of the New York Public library can be entered through Fifth Ave where it intersects with East 41st. Fifth Ave is a one way street and Liz pulled up to the curb and looked at the big building.

It had three arches with three sets of doors. There were a series of shallow steps, and to the sides of the steps are two lions.

Azrael looked at the lions, and for a moment thought he had found the rulers of this strange dimension. But they were dead, and these little meat bodies, like the one he inhabited, walked past the lions without getting eaten.

Benevolent rulers?

He thought not.

Somehow the people had conquered these rulers, turned them to stone and simply walked past them.

“Open,” Azrael said to Liz.

Liz crawled out from behind the wheel, shuffled around to the back door and opened it.

Ron, the shape Azrael was currently motoring, stepped out, and the world came to a halt.

People walking up the steps stumbled, and a few fell, and all turned to stare at Azrael.

Azrael was used to this reaction. Even if they hadn’t seen him in this creature’s body, they would have been awed.

In fact, if he had been in his own shape they would have prostrated themselves, thrown themselves at the ground so hard they cracked their skulls. And if they were far enough away they would have run down the street screaming.

As it was, Ron being reshaped into a stunningly beautiful woman, they simply turned and stared. Jaws dropped. Eyes widened, and Azrael walked past the gawking creatures of this realm without a look.

Liz started after him, intended to pass him and reach the library and open doors, but Azrael snapped a command into Liz’s mind.

Stay!

Liz went back around the car and crawled in behind the wheel.

Azrael climbed the steps and entered the large building. She strode into a large room, ornate with chandeliers illuminating it.

Dozens of tables were arranged down the sides of the room, and hundreds of people sat at those tables.

One by one, feeling Azrael’s awesome presence, the people stopped what they were doing and turned.

For a moment Azrael considered making this place, with its respectful attitude, into his palace.

But, no. He needed to be closer to the intersection of portals.

Azrael strode to the main table, and people stepped back.

In a far corner a young man put his hand in his pants and started masturbating.

A young women with thick glasses stared up at Azrael.

Ron was only five foot six as a woman, but the presence that was in him, the denizen from another realm, towered near to the ceiling.

“Where is the God Laws.”

The woman was overwhelmed, but she managed to stutter, “Public Access Law Library is on the third floor.”

She pointed, and Azrael read the silly creature’s mind. Within a half second she knew where every volume in the library was.

It was a tremendous glut of information, but Azrael handled it easily. She couldn’t make sense of it all, but…she had it in her mind.

She ignored the blink of interest shown by the scabby, little dot of awareness called Ron.

Azrael turned to the young woman. “Come with me.”

The young woman blinked.

Azrael reached over the counter and placed a hand on the woman’s wrist.

Instant submission.

The woman almost fell to the ground, but, instead, she clambered over the counter, ignoring the surprised looks of her managers, and followed Ron.

Ron was hungry. He had eaten the gas station attendant a few hours before, and this new dimension was a smorgasbord that needed to be sampled.

Ron headed for the elevator.

People were waiting for the elevator, but they stood back when Azrael came amongst them.

The librarian, whose name was Dolly, held the elevator doors open and Ron stepped into the little box.

He would have been worried, such a small room was perfect for a trap, but he was reading minds, assessing threats, and there were none.

This dimension had no demons on guard. There wasn’t even a trace of divine influence, and hadn’t been for hundreds of years.

What a sad place.

As the door to the elevator closed Ron turned to Dolly.

She was a sweet thing. She was innocent and had bangs over her wide forehead. She didn’t have much in the way of breasts, but that was okay. Ron was feeling generous.

He lifted his dress and pulled down his panties.

Dolly stared in shock. She had never been with a man, let alone a woman, but she sure wanted to be with this one. There was just something about Ron that compelled her.

Dolly fell to her knees and pressed her face into Ron’s groin.

She knew what she was doing because she had her own sexual apparatus, and she had spent much time abusing it.

She loved self-induced orgasms!

And what she didn’t know about cunnilingus was put into her head by Azrael.

Eat! he commanded.

Dolly gobbled, and marveled, and had the feeling somebody was watching her.

She used her tongue, stuck it right into Azrael’s nasty hole and wiggled it around.

Azrael smiled and thrust her hips forward and spread her legs.

From somewhere in the misty recesses of Azrael’s mind Ron watched, and it was this that Dolly felt.

But since he only watched, and didn’t do anything, Dolly did nothing more than take notice.

And she slid her tongue up and down, licking the nastiness of Ron’s ripe crotch.

The elevator stopped on the next floor and the door opened. A half a dozen people were waiting to get on the elevator, but when they saw Dolly’s arms wrapped around Ron’s hips and clutching his ass they just stood and gawked.

Dolly nuzzled and guzzled and succumbed to a fever that drove her mindlessly into Ron’s pussy.

The doors closed and the elevator went to the third floor.

The door opened and Ron grabbed Dolly’s head and slapped her face with his groin.

Dolly began to cum.

Men are givers, and women are takers. Jerry, the gas station attendant had given, and kept giving until his body shriveled and he collapsed.

Dolly, however, being a woman and a taker, began to increase in mass. Her arms and legs thickened, her belly grew more round. Her ass increased in girth and her boobs grew big and flabby.

Dolly would have shrieked, but the pain and the pleasure canceled her ability to shriek.

She just grew larger, and her heart had to work harder to pump the increased miles of arteries necessary to provide sustenance to her magnified frame.

She began gasping, then fell back. She had been a wet hundred pounds a minute previous, now she was 320 pounds of unmuscular blubber. Her heart struggled, her lungs wheezed, and her legs were too weak to support her increased mass.

She lay on her back on the floor of the elevator, a rotund mass of fat, and tried to breath.

Ron stepped out of the elevator and headed for the law library. As he walked people stopped and stared, and only after he had had passed did people gather around Dolly to see if they could help.

Ron found a room with law books lined up on the shelves. Thick tomes that held bizarre concepts in organized fashion.

This was the God Laws?

This was a stinky place!

It smelled of old books and moldy men. Certainly not the robust food he required for his sustenance.

Still, to defeat Laws he had to learn about it.

He stepped into the room and looked around.

Jerry walked several miles. He was pale and shivering. He was weakened so much that he thought he was near death.

The only thing that kept him going was the memory of the woman.

Full breasted, plump, red lips, eyes that went into his skull and devoured his brain.

He came to a large, gravel parking lot. At the back of the parking lot was a garage, and to the right was a small cafe. He stumbled, afraid of bending his legs that he might collapse, across the parking lot.

He stumbled through the front door—DING—and sat down at the closest table.

A wide-eyed, young girl with two pigtails came up to his table.

“Are you all right, mister?”

He didn’t move, didn’t nod, he just whispered. “Food.”

“Certainly, what would you like?”

What would he like? He would like a big slice of roasted cunt. A loaf of buttered tits. He would like that beautiful woman he loved so much laid out on the table before him, spreading her legs and telling him how much she loved him.

She must love him, to take that much from him.

“Bacon. Eggs. Toast. Hash browns.”

Each word was a struggle, but he kept pronouncing what he wanted, and the girl went, and came back an indeterminate time later.

She was honestly afraid that the pale, skeletal man at the table would keel over if she didn’t hurry.

Jerry moved his arm, stabbed eggs and scooped potatoes. He fed himself, his arms moving faster and faster, until the plate was bare, and then he licked the plate, his tongue, once fat and now slender, licked slobbered feverishly.

“Are you okay?” asked the girl again. Jerry said, “Bacon. Eggs. Toast. Hash browns.”

He ate four breakfasts before he stopped shaking and shivering. He was still skinny, except for a slight plumpness to his gut, but he was strong enough to move on.

He had to find the woman.

As he walked out of the restaurant, the girl staring at him, he became aware of his penis.

Even though he had been on death’s door, and was still not that far removed, he had a boner.

There are many ways of learning.

One can read books. One can experience first hand. One can…absorb through the experiences of another who he, or she—whatever Azrael was—who had been gobbled.

Azrael preferred gobbling as the best method for inhaling knowledge.

He walked to the first table. There was a young man studying  from a stack of thick volumes. He was so engrossed he hadn’t even noticed Ron entering the library.

Now he looked up, sensing the shadow of the beast upon him.

But the beast was a stunning woman. One with bulging breasts, round hips, a face to drive a movie star to envy, and a smirky look that was almost a sneer. Would have been taken for a sneer should the young man see past the sheer, physical beauty of the young woman.

The young man’s mouth opened slightly, his eyes widened.

Ron leaned down, took the man’s head in one hand and pressed his lips to the young man’s mouth.

The man, a law student, healthy and in the prime of life, felt his energy being sapped, it was like a raspy flood of goodness scouring his body and causing incredible pleasure.

Inside Ron’s body, in a small corner of Azrael’s mind, Ron watched.

He was aghast, terrified.

He didn’t want to rape the student’s soul in such cruel fashion, a fashion that would result in the loss of humanity leave only the desire to be degraded further,

But poor Ron, the essence of Ron, all that was left of him, had no voice. He could only watch, and feel, the terrible leeching of the man’s soul right out of his body.

Azrael reached down and grabbed the man’s cock. He held it through pants, and lifted the man’s body up and placed it on the table.

Books flew onto the floor, papers sailed through the air, and Azrael ripped the man’s clothes off. He needed to get to the penis. That was the tool, the connection, best suited for draining a man of his essence.

The law student lay on the table, the back of his head was bruised where it had struck the table, and his cock was in the air, and the beautiful woman placed a foot on his chair, then on the table.

Azrael stood above the young man, ripping off his panties. He didn’t need those stupid things always getting in her way, and she sat down. Right on the man’s member.

Ron felt the penis being engulfed by his pussy, and it threatened to drive him insane. He was a man, dammit!

But Azrael was in control, and Azrael liked being a woman. It was so much easier to get his ‘food’ in that way.

People in the library were standing up, gathering books, and starting to leave..

“Stay where you are!” yelled Azrael, and everybody sat down.

The student humped, was pulled up, sucked into the amazing vagina, and his seed left him.

Within the seed, however, was the purest of DNA. And as Azrael absorbed this DNA it helped her absorb concepts, and now it was Azrael’s mind that was expanding, threatening to explode under the shock of absurdity.

Yes, Laws was not a person, it was a concept.

But how could people prefer to follow an arcane twisting of things like ideals and isms over his presence?

He was a giant of black fog, with wormy teeth and he liked devouring sex organs. How could people pursue an idea over something that ate them?

He could see that, even in this universe, people understood that you had to eat something before it ate you. So…why did they waste their time in places like libraries?

Books were such an insubstantial meal!

The man under Azrael gave out. Azrael had been absorbing information and sexual seed so fast that he simply imploded the man’s brain. Too much, too fast.

She stood up, her pussy dripping with sperm, and walked down the table.

A woman was staring at him in a strange mix of horror and love.

Azrael squatted, grabbed the woman’s hair and lifted her to a standing position.

Mouths meshed, and Azrael stuck her tongue deep into the throat of the woman.

The woman was relatively inexperienced, and she had never deep throated. Now a huge tongue was being forced down her throat. She gagged, but Azrael took over her mind, stopped her, and a wild shriek—very pleasurable to Azrael, very terrifying to the Ron that was in the back of his mind—erupted through her mind.

But she could do nothing.

Ron lifted her, placed her on the table, and spread her legs.

The woman gibbered, was insane, but could do nothing.

And though insane, her knowledge was intact, and Ron placed his mouth between her legs, kissed her orifice, and began draining her of her knowledge.

Azrael mentally blinked. With the combination of the young law student and this little babe’s knowledge he understood a cruel fact.

He understood what made Laws a God, but it was a strange thing that he never could have imagined.

The purpose of the Law was to absorb people.

He understood that the Law first supported itself by creating judges.  And these judges administered a system of punishment. Quite delicious.

Second, the Law fed lawyers, who fed the punishment machine.

Third, the Law fed victims, awarding them money for proposing people to be punished to the system.

How wicked!

How nefarious!

He pushed the girl aside before he was finished with her. She was a young woman, a budding lawyer, with little true understanding of the system she was parasite to. Azrael needed more…more.

The girl slumped over the edge of the table and turned into a pile of jelly bones on the floor. She would live, but she would be an idiot for the rest of her days.

Which caused a laugh deep in Azrael. How appropriate, how ironic. It was his first real victory over Laws, and he loved it.

He stood up. His dress was askew and his breasts were falling out of his stretched out dress.

“Who is oldest her?”

Nobody answered. They were terrified. Even though they were so admiring and in love with the creature who stole souls, they had enough fear in them to say nothing.

Azrael looked around the room.

He grappled with the concept of old. He had picked up a lust for a professor in the young girl’s mind, and he looked for such a creature that could inspire such feelings.

He needed a senior to eat. He needed a judge, or an old law professor.

His eyes, Ron’s eyes, searched the room.

He discarded young men and women. He had already inhaled two, and needed no more of their callow thoughts.

His eyes fell upon a scraggly looking man. He was thin and had a stale odor about him. A rotting odor. He didn’t have much essence to him, he was wasted away by a life pursuing law, but he would have what Azrael needed.

Azrael jumped from table to table. People shrieked and backed away, fell over in their chairs, and a couple of them, near the door, managed to escape.

Still, they wouldn’t raise the alarm. There was enough love for the beautiful woman in them that they would just run home, hide in the bedrooms, and abuse themselves.

Ron towered over the old man.

The old man had a thin face, lines on his face, and he smelled of cancer. No, he certainly didn’t have much life left.

Ron knelt down, reached down for the old man’s penis.

He was limp. He didn’t even have enough energy to boner up.

Ron kissed him.

Azrael didn’t mind, he was kissing for knowledge, a very insubstantial thing. Ron, inside the cranium of the beast was now not only cringing from kissing a man, but from kissing an old, diseased man!

But Ron had nothing to say about it.

Azrael had hit the jackpot.

The old man was a constitutional lawyer. He had spent his life studying that which created, or at least afforded the means of creation, Law.

Oddly, he studied this bizarre system of enslaving people by figuring out ways to circumvent the system.

It was an insidious way, to inspire people like this, for the system to protect the system.

But he found the secret of the Law.

Law was a system created by the people, for the people, to eat the people!

And the people were the monster, a self eating monster that fed upon itself perpetually.

As the old man died, even the softer feeding of Azrael being too much for it, Azrael felt admiration.

Such a terrible thing, this…’idea.’

And Azrael actually felt a sort of jealousy.

Why didn’t he think of that?

Feeding in his old universe could have been so much easier, efficient, and…self sustaining.

He could have set himself up and created a system whereby people came to be eaten.

But, at least he was here, now. He would be able to utilize the system that was already in place in this dimension to feed himself. In perpetuity. Forever. All hale the God Full Belly!

Lisa sat in the car. People drove around her, honked at her, yelled things and stuck their middle digits into the air.

She was apart from Azrael. As he focused on his feeding in the library, she was out of his mind. Sort of.

He always kept a leash in place, but…she could think for herself.

Where had Ron gone?

And what had happened to her?

She was now a bent and twisted, old crone. Her hair was snaggly,  scraggly, snarly white, and she was losing it.

Her body was a stick.

What had happened to her big breasts? Why was she stuck in this old, granny type of body?

A couple of days ago she had had plump, curvy lips, and she had enjoyed kissing Ron, and now she had thin lines that looked like she had French kissed a lemon. A moldy, dead lemon.

And…where was Ron? Why didn’t he rescue her? He was her husband! And she had a vague memory nibbling at her consciousness. A beautiful woman, a most desirable woman, a woman who made her follow her by inciting lust even in this old, stick of a body.

Had she taken Ron away from her?

Honk, honk!

“Move on, ya stupid cunt!”

She wearily lifted a middle finger and waved.

A cop sauntered up and tapped on the window on the passenger side.

She pressed a button and the window slid down.

“Time to move along, miss.”

Miss. She was no miss. No longer. And she missed being a miss. Something cruel had happened to her, but she didn’t know what.

Her mind revolted, and the leash snapped down.

Something big and ferocious moved in, took over her mind, made her say. “I can’t leave. I’m waiting.”

“I’ll have to give you a ticket, and if you still don’t move you’ll get hauled. Now put the car in gear and—“

Azrael shrieked through Liz’s mind: “DIDN’T YOU HEAR ME YOU STUPID SHIT! NOW YOU MOVE ALONG OR I’LL PUT MY FOOT SO FAR UP YOUR ASS YOU CAN FEEL MY TOES IN YOUR BRAIN!”

The cops jaw dropped, he stepped back from the sheer virulence of the old lady’s screaming voice.

People on the sidewalk gaped.

The cop spoke into his shoulder mike.

“Need a tow and a wagon at the Main Branch.”

Azrael worked Liz’s body and made the window roll up. All the windows up. The buttons clicked down and the car was locked up.

Inside the body, Liz was terrified, but Azrael folded her arms and made her sit quietly.

Jerry paid for his meals with a credit card and walked out into the pouring rain.

Within seconds he was soaked, but the rain offered him an opportunity.

He walked to the side of the garage and found a tow truck, the keys still in it.

The driver was nowhere to be found. Probably in the cafe eating lunch.

Jerry got behind the wheel, twisted the key, and drove.

He turned left, heading towards the big city.

He was still starved, he still needed more food, more nutrition, maybe. a month stay in a hospital on an IV drip, but he couldn’t afford the time for such frivolities.

He had to find the woman.

He had to have sex. With that woman.

She had drained him, pulled the seed right out of him, and (he knew) a lot more.

But that just left him wanting more.

He wanted an orgasm.

He had been drained, emptied, but had not reached that final bit of drama, the orgasm.

Azrael was an expert in sex without an ending, in the sex of denial.

But Jerry didn’t think about that, he didn’t understand that, he just knew was as if famished for that last course, that last bit of dessert.

He needed to be completed.

And if the entirety, the remainder, of his soul was taken, so be it.

Such is the hunger of sex.

And the rain poured down, sheeted his windshield, and made reading signs difficult.

But he squinted, and made out the signs, and they said he was close. New York was just ahead, and he would get there…and he would find the woman who had done this to him, and would, he was determined, do it to him again.

And this time to completion.

He would have his orgasm, or die trying.

And he knew not the irony of that thought.


Part Two

Azrael left the law library a very disgruntled Evil Angel.

First, that last meal, the law professor, had upset his stomach.

But he was used to eating unpleasant things! He hadn’t had a belly ache in a zillion years!

But one stinky law professor had apparently upset his tummy.

Second, having to intervene with that cop outside was unsettling.

Cops were minions. They were servile and unimportant, their only function being to feed the unwary to the Law.

Azrael was actually amazed that the people of this dimension allowed such cruel figures as cops and lawyers to exist.

A simple fact, one he saw at once, was the fact that cops never did anything for you. They arrived after a tragedy (mmm, delicious tragedy) and picked up the pieces to feed into the system.

All interactions outside of tragedy, the cops cost people money.

Azrael searched through the memories he had ingested, and he saw the truth of that statement.

If any ‘citizen’ thought about it they would realized the simple fact that, barring crime, for which cops were merely the sweeper uppers, the purpose of cops was to support such things as the levying of taxes.

Cops always cost people money, so why did they put up with them?

This concept, however, was merely one more oddity about this bizarre reality.

So thinking, rubbing Ron’s belly with Ron’s hand. Azrael stepped onto the elevator. He didn’t understand about pressing buttons, so he just waited until the doors opened on the ground floor.

As he stood there, rubbing his belly, people got on and off the elevator.

They stared at him, they felt their hearts warm. This beautiful woman, such beauty, she had to be good and kind, right?

He walked out the front door and stopped.

The cops had arrived. There were hundreds of them, all surrounding Liz in her car. They had their guns drawn and were pointing them at the Liz.

Liz sat in the car, white-lipped, staring straight ahead, grim, ready to go to the death for Azrael.

Azrael blinked Ron’s eyes. He thought he had told the cop to leave. Obviously, the cop had misunderstood.

He looked over the mass of minions. They had gathered, bullies en masse, and they were ready to shoot Liz for a ticket.

Even Azrael, the consummate bully, was amazed by the eagerness of the minions to do their masters’ dirty work.

Suddenly a cop was rushing towards him. “Back in the library! Get back!”

He laid hands on Azrael, and that was a mistake of major proportions.

The cop froze.

Azrael liked sexual connection to read minds to a depth, but he required only a touch to influence minds.

He looked inside the cops mind for a moment, to inspect his orders, his light motivations under the Law.

The cop was just following orders.

Ron smiled and touched the cop’s lips.

The cop smiled and fell in love, and Azrael read deeper.

How do you get rid of this many cops? he asked.

You can’t, answered the cop.

Then he saw the motivation, hidden under all the debris and baggage in a cop’s mind.

And in every mind.

Mankind, enslaved by itself, sought ways to die.

In the deepest parts of their most degraded minds, the cops thought they were doing Liz a favor.

Put her out of her misery.

And, on the lowest, slimiest levels, the cops wanted to be put out of their misery.

They understood, in never to be admitted to cellars of their minds: that they were in a slave system, and they were seeking a way out of the slavery, a way out of the misery of ‘just following orders,’ of being the mindless minions of a Law system that ate people wholesale and forever.

Azrael smiled.

They wanted a way out of their slavery? Excellent. He would give it to them.

He whispered a thought into the cop’s mind. Then he let the cop go.

The police officer stumbled back, almost fell down the stairs to the library, then he turned and walked down the steps, towards Liz’s car.

Azrael took a few steps and placed his hand on another cop’s shoulder. He whispered the same subtle commands into the cop’s mind. He moved to another cop, and another, and after he left each cop that cop would start walking down the steps.

At the bottom of the steps the first cop stopped and raised his hands. “HEY!” he yelled. “HEY! HEY!”

Then he lowered his pistol and shot the nearest cop.

He had everybody’s attention, and nobody fired a shot at Liz, who’s head jerked around at the sound of the shot.

Then the next cop Azrael had touched reached the bottom of the steps and started shooting.

Cop after cop joined the small group and started shooting.

Cop after cop fell to the deadly blasts, then they start shooting back.

Azrael reached a sniper, touched, smiled, and altered his commands slightly. The cop began shooting other snipers.

The slaughter didn’t last long. The ranks of the cops shooting other cops grew and grew, and the sound of guns firing reached a crescendo, then it started to wane.

And, finally, the shooting stopped.

Guns were empty, and bodies lay motionless, or groaned terribly.

Azrael walked Ron’s body down the steps and over to the car. He didn’t bother making Liz open the door for him, she appeared to be in a state of shock.

He opened the door himself and sat down. “Drive,” he whispered, and Liz put the car in gear.

As the car pulled away from the curb Azrael looked back at the carnage. It was unbelievable. These minions, they were so easily controlled. But of course. They were nothing but minions, after all.

Liz had seen the bodies falling. She had been in the middle of a firefight and had escaped unscathed. Except for the fact that Azrael was close to her now, and the leash was still in full force.

Still, there was a part of her that was…aware.

She looked in the mirror and saw cops laying dead, bleeding, bending over their mates and attending to their injuries, or just being a friendly face when they died.

She saw how it had all happened. She had refused to drive on, and that had led Azrael to taking a direct hand, and that had led to an escalation and a slaughter.

A massacre.

But she felt, no matter that she had been implementing Azrael’s will, like she had started it.

But she didn’t say anything, and her mind was so straightjacketed , and miserable, that Azrael, except for enjoying her misery, did nothing, and didn’t even see the attempt to rebel taking place down in the depths of what was left of Liz’s spirit.

“New York City Department of Planning,” he said, watching the buildings march past. “He gave her the address and left the driving up to her.”

He didn’t speak, because his mind was busy, and thoughts were more difficult to contain than simple speech.

Jerry drove the tow truck into the city, and had no clue as to where to go. He was a country boy, and he had never seen this many stop signs in his life.

And he didn’t know the name of the girl he was chasing.

But he knew he loved her, and he drove through the city, his eyes searching the thousands and thousands of people he passed.

Out of gas, he stopped at a gas station and filled up. The tank full, he walked into the mini-mart. He ordered a dozen hot dogs and was smearing gobs of ketchup and mustard on them.

“A mass shooting at the Main Branch of the library. Hundreds of police are dead. Authorities suspect terrorism as…”

Jerry looked up at the big screen behind the cashier’s station. He saw blue bodies lying on the sidewalks, the steps, in the street. The scene was illuminated by flashing red lights and sirens could be heard in the background. Paramedics were rushing back and forth, stretchers were being loaded up and carried to waiting EMT vans.

Jerry knew, without knowing how he knew, without a doubt, that he had found the trail of the beautiful woman.

He finished making his hot dogs, went out to the tow truck, and stopped.

With all the cops in the city dead, or rushing to the scene of their death, one cop had decided to give Jerry a ticket.

But, not just a ticket. He was reading the license plate and talking into his shoulder mike.

Why the hell would a single cop decide to give a ticket on this day of death and destruction to his own?

Because that’s the way the Law works, and that’s the way the minions roll.

Jerry turned and sauntered away, his arms full of hot dogs, their ketchup smearing the front of his shirt, looking like blood.

The Equitable Building is located between Broadway and Nassau, and Pine and Cedar. It is a monster of a building, a brutal thing built of brick and granite and terra cotta. It is over 40 stories and because there was no setback, it leaves a monster shadow. It hovers over surrounding buildings, dooming them to a sunless gloom that is truly disheartening.

Azrael, being from a dimension that was slightly more than disheartening, being a part of hell, in fact, was cheered by the gloom.

But there was something about the building that was bothering him.

He didn’t know what, he just knew that something was off.

If he had studied the structure of the portal that had brought him from his own dimension he might have seen it.

The square block on which the building had been built wasn’t true square.

And the slight warping in the gloom as the sections of the building rose up…it was a building built of warp, and that should have been obvious, and should have warned him.

But…it didn’t.

“Drive around the block,” he commanded Liz, and he stepped out and crossed the sidewalk to the Broadway entrance.

Liz stepped on the gas, and the leash lengthened, and Azrael's control  over her was lessened. Not much, but enough for her to think.

What is wrong with me? she asked herself. Where is my real body? Why do I look this way? Why am I bent and sickly? What happened?

But she had no answers, only questions, and the leash held.

Jerry found the library by following the sound of sirens. He stood on the edges of the massacre and watched the cops taking care of their own.

Why did she do this? he wondered. How can such a flower of such beauty have such a mighty thorn?

He had no answers.

He wasn’t under a leash, he wasn’t controlled, except by his own lust to complete his life.

Then he noticed a group of cops standing to one side, clustered around the hood of a cop car.

He sidled closer, opened up his ears, listened.

“A woman did this?”

“Take a look at the feeds. She went from cop to cop, touched them, and they went down the steps and started shooting.

Jerry, off to the side, smiled. He didn’t care about the shooting, he just wanted to get closer to the woman.

“A good looker. Take a look at this feed from the CCTV.”

Jerry couldn’t see it, but from the expressions, and the exclamations from the cops, he knew they were looking at Her.

He wanted to look at her. He wanted to be close. He—

“Sir? The suspect’s car has been spotted in the Financial District.

The half a dozen older cops around the map looked up at the speaker.

The car stopped at the entrance, was picked up on camera. The woman got out and went inside the building.”

“She’s inside the Equitable Building?” blurted a cop with a white mustache. “Right now?”

“Yes, sir.”

Everybody looked at everybody, then the group dispersed. Three of them got into the car they had had the maps on, and it backed up, swung around, and roared down the street.

The three other cops were bellowing orders. Shortly another half dozen cars were in motion, sirens began wailing, blue and red lights flickered, and Jerry followed along on the sidewalk.

The Equitable Building. He had to go there. She was there. He had to find Her!

Azrael didn’t like it.

It was business as usual in the building. No cops, they had all gone to the library. A few security guards, but they were the lowest of the low when it came to minions. They didn’t even feed the Law; they just walked around in buildings and protected stuff.

Despite this unusual nervousness, Azrael walked to the menu board and looked for the Planning Department.

He stood on the marble floor and Ron’s eyes glanced down the tenants of the building.

The floor shivered, and he remembered, from somewhere, that giant snakes crawled under the streets. Subways they were called, or something.

What a lousy building. So cheaply built it could feel worms in the earth.

Why was he feeling so…queasy?

He went to the elevator and got on.

He still hadn’t figured out the buttons on the elevator and how they worked, so he stood in the back of the elevator and watched the floor sign over the doors.

Up and down. Missing the floor he wanted again and again. Then he had had enough.

The elevator was full of people, and he slapped the red button on the panel.

Red meant stop. He knew that, and the elevator instantly stopped.

“What the fuck, man?” growled a big construction worker.

Azrael slapped him, and the man’s head turned and snapped and he collapsed.

There were several woman in the elevator, and they made squeaking sounds and backed away from him.

The men stared at Ron, took in his incredibly stacked form, his pouty, red lips, the glint in his sneering eyes.

They thought the sneer in his orbs was sexy, and so they weren’t put off by the fact that she had just snapped a big guy’s neck like it was a piece of straw.

Ron was frantic inside Azrael. He was clawing and begging to be let out, but Azrael just laughed at this mouse nibbling in his cranium.

Azrael stepped forward and reached his hand into the pants of a man in a suit. He gripped the man’s penis and looked into his mind.

“Oh, fuck!” whined the man, trying to fall down at the instant lust bashing his mind, but Azrael held him up and looked.

Buttons. They symbolized floors. My Satan! That was simple!”

He let the man go, and the man dropped on the floor. Semen was leaking out of his dick, darkening his suit, and the look in his eyes was besotted.

“Please…please!” he begged, and he put a hand out and touched Azrael’s dress.

Azrael snarled and the man died. And he had never realized the completion of his sexual urges.

Talk about dying!

Azrael reached forward and hit the correct button.

He stepped back with a smile, and didn’t notice the terrified women against the walls, the now frightened men cowering amongst them.

Then the doors opened.

The New York police may be just minions, and they may be corrupt and incompetent, but they weren’t stupid.

Heck, it takes a certain degree of intelligence to be corrupt!

So at the moment Ron was stepping off the elevator and looking around for the Department of Planning, the police were stopping traffic on the streets surrounding the Equitable building. They were setting up road blocks, blocking off entrances to the big building. They were gathering in SWAT trucks and discussing the lay out of the building. Men were checking their firearms, putting on bullet proof vests, connecting the video cams on their helmets. Getting ready.

Upstairs, in the heart of the behemoth, Ron walked through a pebble glass door and into the Department of Planning. There was a long space in front of a counter. There was a place for people to line up, and a sign at the head of the line stated, ‘One Stop Shopping.’

Azrael, influenced by being in a woman’s body, wondered why anybody would want to stop shopping.

Then he stepped past the line, past all the people with rolls of blueprints under their arms. He stepped up against an older man who had unrolled his blueprints and was going over them with a young Chinese man with a bowl haircut and thick glasses.

“Hey!” shouted the old man.

Azrael looked down at him, and the man shuffled off quickly. He didn’t even bother collecting his blueprints.

The Chinese man looked at him and tilted his head. “Take a number. Stand in line.” He was astounded by the beauty of the woman, but he had his orders, and he always followed orders.

Azrael reached forward and gripped the man’s wrist, and was shocked.

The man knew nothing.

He had just started working that day, and as is the policy of bureaucracies everywhere, he was put in a position where he had to know everything, but knew nothing.

This actually stunned Azael, but only for a moment. It was the stupidest thing he had ever seen, below even the security guard minions, but he quickly refigured his mode of attack. He glanced at the surface of the man’s mind, then said, “I would meet your supervisor.” He whispered a subtle command into the man’s mind, then let go of his wrist.

The Chinese bureaucrat fell back, against a table piled high with blueprints. “One moment,” he said, and he hurried off.

Azrael turned and looked at the line of people waiting for service. They were staring at him with lust.

“Jack off,” he said, and they rapidly reached into their pants and began beating their meats.

Azrael turned, and the Chinese man was returning. Behind him was a  large woman, medium age, glasses, and a firm look about her.

“You needed help?” she asked. But as she had approached so arrogantly, her attitude was changing as Azrael put forth his influence.

The woman, fifty pounds overweight, turning grey, doomed to be less than a minion, with only the authority that a bureaucracy gives, was staring at Ron.

She wasn’t a lesbian. She was a Christian. She voted Republican and she looked with disdain on such things as trans and queer and lesbian.

So why did she feel this sudden attraction for the beautiful women on the other side of the counter.

Azrael reached forward and touched the woman, and she turned into a lesbian.

Her name was Martha Gladstone, and she fell deeply in love. Deeper than is humanly possible.

Azrael glanced at the surface of her mind. It was blank, filled with romance novels.

He asked his question verbally, not realizing that he was asking the wrong thing. He needed to find buildings that could be portals, but he was asking about his Evil Angel friends. “I need to find Jibrīl, Mīkāl, and Isrāfīl.”

Martha blinked, but there was something there. Something that Martha didn’t really remember, or knew that she knew. But it was buried deep, and Azrael was going to have to dig.

“Have you a place where we can discuss this?”

“Of course,” said Martha, batting her eyes.

She took Ron to the end of the counter, lifted a flap, and let him in. As they walked back into the recesses of the Department of Public Planning the people waiting in line looked around. Azrael’s presence was lessening, and they realized that they all had their hands in their pants.

Suddenly embarrassed, not knowing why they had been masturbating in public, they took their hands out of their pants.

For two of the men it was too late. They had already cum, and they hurried for a bathroom to clean themselves up.

At the counter the Chinese man raised his voice and called out, “Next?”

Jerry walked along the streets. The streets were empty, all the people were home watching the big library shooting on their big screen TVs.

Cop cars whistled past him, their sirens hurting his ears.

He was moving towards something called the Financial District.

He was imaging the woman who had ruined him for everything, seeing her in his mind, visualizing them living happily ever after.

Liz was having a hard time. With the police blocking off the streets she was circling the whole area.

And the leash was growing thin. His influence was waning.

Who am I?

Why am I like this?

Who did this to me?

And while there were no answers to her enfeebled mind, she kept seeing images of the beautiful woman.

Where was Ron?

Why didn’t he rescue her?

But…no answers.

The cops entered the building and started moving people out.

The building was huge, it had 48 elevators, thousands of offices, and over 20,000 people worked there. Add to that the 50,000 people who  came and went during the day, that was a lot of people who had to be moved to the elevators and pushed out of the building.

The cops went floor by floor, making their way higher and higher. But the Planning Department was on the 31st floor, and they didn’t know that that was where the woman who had caused such mayhem and destruction at the library was.

Azrael followed Martha through a maze of offices.

Thus far he had been in a hurry, and brutal, and just desired to get things done.

Seeing how amenable Martha was to his influence, seeing how she had changed her isms with a touch, he was feeling generous.

Martha said, “I don’t know where this Jibrīl, Mīkāl, and Isrāfīl people are—they are people, aren’t they?—but the names make me think we’ll find them in the back rooms. Mind you,” she turned and gave a girlish smile, “we don’t usually go back here, but since you asked so politely…”

She was coquettish, charming, coming on to him.

She opened a door and they entered a room filled with books, dust, scrolls, dust, and dust.

Azrael liked it.

“Just over here…maybe…”

She led him to a filing cabinet and started leafing through the files.

“Jibrīl, Mīkāl, and Isrāfīl. Let’s start with Jibril…how is it spelled?”

That was the moment Azrael realized that she was leading him on.

He realized that he had asked the wrong question, and she was just trying to get him back here. She was going to try to seduce him, and…he was in a hurry.

And now he was angry. To be trifled with in this manner…but he knew that the woman knew know more than she let on. She would know of buildings that could be portals.

He grabbed her by her grey hair and spun her around.

Martha was caught in the crux of lust and fear, but the lust won easily.

Azrael began kissing, feeling Martha’s big, heavy breasts.

Martha gave herself up.

Azrael moved quickly, tearing off the woman’s clothes.

He understood that it was woman on woman, that Martha had no dick, but there were other ways of making the sexual connection that would enable him to gobble her mind.

Inside his head, Ron finally gloried. He was going to be making love to a woman! He was so tired of men!

Then he realized…uh oh, no dick.

A shriek of despair in the furthest corner of the attic of his mind, and Azrael ignored it.

Azrael threw the woman on the floor, he slid his feet back, pushed her legs out to the sides, and began to eat.

He ripped the old bloomers off the woman with his teeth.

He stuck his tongue in her, and he began to gobble. He saw the chapters of her life quite clearly.

A life of drear. A comely woman, yet…no one had ever deflowered her. She was a spinster.

College, and frightened of sexual contact. While other students were making hay, she was studying in her room.

Work, and she was nervous and avoided males.

A home in the Planning Department.

He went deeper. She was moaning and crying and beating on his shoulders, but Azrael stuck his mind into hers and devastated her.

Masturbation.

No big deal, but it crushed her every time she did it.

Then…here it came, arcane studies.

And there was something here, something that Azrael didn’t see…and…he felt the leash to Liz wiggle.

She was circling, circling, but there were so many cops!

Azlaer felt them in the building then. A faint wave of people being ushered out of the building. Their fear was delicious, but…the cops were here! Bothersome bugs buzzing in his ear!

He would have to do something. He didn’t need them around while he was working, and…he considered his situation.

He was in a building, and the minions of the Law were closing in on him.

He could beat them, he could fight them, but…he had a better idea.

He didn’t want to slaughter everybody, he wanted to go on about his business. He was getting close to finding a portal that could handle Jibrīl, Mīkāl, and Isrāfīl.

He began to do more than gobble. He began to suck, and to pull on the breasts of Martha.

He squeezed her waist, he pulled her hair out and exuded color from his fingers.

Martha began to shriek in pain…that was pleasure.

Azlaer reformed her body, even made it younger, and in doing so…he made her in his own image.

High tits, big and round and stiff with nipple.

Her lips plump and fresh, ready for kissing.

He even changed the color of her eyes, made them the color of Ron’s.

And he instilled in her the lust he felt when feeding.

She wouldn’t have his powers, but she was an image of him, and she would act like him.

This was deep work. It required intense concentration, and…something…something…he looked again, and he saw it!

This building was a trap!

It was built to look like a portal? The design, the way it was shaped, it shimmied and warped, but…it was a trap for Evil Angels!

But who would do such a thing? Who would try to trap him? A God!

But it had been done.

He moved back from Martha, then he stood up and offered her a hand.

She stood up, transformed into an image of him, a stunning, beautiful woman.

“Go,” he said, and he patted her ass as she left him, and the room.

He sat in the gloom and thought about it.

He needed Jibrīl, Mīkāl, and Isrāfīl. He needed them if he wished to really enslave this dimension. He needed a portal to bring them here.

This building looked like a conflux of planes. It was warped, it had the metal in it, it was perfect! But it had made him nervous upon entering it, and now he knew why!

It was a trap, and…who had set it?

Martha walked through the corridors and offices and made her way to the front room.

She was trying to think, her thought seemed to be disrupted, warped, and she couldn’t figure anything out. She was just supposed to walk to the front area and wait for the cops.

But…why?

And why wasn’t she feeling badly about being beautiful, and being a lesbian?

What was wrong with her?

Jerry looked up at the building and pondered.

The cops were here. This was the place. This was where the woman was. He knew it. He could almost feel her essence inside, waiting for him, waiting to take him the rest of the way, to destroy the universe with a magnificent orgasm that knew no equal.

But how was he going to get into the building?

Liz drove around and around. She was tired, wasted, but she had a hunger in her.

She had to be near that woman. She had to. That woman…she had a piece of her, a large piece, and…she drove, and began crying, and wondered where Ron was.

Upstairs, Azrael, in the body of Ron, which had been transformed into a woman, pondered.

He had nearly all of Martha’s mind, and he searched through it. He had an idea of how to find the confluence of planes that would enable him to open a portal.

All he had to do was find a building similar to the Equitable building. The Equitable was a fake, a trap, and he could avoid the trap, but he had to find the real building.

But the cops were close. He didn’t want to bother with them while he was trying to open a portal.

He sighed, and then his head lifted and he looked outward with his mind.

The cops had reached the 31st floor. They were pushing people into the elevators, and…they opened the door to the Planning Department. They barged in, assault rifles at the ready, protected in their bullet proof vests.

Martha stood behind the counter, and she looked exactly like Azrael.

“Hands up!”

She started to raise her hands, but she didn’t stand a chance.

She had been identified as the person responsible for the slaughter of hundreds of minions, and the remaining minions were out for blood.

BANG! BANG! BANG!

Individual handguns fired rounds.

PTUTUTUTUTUT!

PTUTUTUTUTUT!

PTUTUTUTUTUT!

Assault rifles fired full clips.

Martha was a virgin living an unhappy life until just fifteen minutes before. Then she had discovered sex and lesbianism. Now it was all over as bullets impacted on her frame and her body shook and rattled and felt a pain that was more than pleasure.

A shame, she was now built for sex, and had overcome her fears, and she was riddled with bullets.

Bullets sliced through her organs, her heart and kidneys, her prostate (she had one, Rons, even thought she was a woman),

Her arms and legs danced in the air, and she was blasted back against the counter where her limp body slumped down into a puddle of blood on the floor.

The cops moved forward, watching her, prepared to fire another hundred rounds into her form if she so much as farted.

Unfortunately, a dead body releases gases, it just relaxes and gas comes out, and Martha’s body relaxed and…farted.

PTUTUTUTUTUT!

PTUTUTUTUTUT!

Back in the offices, Azrael listened. Well, his decoy had worked, but the police were still going to go through the building with a fine tooth comb.

He stood up. It was time to move.

END
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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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