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    Have you read… 
 
    I Changed My Husband into a Woman! 
 
      
 
    Check it out at… 
 
    https://gropperpress.wordpress.com 
 
      
 
    

  

  
   
 
   
    About this series… 
 
     
 
    A Man Caught is the first in a series titled, ‘The Third Gender Series.’ 
 
      
 
    Johnny and Janet are trapped in a deal with the devil. A man known only as Mattiss has offered them fifty million dollars, a million dollars a week, if they can last a year performing services for the members of a secret sex club: ‘The Third Gender Society.’ Each member of the club will bring different quirks and kinks, and Johnny and Janet will be taught how to be servants, how to be the opposite sex, how to suffer, how to take pain and make it into pleasure, how to make a life out of sex and degradation. The only real question, however, is this: at the end of a year…will they still love each other? Is love eternal? Or can simple degenerates ruin what is pure and beautiful. 
 
      
 
    This first book, ‘A Man Caught,’ details how Johnny and Janet are trapped into a deal with the devil. 
 
      
 
    The second book, ‘The Lactating Woman,’ tells of what befalls Johnny and Janet in the home of the devil…a man known only as ‘Mattiss.’ 
 
      
 
    This third book, ‘Listening to Sex,’ continues the adventures of Johnny and Janet in the home of Mattiss. 
 
    

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART FIVE 
 
      
 
    “So I’’m nothing but a cow.” Janet’s voice was low and subdued. There was something about this scene that was so degrading to her. 
 
    “If you wish,” stated Mattiss, the ever present and insulting smile on his face as he watched Johnny feed. 
 
    Janet sat on the couch and Johnny lay on her lap, an over-sized child suckling her breast. Johnny’s arms were secured in cuffs attached to a belt around his waist. He could barely move, and then it was awkward. Try living without hands for a while. And he tried to be quiet, to feed in silence; he saw how she was effected by having her breasts made to lactate, by having a man suckle at her. 
 
    They had talked about children, many times, but both had always agreed that they had to have a number of years to play before they committed themselves to such a lifestyle change. 
 
    The problem was, even though she felt dirty and humiliated, that she liked it. She liked the soft sounds. She liked the feel of his mouth chewing on her nipple. She liked the way his tongue lapped at her. She liked the way her nipple was surrounded by soft mouth. And the feeling of the milk being squeezed out, each pull was like a little thrill of heaven. 
 
    The other problem was that Johnny liked it. Every once in a while he would moan, and his eyes were looking up at her, chocolate brown and trusting and filled with love. 
 
    But the real problem was that she hadn’t chosen to do this. She and Johnny were on a year long contract. They would receive fifty million dollars at the end of the year, but during that year they would have to do whatever they were told by the members of a secret sex society. 
 
    “I see poor Johnny is having a hard time with his little package.” And it was true. Johnny’s cock pushed against the insides of the cock cage. It was trying to get hard, and meeting nothing but frustration. 
 
    Johnny didn’t say anything, just suckled and watched Janet. 
 
    Mattiss sighed. He wasn’t getting much of a response from the couple, so he shifted into educational mode. 
 
    “The truth is, my dear, you are not a cow. But, in certain ways, you have a cow’s body. You give milk. And you are charged with nursing the young. Thus, in spite of any truth concerning the real you, there are times when you must be a cow.” 
 
    Still, no response. Mattiss liked responses. Responses told him how effective his training was. 
 
    “All right. Johnny, back off. It’s time to let a master show you how it’s done.” 
 
    Johnny slid out of Janet’s lap and moved back on the couch. 
 
    “Come, take my chair.” They switched places, and Johnny sat miserably, watching as Mattiss defiled his girlfriend. 
 
    Mattiss had a slightly curved nose, an Errol Flynn mustache, and closely set eyes. His appearance was that of a predator. 
 
    “Lie back, my dear.” 
 
    Dutifully, but not liking it, Janet lay back on the couch. 
 
    Mattiss knelt by her and bent his head to her tits. His mouth covered a nipple and he placed his hands on the sides of her breast. He squeezed, to the point of pain, and Janet gasped. A huge squirt of milk shot into Mattiss’s mouth. 
 
    Mattiss was smiling, even as he milked her. 
 
    Mattiss drew in several gulps of creamy liquid, then moved to her other breast. 
 
    In spite of herself, Janet liked it. It wasn’t the pale sucking of a young boy, relatively, it was the powerful feeding of a man who knew what he wanted. She even felt a tickling in her groin. She tried desperately to quell the rising tide, but she couldn’t. His hands, his mouth, were too insistent. 
 
    Suddenly Mattiss rocked back on his heels. His penis was erect, dripping its own milk, and the purple head touched Janet’s arm and dribbled on it. 
 
    Mattiss looked at Johnny. “You need to palpate the breast, use enough force that the milk wants to leave, wants to come into your mouth. And, you need to play with the woman. It is not just feeding, it is sexual. A good nursing should result in an enflamed groin and the desire to orgasm. You need to help her out. Do you understand?” 
 
    Johnny grunted in acknowledgment. 
 
    “And, of course, you should feel free to manipulate yourself.” He glanced down at Johnny’s groin and grinned. “If you can.” 
 
    Then he bent back down and began to truly suck on Janet’s still engorged breasts. He made loud, rude slurping sounds every once in awhile, and this actually made Janet want to buck a bit. To raise her hips and thrust her pelvis into the air. 
 
    Johnny watched, helpless, and his groin burned with frustrated desire. His dick was throbbing in the cage, the blood trying to bring it up, the plastic material keeping it quelled. It was the most insidious and, he had to admit it, delicious torture he had ever experienced. 
 
    Mattiss sucked, and he reached down and stroked himself. This caused more drool to issue from his cock head. It dripped on the floor copiously, but he never exploded into orgasm. He was a controlled man, most expedient, and he never wasted his seed. He hadn’t cum for many years, he just kept himself at the height of excitation, and enjoyed his fertile state. 
 
    Janet suddenly moaned. She couldn’t help herself. The sound just bubbled out of her. Her breasts now felt like they were burning up, and the feeling in her groin…her hips suddenly lurched upward. 
 
    “Ahh,” mumbled Mattiss over a mouth filled with breast and milk. 
 
    His hand shifted from his pecker, went between her legs, started rubbing her mons with his palm. He gripped the bunch of flesh, shook it like a mama bear would shake her cub, and squeezed it. 
 
    Janet gasped, and her eyes closed. In spite of herself, she couldn’t lie…her body was responding. 
 
    And, in a most humiliating fashion, she put aside modesty. Her pussy wanted attention. 
 
    Mattiss inserted a finger in her. 
 
    Another gasp, louder, and her eyes opened and her head pivoted to the side. She stared at Johnny. Helplessness was framed in her blue eyes. She couldn’t stop herself, and her hips writhed and twisted as Mattiss went to two fingers and began to hook them into her pussy, to pull up against the roof of her vaginal canal, to rub the area where the G spot was located. 
 
    Johnny wanted to jump up and pound on Mattiss. He wanted to beat the man, yet he simply sat and endured his girl friend savaging. He watched as Mattiss’s arm muscles worked and his hand clawed into her hole. 
 
    Mattiss changed tactics. He went to three fingers. He held them stiff, and he began to thrust them into Janet’s cunt. His arm moved faster and faster, yet he never broke the rhythm of his sucking. 
 
    “God!” Janet moaned, feeling the white hot heat erupting in her pussy. “Johnny!” And she blew. Boom! A body shaking orgasm ripped through her. Her very ribs trembled, and it felt like she was squirting gallons of milk into Mattiss’s accommodating mouth. 
 
    Slowly, she came down. Mattiss slowed down in his sucking, and she looked down to her breast, and saw his eyes looking up at her. And, against her every fiber, she felt a love for him. A love for him, and for Johnny, and for every baby who ever suckled a mother. 
 
      
 
    Mattiss drew back. Wiped his mouth. Stood up. His penis stood out. It was large, and long, and the drool seeping from it was almost like a stream, a river. He never came, but he always issued fluids. 
 
    “Suck it, my dear. My milking is over, but you need a little sustenance. 
 
    Still filled with the peaceful sense of love, Janet moved her head forward. She put her mouth over Mattiss’s member and began to lick his cock head. 
 
    Matttis gave a light moan and lifted his head slightly. “Cup the balls, my dear. Squeeze them alternately. Close your hands softly for a while, then make my knees tremble with your control and force, then go back to soft. When giving head one must always pay attention to the testicles. They are sensitive, filled with juice, and must be made happy. And don’t let any of my drippings go to waste.” 
 
    Janet sucked his dong, followed his directions, and even improvised. She couldn’t see Johnny, behind Mattis, but she knew he could hear her. 
 
    “All right, my dear, that’s enough.” He stepped back, and she felt like she had been cheated. He hadn’t squirted into her mouth. 
 
    “Let’s have lunch, and let me present a schedule for you.” 
 
    Mattis sauntered across the room, into the kitchen corridor, the kitchen, then out the short corridor to the patio. As he walked he talked, “I really must put a door to the patio in the main room. This round about stuff is boring. A waste of time, if you get my meaning. Hello, Mamie,” he spoke cheerfully to the naked maid as they walked through the kitchen. “We’re ready for lunch, if you please.” 
 
    “Yes, Mister Mattiss.” She usually called him Master, but occasionally said his name. 
 
    Janet and Johnny lagged behind him. Janet to stay with Johnny, and Johnny moving slowly because he had a weight hanging off his penis, and the weight banged painfully into his knees if he wasn’t careful and didn’t walk with a certain sway and rhythm. 
 
    They stepped out the door onto the patio, and Johnny and Janet were struck by the calm beauty of the place. Thirty feet of exquisite masonry. Tiles set in mortar, and they had only begun to appreciate the mandalic pattern hidden in the apparent tossings of the tiles. 
 
    They sat at the iron table with the glass top. The chair Johnny was in was just high enough that the weight hanging from his package didn’t reach the ground. It pulled on his penis, a mixture of light pain and exquisite pleasure, the weight slowly swaying under the chair, his penis feeling like it was being stretched. 
 
    “Unlock Johnny’s arms, my dear.” He placed a key on the table. Janet quickly undid the cuffs around Johnny’s wrists. He flexed his wrists and was glad to have the ability to move his arms once again. 
 
    Mattiss was staring across the sward at the far forest. A mother deer and a fawn were on the edge of the sward, nibbling at berries on a bush. 
 
    “I can’t believe people kill those wonderful animals. Have you ever killed, Johnny Come Lately? Have you ever hunted?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “I have. Both animal and man. And of the two I much preferred man over animal.” he turned to them, “Not to be trite, but when they give bears rifles, then it would be fair.” He showed a slice of white teeth. Or perhaps if the man had only knives. Then it would be fair.” 
 
    Janet blurted. “I would take pictures.” 
 
    Mattiss glanced at her, his face now inscrutable. Whenever one spoke around Mattiss, one never knew how he was going to respond. 
 
    “Pictures of the animal? Or pictures of the man killing the animal? Or of the animal killing the man?” 
 
    Janet hung her head. She was sorry she had spoken. 
 
    Mattiss reached forward and delicately raised her chin with his fingers. 
 
    “Never, my dear, shut yourself down. That way is death. Now, let me tell you a story.” 
 
    Johnny and Janet exchanged glances. 
 
    Mattis sat back and began. 
 
      
 
    “There was a man by the name of Carl Akeley. He lived back around 1900, and he was somewhat of an adventurer, and an enigma. He was a conservationist, but he loved to hunt. 
 
    He didn’t like to kill animals, aside from the occasional elephant or lion, because because they didn’t have a ‘sporting chance.’ 
 
    He was the father of taxidermy, stuffing many of the animals he himself killed. 
 
    Johnny and Janet were already enraptured. This nonchalant recounting of events more than a hundred years old, a different time and place, and, of course, Mattiss’s dry manner, enchanted them in spite of themselves. 
 
    “One day young Carl was out hunting, and he bagged himself a pig. Not one of those pink little cuties, not a Porky, but. a mean, tusky boar. One of the kind that if you missed your shot it would run its tusks up your leg and split you in two. 
 
    “Carl walked through the bush to where he had dropped the leopard, and, much to his surprise, it was missing. Oh, he had hit it. There was a large pool of blood, the boar hadn’t achieved resurrection and gone off to start Boar Christianity, it had simply been dragged off by some predator before Carl could reach it. 
 
    “This was on the edge of a thicket, and Carl stepped forward and stabbed at the bushes with the end of his rifle. 
 
    “Suddenly a leopard leaped from the tangle of bushes. A full grown leopard, a hundred pounds of claws and very wicked teeth, had dragged piggy into the brush, and it didn’t like being disturbed in its feeding. 
 
    “Now, a leopard is particular suited to survival. It’s teeth are long and curved. Built to dig in and rip. Likewise its claws. So, Johnny Come Lately, and the Lovely Janet, what do you think Mr. Akeley did?” 
 
    Neither Johnny nor Janet had any idea and they shook their heads. At that moment Mamie arrived with three plates. Sausage and hash browns. The sausage was scorched on the outside, but juice had been drizzled back over the links. The hashed browns were lightly blackened. Everything was delicious, and they ate and washed the food down with apple juice. 
 
    Mattiss focused on the pleasure of ingesting the food and appeared to have forgotten that he was even telling a story, 
 
    Finally, the gobbling and snorting done, Mattiss sat back. “When I eat dinner I appreciate manners, the correct fork for the correct soup,” he smiled. “But when it comes to breakfast, it is time to let out the caveman.  Chew with your mouth open, use your fingers. The fast is broken and it is time to get on with living. Now, where was I?” Though both Johnny and Janet knew that he knew exactly where he was. 
 
    “Oh, yes. Carl, baby. Carl was standing there with his dick in his hands, or at least an unaimed rifle, which is about the same thing, if you get my drift, and the leopard leaped at him. 
 
    “He put a hand out in defense, to ward off the beast, and the leopard opened its mouth and ate his hand. 
 
    “Now, if Carl pulled back, the curvature of the teeth would rip his hand right off. So Carl, being quick of intellect, and somewhat of a survivor, pushed his hand forward, down the leopard’s throat. 
 
    “The leopard gagged, but it couldn’t dislodge the fist now in its throat, and it couldn’t bite down. Its own survival at stake, the instinctive desire to throw something up wasn’t working. 
 
    “And Carl went to town. He punched that leopard in the body with his free hand. 
 
    “The leopard had forgotten to even claw, and it merely tried to get away. 
 
    Carl somehow managed to get his fist out of the leopard’s throat, without it being cut to ribbons, and he picked that leopard up and body slammed it. Then he leaped into the air and pounced on that leopard with his knees, his full body weight. 
 
    “Well, the poor leopard expired.” 
 
    Silence. 
 
    “True story. Do a google for the man who killed a leopard with his bare hands and you can see an actual picture of Carl standing next to the leopard.” 
 
    He turned to Janet. “What do you think, Lovely Janet? Was Mr. Akeley cruel?” 
 
    “I don’t…he had to…I don’t know what to think.” 
 
    Mattiss nodded. “I will never kill an animal again. I have learned. Oh, I would kill a human, they have choice, they have a ‘sporting chance,’ but animals? No.” 
 
    “Why are you telling us this?” asked Johnny. 
 
    Mattiss smiled his cruel smile once again. “Because, John Come Lately, I have had a request.” 
 
    “What…what request?” 
 
    “For you. For something special in conjunction with you.” 
 
    Johnny looked at Janet. It seemed all they could do was look at each other, hope for some relief for the unrelenting insanity of their existence. 
 
    “Your next stop, on the Johnny Parade, is a sweet, little old lady. She would like your penis pierced.” 
 
    Johnny was aghast at the idea. The expression on his face showed it. He had never considered a piercing, or a tattoo, or anything that destroyed the natural, sleek construction of his body. 
 
    Mattiss waved a hand. “Oh, puh-leez, it’s just a little hole. And I am quite accomplished, so you will feel no pain.” Then he mused. “Hmm, what if I did do it without anesthetic? That would be most…” he frowned. “But, no. I don’t think anybody could hold still for that degree of my pleasure. 
 
    He gave his attention to Johnny again. “So I will pierce you this morning.” He turned to Janet. “While Johnny and I are busy, I would like you to go to the roof. Secure yourself on my little horsie, and await for me to remember you. Don’t forget to throw the controls out of reach once you have begun…and don’t forget to turn on the loudspeakers, I like a little music when I work.” 
 
    They sat there for a moment. Johnny and Janet frozen. Mattiss with one eyebrow raised in wait. 
 
    “Well, chop chop,” he clapped his hands, then stood up. “Come, Johnny. And, Janet, don’t waste your time walking slowly.” 
 
    Then he led the way back into the house. 
 
      
 
    Johnny and Janet again trailed behind. Johnny walking slowly because of the weight on his penis, Janet wanting to stay with him, to be close to him for as long as she could. 
 
    Mattiss entered the short run to the kitchen and turned into the doorway on the left. By the time Johnny and Janet reached the doorway he was down the circular stairs and out of sight. 
 
    Janet kissed Johnny then. No hug, just a stretch of her toes, and her sweet lips pressed on his, heaven encapsulated in a moment. What they couldn’ t have, each other, so close…and so far. 
 
    Johnny broke the kiss, hugged her, and started down the circular stairs. 
 
    Janet walked through the house. In spite of Mattiss’s command to not dawdle, she didn’t move fast. Her mind was filled with images and frustrations. Oddly, her chest, filled with milk, felt warm and good. 
 
    Yes, there was dread in her mind, but it was being pushed back. By the time she reached the stairs she realized that she was wet. As she mounted the steps she could feel the motion of her pussy as one leg lifted, then the other, and it felt like her innards, the inner walls of her vaginal canal, were rubbing against each other. 
 
    She was getting hot. 
 
    She felt herself with her fingers. She was wet. She looked down at her breasts, now swollen and swaying, and she touched a tip. It caused a shiver in her pussy, and she licked the milk. 
 
    But she hated being here! 
 
    But why was she getting hot? 
 
    Was she actually looking forward to another ride into the oblivion of uncontrollable sex? 
 
    No! It was not possible. 
 
    But she was shivering with anticipation when she reached the roof. 
 
      
 
    Mattis was standing at a work bench near the chair at the end of the large room. He was looking in little boxes, pulling out tools. 
 
    “Come sit, Johnny Come Lately. Relax.” 
 
    Johnny moved across the floor, he was already learning how to control his gait, to not shift his weight in certain ways, to not let his dick sway, and the weight hanging from his manhood bang into his knees. 
 
    He reached the chair and considered it. 
 
    Like the kind of chair women sat in for their vagina exam. But straps on the armrests, and straps on the leg platforms. 
 
    He picked up the weight between his legs, arranged himself in the chair, and slowly lowered the weight. He was under direct orders to keep weight on his cock at all times. Mattiss had told him that he would have a very long cock when his program was at an end. Of course, he had been laughing when he said this, so Johnny didn’t know. 
 
    For a long moment Mattiss prepared his tools. He sterilized things and placed them on a tray. All the while he spoke. 
 
    “Johnny Come Lately, normally a piercing will take several months to heal, and one has to be aware of the potential of all sorts of complications. However, there is a way that we can pierce you, and it shouldn’t interfere with your discipline and lessons, and it will heal within a week. There is actually a smaller risk of complications.” 
 
    Johnny said, “Oh,” and studied the articles on the medical tray. A needle, of course. A vial of liquid, cotton balls, a hypodermic with a long needle, other things. His mind felt like a bird racing through empty skies, looking for cover but finding none. 
 
    “We simply cauterize as we go. Oh, not a big burn, just a light electrical surge through the needle, the needle must be in motion, and the body forms a rather instant scab, and within a week you’re healed and ready for action. A week, and that is when I will take you to your next Master. Mistress, in this case. Are you ready?” 
 
    Mattiss spun around and grinned. He was holding pliers in one hand and shears in another. He was joking, but it was a scary type of joke. 
 
    Mattiss fastened the straps, quite tight, watching Johnny all the time. Then he undid the chastity tube and took it off. He put it aside and remarked, “Once you are healed we can get rid of old clunky and put some state of the art on you.” 
 
    He picked up a cotton ball and soaked it in a solution, then he began rubbing it all over Johnny’s cock. Almost instantly, Johnny’s cock began to go numb. He blinked as feeling left, and he wanted to struggle, except he was tied down, and, in addition, he was becoming shell shocked. 
 
    “Hum tee hum,” Mattiss worked quickly, efficiently. 
 
    Expeditiously. 
 
    After a minute of ministrations he put the cotton ball aside. He picked up the hypodermic and the long needle. He inserted the needle in various places on Johnny’s penis. In the head, around the shaft, even down around the balls. 
 
    Johnny realized that there are stages of numb. Or, at least, wider areas and deeper degrees. He no longer felt his balls. His penis was a memory. He watched the older man hold it, manipulate it, pull it, turn it this way and that, repeatedly insert the needle, and yet he felt less and less, until he might as well never have had a cock. 
 
    “Are we numb, yet? Johnny Come Lately?” 
 
    “Yes.” Johnny just stared down. Awe tinged with fear. Wonder haloed with terror. 
 
    “So now the fun begins.” 
 
    Mattiss picked up a long needle, he put an alligator clip on the end of it, the line from the clip led to a small tens unit. He turned a dial on the tens unit, touched the needle with his hand and said, “Ouch!” and shook his hand.’              He held Johnny’s cock with one hand and inserted the needle into the slit on top of the cock head. It went in smoothly and Johnny felt nothing. 
 
    The needle disappeared into his cock, very slowly, millimeter by millimeter, then Mattiss bent Johnny’s cock and Johnny knew the needle was going right through his flesh. 
 
    “This is not the way Prince Albeert’s are normally done. But you being numb I have much more freedom in my selection of paths,” Mattiss explained. 
 
     
 
    The needle came out the bottom of Johnny’s cock., just under the head. Johnny stared in amazement. 
 
    Mattiss withdrew the needle. 
 
    “You cauterized it?” asked Johnny in amazement.  
 
    “All done with all the fun,” agreed Mattiss. He put his tools aside and selected a curved barbell. He unscrewed one ball off the end of the barbell, carefully threaded it through the end of Johnny’s meat, then screwed the barbell back on. 
 
    Johnny stared at the silver jewelry. It looked…sort of cool. He was amazed at this feeling within him. He suddenly knew why women wore earrings. They made them look beautiful, sexy, and proud. 
 
    And he had the same feeling. 
 
    Mattiss put everything aside, folded his arms, and considered Johnny. “There will be VERY light scabbing, so don’t worry if you have some material fall out of the holes. Or even some discharge. You can pee as you wish, though it may feel a bit tender.” He grinned, “And no more of that nasty masturbating for at least a week.” 
 
    Johnny grunted. He actually appreciated the joke. He kept staring at the jewelry in the end of his dick. He was actually pierced! His mind felt sort of expanded over the whole experience. 
 
    “Do you like it, Johnny come Lately?” 
 
    Johnny looked at Mattiss. Mattiss’s eyes were dark, and his mouth was pursed in amusement. 
 
    “Isn’t it weird?” 
 
    Mattiss laughed and stood up. “What’s weird is that you haven’t given yourself over to this type of thing before this. Now one last thing. I would like to leave your chastity tube off for a few days. That means no playing with yourself, you might damage the piercing, and no hard ons.” 
 
    “I can manage the no playing with myself,” Johnny replied wryly, then he grew sober. “But the no hard  ons thing? That’s impossible. 
 
    Mattiss wheeled over to a bench, took a round, plastic medicine bottle out of a small drawer, shook a pill into his hand, and wheeled back. He held the pill out to Johnny. “These can be dangerous, but not just one…once.” 
 
    “What does it do?” 
 
    “It effectively chemically castrates you.” 
 
    Johnny’s eyes widened. 
 
    “Life with no risk is no life at all. And there really isn’t much risk here.” 
 
    “But…a life with no hard ons? No erections? No chance of making love? 
 
    “Go on, Johnny, put it all on the line.” 
 
    For a long moment they sat, facing each other, Johnny contemplating the dangers of losing all function in his dick. Permanent ED, if that was not being redundant. 
 
    Mattis waiting, then, spurring Johnny on, “Open wide,” and a smile. 
 
    Johnny opened, and Mattiss tossed the pill into his mouth. 
 
    And Johnny thought: from a numb dick to no dick. What have I done? 
 
    Yet he still had this weird feeling of pride in his penis, or more precisely, in the piercing he was now sporting. 
 
    “Come now, Johnny Come Lately. Let’s release you. I need to see to the lovely Janet, and then we can play all afternoon. Doesn’t that sound wonderful?” 
 
    And Johnny found himself wondering what was happening to him. 
 
      
 
      
 
    Janet stepped out on the roof. She stared at the Sybian, the devil’s machine. Her pussy throbbed. She felt like she had died yesterday, and she had gone to heaven. To have her cares and worries obliterated in a wash of pure sexuality. Wasn’t that heaven? 
 
    She picked up the remote, remembered to spray lubricant on her pussy. Wisely, she placed the the spray bottle of lubricant where she could reach it. Then she stepped up on the foot platforms and positioned herself over the plastic dildo. 
 
    What was happening to her? How could she give in to such degraded pleasure? 
 
    She settled down, felt the peter worm into her, felt the cold become warm. For a long moment she just sat there, her mind already becoming a daze, then she looked at the remote. Turn it on. Throw it away. Hope that somebody would remember that she was up here having her brains fucked out. 
 
    She remembered to fasten the belt around her waist. She didn’t want to swoon and fall off. 
 
    She clicked a little button and the platforms folded down from under her feet. Her weight settled on the Sybian dick and she gasped. Her tits were dripping. Had they been dripping all along? Or had they just started dripping? From the Sybian? From when she had lowered herself onto the club of pleasure? 
 
    She was already having trouble thinking. She pressed a button and the dildo began to vibrate. Another button and it surged into her and out of her. 
 
    Now she was gulping, feeling the fire in her pussy ignite. She knew she was going to start coming hard. 
 
    Without a thought, as if the Gods had moved her hand and opened it, she tossed the remote away. It clattered across the roof. It went over the edge and fell. 
 
    Now she was fucked. 
 
    “God!” she groaned. “Oh, fuck me stupid!” It was like a prayer. 
 
    What was happening to her? Was this all she wanted? To enter some paradise of the fuck? 
 
    Then she realized…she had forgotten to turn on the speakers. 
 
    Dully, as if from far away, as if her mind was a hundred yards away but still working, she wondered if Mattiss would be mad. 
 
    In an odd way, she wanted him mad. She wanted him furious. She wanted this to be his cock that was rubbing into her, scratching her pussy into shards of pleasure. 
 
    And she thought of Johnny. Oh, Johnny, I’m sorry. I’m untrue, and my mind is untrue, and I can’t control anything. I want the God of Dick to punish me, to elevate me to the heights of heaven. Or hell. 
 
    I need this! 
 
    Above her, a bird coasted by. It was whiteish, a pigeon, and it ignored her. And she entered a place where the whole world ignored her, and there was nothing but the pleasure exploding in her pussy, and the milk drooling from her tits, splashing on her thighs, and she was on fire. 
 
    And she began to orgasm.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART SIX 
 
      
 
    Mattiss stepped on to the roof. He glanced at Janet and smiled. 
 
    Janet had given up even holding on. She was sagging in the saddle, grinding her hips onto the pecker sticking out of the thing. Her tits were oozing milk. This type of sex always made milk sacs leak copiously. 
 
    He walked over to the edge and stared at the country. 
 
    Johnny arrived. His pecked hung down, a little stretched, the curved barbell in the end of his dick shining in the sunlight. His dick would shorten up over the next few days.  
 
    Mattiss estimated the pill was good for four days, and then he would have to put Johnny in chastity again. His cock should be quite enough healed by then. 
 
    Johnny came up behind him. 
 
    For a moment Mattiss reveled in the thought that Johnny would push him, that he would fall, screaming…no, he wouldn’t scream, he was too disciplined for that…all the way to the ground. 
 
    “Why don’t you push me, Johnny Come Lately?” 
 
    “I…what?” 
 
    “I want to be a bird, flying free, listening to Beatle’s music. You could help me.” 
 
    “I don’t think so.” 
 
    Mattis turned to face the young man. “Why not?” 
 
    “I don’t hurt animals.” 
 
    Mattis actually opened his mouth slightly. Such a delightful answer. “Why, Johnny boy, is that a joke? Or do you love me so much you hate me?” 
 
    “I don’t know why I said that,” and he appeared confused. 
 
    Mattiss shook his head ruefully. “Just when I think you are going somewhere, you have to think about it.” 
 
    “What about Janet?” 
 
    Mattiss turned to where the young woman, sagged, and yet still attained some sort of rocking motion. “That is amazing. I am always awed when a woman decides to take a trip to heaven.” 
 
    “That’s heaven? She’s trapped. She can’t get off.” 
 
    “But she got herself on. This is all her choice.” 
 
    Mattiss sauntered over to the Sybian. Janet sagged, and her body flopped slightly from side to side, the waist belt holding her in place. Her mouth was open and her eyes were seeing nothing. She was only aware of the golden glow rupturing her insides. Her mind was gone, shattered under the onslaught of pure sex. Her body was covered with milk. 
 
    Interestingly, her breasts were larger than they had been. Milk pumping out should have made them smaller, but deep things were happing to Janet. 
 
    Mattiss placed a hand on Janet’s thigh. “Janet?” 
 
    No response. She rocked on into her personal milk and fuck world. 
 
    He shook her leg. “Janet!” Louder. 
 
    She mumbled something, but it was unintelligible. It was a foreign language. She was speaking in tongues. 
 
    How many lifetimes of fuck had she tapped into? 
 
    “Come, Johnny Come Lately. Help me get her down.” 
 
    Mattiss couldn’t find the remote, so he pulled the plug to turn the Sybian off. 
 
    Somewhere in Janet’s mind, apart from the real world, she felt a sensation stop. Something was no longer spanking the inside of her pussy. Something was no longer giving her heavenly vibrations. Then she felt the world tilt, and she grew aware that she was being dragged out of the saddle. 
 
    “Mmm…gaba dah…owa owa owa…” she muttered her ancient words. Thanking fucks of every country, every life she had ever had. All had accumulated in this moment, and now they were dispersing. 
 
    “Come now, Lovely Janet.” Mattiss and Johnny lifted her down, laid her gently on a nearby lounge chair. Mattiss stood and looked down at the writhing, twitching, lost in sex woman. Johnny knelt by her, holding her hand and worrying. 
 
    Mattiss smiled, loving what was happening to her. 
 
    Johnny: “Will she be all right?” 
 
    “She will be all right, Johnny Come Lately, but it may take some time.” 
 
    “What happened to her?” 
 
    “She took a train ride into sex deeper than she had ever gone before. When she comes back she will be different, and it will take some time for her to find a new balance.” 
 
    “How different?” 
 
    He shrugged. “She will entertain odd thoughts. She will be free and loose, willing to experiment. She will love everybody, and though her focus will be on you, it will take time for that focus to…focus.” 
 
    “This is crazy,” muttered Johnny. 
 
    Without looking at the younger man, “What is insanity.” Then, he looked, and hard, “What is insanity, Johnny Come Lately?” 
 
    “When you do odd things. When you don’t really understand the real world. When you aren’t…I guess you would say…connected. 
 
    “Ah. So right, and yet so wrong.” 
 
    “So what is insanity?” 
 
    Mattiss pursed his lips, his eyes took on a far away glaze. 
 
    “Haj….baha…gah gah…” said Janet. 
 
    Mattis said, “People think that when you do something they don’t understand you are crazy. But what is crazy is that they simply don’t understand. And, you get enough people to agree to this posit and…” he shrugged his shoulders. Then: “But real insanity is when you stop trying to grow. Who cares if people don’t understand you? What is important is finding what limits you, thus growing, expanding, educating yourself as to what is true. I heard the most delightful,  little saying…” he paused, smiled his thin smile at Johnny. “Everything is true, even if it is only in your own mind.” 
 
    Johnny blinked. It was a validation of odd, and crazy, but, according to what Mattiss had just told him…it might be the ultimate sanity. Johnny changed the subject back to Janet. “What can we do for her?” 
 
    Mattiss shook his head sadly. “Johnny…Johnny. Don’t you listen?” 
 
    Johnny stared at him. 
 
    “Let her be. Let her experience what she has chosen. No matter where she goes.” 
 
    “But what if she…what if…?” he trailed off, not sure how to frame his considerations. 
 
    “If you really want to help her? Johnny? Then you must join her experience. You must understand where she is, what she is going through, what she is experiencing.” 
 
    Johnny just shook his head. “I can’t. She’s a woman.” 
 
    “And you’re not?” Mattiss laughed. “Johnny Come Lately, you are nothing…if not a big pussy.” 
 
    Johnny thought Mattiss was just mocking him, but he wasn’t. 
 
    “The asshole is exactly like a pussy. It is a place where nerves get rubbed the wrong way. Hopefully. Is there a right way for sodomy?  
 
    “Anyway, if you understand the asshole, not just become victim to it like you were the other night, then you will experience what a woman experiences. You will feel the delightful sensation of being filled. You will feel your anus being tickled sexually, and you will get hot and horny, and you will contribute to the sensation of being fucked. Eventually, with practice, and maybe a little instruction, you will experience an orgasm.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. It is not the same, but it is similar, and some people hold that the prostate orgasm is better than a vaginal or penile orgasm.” 
 
    “No,” said Johnny. Not objecting, but caught in a moment of wonder. A day before he would have rejected everything Matttiss said out of hand. But now, having been butt fucked, having drank milk from his girl friend’s tits, having his penis holed and decorated…and having listened to Mattiss’s philosophy endlessly, he didn’t reject. He just took the concept and turned it in his mind. 
 
    “Would you like to join Janet in her glory?” 
 
    Johnny turned to the older man. “You mean…get on that thing?” 
 
    “It is a wondrous experience. It will make a man out of you.” 
 
    “Acting like I have a pussy will make me a man?” 
 
    “How can you be a man unless you understand a woe-man? Eh?” 
 
    Johnny stood for a long money, shaking his head. 
 
    Mattiss smiled yet again. “And if I told you to get up there?” 
 
    Johnny’s mouth opened slightly. He didn’t want to, but he knew the rules of the game. “Then I would have to do it,” he gave in. 
 
    “And perhaps you shall. But, right now, I have things to do, and you have to learn how to suffer in silence.” 
 
    Johnny didn’t like the sound of that. 
 
    “Let me secure the Lovely Janet, and we shall attend to you. 
 
    Next to the lounge chair thick rings were set in the roof. Mattiss attached handcuffs from Janet’s wrists to the rings. 
 
    Janet said: “gah gah gah…owie Ida Ida…hunh!” She didn’t protest the securing of her wrists. 
 
    “Why do we have to do this?” 
 
    “Because Janet is in a fragile place. She is learning to shift her reality, and she may wake up and try to get back on the horse. Or maybe just walk off the roof.” 
 
    “Walk off the roof?” 
 
    “She might come to think of herself as a penis, and the outer world as a pussy.” 
 
    Johnny shook his head at that one. 
 
    Mattiss stood up and inspected his work. 
 
    Janet lay on the lounge. Sprawled. Arms off the sides and dangling to the iron rings. Her hair was straggly with sweat. Milk had stopped issuing from her boobs, but she was coated with the sweet liquid. 
 
    “She’s bigger,” said Johnny. 
 
    “Woman who nurse do get bigger.” 
 
    “Will she continue to get bigger? Stay bigger?” 
 
    “She may get a little larger, but probably not much. She will require constant milking, and when we finally let her stop lactating she will shrink, but only a little. Your Lovely Janet is doomed to a life of large bosoms.” He laughed. “Isn’t that excellent for you? Johnny Come Lately? And she might even decide to continue to lactate past her year with us. Mmm. I love good nutrition. And, if she decides, after a year, that she does, indeed, love you…and wants to stay with you? That will make you a lucky man, indeed. Now, come. We need to attend to you.” 
 
    Johnny followed the slender man off the roof and down the stairs. 
 
      
 
    They walked into the kitchen. Renfrew was on his knees kissing Mamie’s pussy. He was so engrossed, making such loud slurping sounds, that he didn’t hear Mattiss. 
 
    Mattiss walked up behind the man, grabbed his hair and threw him aside. Renfrew sprawled on the floor and looked up in anger, but when he saw it was Mattiss he flipped over on his belly and groveled. 
 
    “Renfrew, I have told you not to indulge yourself without permission.” 
 
    “I’m sorry, Master,” Mamie looked at the floor. 
 
    “Not your fault, my sweet. You simply enjoyed a willing tongue. It is this dolt who is breaking the rules.” 
 
    “Master! Master!” Renfrew pressed his head into the floor and turned his head back and forth against the tiles. 
 
    “One more time, you oaf, and I will whip you bloody!” 
 
    “Yes, Master! Yes, Master!” 
 
    Watching the scene, Johnny was reminded of  the Lord of the Rings, Gollum begging piteously. 
 
    Mattis ignored the begging man and continued through the kitchen and down the circular stairs, the ones that led to the dungeons. 
 
    “What is wrong with Renfrew?” 
 
    “Wrong? There is nothing wrong with the man. He is just in the middle of life.” 
 
    “But…” 
 
    “Why do I chastise him?” 
 
    Johnny didn’t think threatening to whip a man bloody was simple chastisement, but he just kept his mouth shut listened. 
 
    “Renfrew is learning, and he is in the middle of thinking the world is one big pussy, and the pussy loves him. As such, he has no self control. I must beat him until he listens. When he listens I can reduce my efforts, then he will respond to reason, and not just the whip.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    They reached the bottom of the stairs. 
 
    Mattiss led the way to the chair at the end of the big room. 
 
    “Have a seat and take out your barbell.” 
 
    Johnny sat in the chair, it was exactly like the one in Mattiss’s workshop. He unscrewed the barbell while Mattiss went to a work bench and looked for something. 
 
    Mattiss came to him, sat in a rolling swivel chair between his legs. 
 
    Johnny again experienced the odd sensation of another man handling his penis. His penis was beginning to have sensations now, but it wasn’t growing erect. 
 
    Mattiss pushed a circular bit of jewelry through his penis, then he dripped a bit of liquid from a tube into the end of the ring, and screwed the two ends together. 
 
    “This is permanent glue, young Johnny.” He focused on making sure the ring was tight and unable to be separated. “Now, over here.” 
 
    He led Johnny to a cell half way down the room. 
 
    The cell were pretty much the same. Stone and mortar, a ledge for sleeping at the back of the cell. A drain in one corner. 
 
    Mattiss pointed at a slight indentation in the middle of the floor. “Lay on your belly, and attach yourself with this.” 
 
    Johnny lay down, the floor was cold, but not freezing.  
 
    In the center of the little indentation was a metal ring. It was much like the rings that Janet had been fastened to on the roof. 
 
    Johnny glanced up at Mattiss, who waited, then placed a small padlock through the ring on the floor, and through the ring on the end of his dick. 
 
    Mattiss, of course, smiled. “It is all about discipline, Johnny Come Lately. We can’t have you lift weight with your penis for a while, but there are many other methods of discipline. Consider that you will have to lie on the cold floor, no video games or good books, no TV or friends to entertain you. What will you do?” And Mattiss wanted an answer. 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    “Then let me suggest. Take this moment to learn how to meditate. Have you ever meditated before?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    The rules are simple. Listen.” 
 
    “Just…listen? That is all?” 
 
    “It is more difficult than you think Johnny. When you hear a droplet strike the floor somewhere…you are listening. But when you have thoughts, wondering about the Lovely Janet, imagining what it will be like to have fifty million dollars, then you are not meditating. 
 
    “If you listen to what is outside of you, you are meditating. If you listen to the conjurings of your own mind, you are not meditating.” 
 
    “But…isn’t that sort of backwards? I mean, I’ve never meditated, but everything I’ve read says you’re supposed to search for some kind of truth within.” 
 
    “Johnny, Johnny. I am throwing pearls before swine. Listen to me now. First you must pay attention, you must learn to listen to the universe, and then I can give you something to listen to, a koan, perhaps, or a pithy saying with much meaning. But first you have to learn to calm your mind, and what better way is there to calm the mind than to calm the body? Besides, to be honest, you don’t have any thoughts worth listening to, let alone examining in profundity.” 
 
    That was an unpleasant remark to Johnny, for he always thought he was an intelligent fellow with things to say that were worth listening to. 
 
    “Anyway, I’ll be busy for a while. Try not to go insane or anything.” 
 
    Then Mattiss was gone, Johnny heard the soft tread of his feet across the room, and silence began to descend upon him. 
 
    Silence. 
 
    Most people, which is to say everybody that is not actively engaged in discipline so harsh as what Mattiss proposed to young Johnny, never listen. 
 
    They speak, spewing opinion like it was worth something, and without a jot of facts to back it up. 
 
    And, when they are not speaking they surround themselves with sound, as if the mere fact of being lambasted by mindless and meaningless noise will somehow prove their existence, validate them in the eyes of God. 
 
    The house is quiet…turn the TV on. 
 
    Driving to work, listen to the news. 
 
    Playtime, raucous rock and roll blasting into the eardrums. 
 
    A party, and the noise is funneled into the eardrum, abuses the cochlea, and aided even by the whisper and gulp of immense amounts of alcohol being poured down the throat. 
 
    Johnny lay there. He could barely move…his cock was nose to nose with the ring, and there was not even a length of chain to allow him the slightest modicum of motion. 
 
    No TV. No rock and roll. Not even the far away wail of a baby, of somebody screaming for help. Or a siren. 
 
    Within minutes Johnny was face to face with the fact that he was addicted to noise, and that not having noise was severely impactful. 
 
    The feel of hard stone under his hip bone. The tug on his poor cock, pierced and cauterized and made into a plaything. 
 
    Of course, it was always a plaything. But now it was a plaything for somebody else, not him. 
 
    He looked around, but thee wasn’t much to see. He could see the mortar and stones. He could see the bars on the front of the cell. The light was dim, so the corners were gloomy patches of…nothing. 
 
    As if the answers to the conundrum of the universe could be found in a corner. 
 
    He sighed. And that was loud. And it didn’t succeed in fondling his neglected ears, but rather emphasized that his sound was not normal. didn’t fit in with the steppings of the universe. 
 
    Making sound all by yourself, for yourself, was the same as being in a roomful of people all saying ‘Shhh!’ 
 
    He turned his face and looked up. Rafters. Thick, old wood. Wood that refused the passage of vibrations. 
 
    And Johnny considered that no noise was, in actuality, a form of torture. The other senses he could do without. Even sight, but to not be able to hear? that was torture. 
 
    Without hearing there was no emotion. There was no connection with another human being. 
 
    And then he realized something: in wondering how the lack of sound disconnected him from the world, he was talking to himself. He was going inward, not outward. He wasn’t listening. 
 
    That was the moment he realized that things were going to get tough. 
 
      
 
    Mattis exited on the roof and crossed to Janet. 
 
    She was coming out of her sexually induced delirium. She wasn’t completely out, but she was awake, and wondering. 
 
    “Good afternoon, my dear.” 
 
    “Uh…hello.” She actually had to think about what he said, figure out a correct response, and then will her voice to work. 
 
    “And how are we doing?” 
 
    “I…don’t know. I’m fine, I guess, but I feel so weird.” 
 
    Excellent. communication was drawing her out. 
 
    “Did that…did I really ride that Sybian?” 
 
    “What do you remember?” 
 
    “I remember getting on it, and then…then things get hazy. Not right away, and I just remember feeling this golden haze surround me. And it was like I was drunk. But I don’t feel hung over.” 
 
    “There are different types of hang overs, my dear.” 
 
    He pulled up a chair and sat down. He looked over the roof, across the far trees, and appreciated the day. 
 
    “Can you let me loose?” 
 
    “Not just yet.” 
 
    So they sat for a couple of minutes. Janet wiggled against the cuffs and rings holding her, made a slight metallic clinking sound. Then: “Why not?” 
 
    “Because I’m going to do something you don’t like.” 
 
    Uh Oh. Janet had a bad feeling. Actually, it was the first feeling she had had since she had come to herself. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    Mattiss sat up, then stood up. He went to Janet and pushed the back of the chair so she was sitting up. 
 
    He walked to a locker sitting on the roof and opened it. He reached in and pulled out a contraption of tubes and two bottles. 
 
    He came to her and straightened out the tubes. There were suction cups on the ends of the tubes. He laid out the tubes, returned to the locker and took out a small box with an electrical cord coming from it. 
 
    “What’s this?” 
 
    “Milking time. Your breasts are full, and we need to empty you.” 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “You won’t like it not because it’s not pleasurable, but because, for the next day or two, you won’t feel like sex.” 
 
    Janet looked at the Sybian. “Yes. I understand.” 
 
    Mattiss attached the tubes to the motor, flicked a switch, and a rhythmic pumping sound started up. He put the suctions cups to Janet’s tits and the suction of the machine sealed the connection. 
 
    Janet’s mouth opened as she stared down at her tits. Her nipples were being pulled into the tubes and milk was being sucked out of them. The milk made its way back along the tubes and on to the roof. 
 
    “You’ve got enough  milk that we don’t need to save any.” Mattiss picked up a tube and sucked it briefly, then swallowed. He held the tube for a moment and regarded Janet, who suddenly wiggled and looked uncomfortable. 
 
    “Not pleasant, is it?” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    “You’re temporarily sexed out. Give it a day or two and you’ll be back in the groove, but for right now, even the light sexual feeling of breastfeeding is bothersome.” 
 
    “I’ll say. Janet wiggled some more, shook her tits, but the suction cups weren’t coming loose. 
 
    Truth, if she had had the use of her hands she would have ripped her tits off and thrown them away. She wanted sex that little. 
 
    The tube Mattiss was holding filled up with milk, started overflowing. Mattiss noticed and took a quick gulp. 
 
    He said: “But that is the life of a mother. You get children, and you have to have the discipline to nurture them, even when your tits hurt and  your period starts and you’re feeling extremely out of sorts.” 
 
    “I’m not a mother.” 
 
    “No. But the experience of motherhood, complete with suckling brats working at your boobs, imparts a harsh form of discipline to a woman. Let me tell you, what mothers don’t tell you is that they reach a point where they would like to strangle that little brat, throw him or her out with the garbage. Go back to having a slender, unabused body. They are then forced into the discipline that motherly love demands. The discipline which we will force upon you, that you might grow and mature and become more than you are. Much more.” 
 
    Janet listened, and it was like her tits were a blackboard, and the sucking was like chalk on that blackboard. 
 
    From existing in a world, a Sybian world, of pure sex, she had been demoted to the hell of…motherhood? 
 
    “Oh, please,” she said. “Stop this. I can’t stand it.” 
 
    Mattiss merely smiled a wan smile, and kept taking small sips of her milk. 
 
      
 
    Johnny tried to meditate. He tried to follow Mattiss’s instructions. Every time he thought inwardly, had imaginings of being rich, or what he and Janet would do when they were released, he picked himself up by the back of his imaginary neck and tossed himself into listening. 
 
    Not in…but out. Listen. Nothing to be learned inside, everything was outside. 
 
    But, time after time, he was shifted, reduced, thrown out of pure listening. 
 
    In fact, it seemed quite impossible. 
 
    He heard a sound. Not a clink, or a thud, but a soft sound, as of flesh whispering over stone. 
 
    “Hello?” 
 
    And it seemed that somebody was listening to him. That odd feeling of somebody being there, but not wanting to be heard. 
 
    “Who’s there?” 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    Johnny went back to meditating. 
 
    “Heh heh!” 
 
    Johnny’s head snapped around. 
 
    Renfrew was standing outside the cell, looking through the bars. His eyes were sparkling with light, and his grin was manic. A slice of teeth around a drooling tongue. 
 
    “Hi, Johnny come Lately.” 
 
    Johnny said nothing. 
 
    Renfrew moved sideways, to the door, and sidled into the cell. “Why does Master call you Johnny Come Lately? Is ‘Come Lately’ your last name?” 
 
    “You better leave,” request Johnny. His voice sounded weak, and he realized that he was frightened. Mattiss had said that nothing was wrong with Renfrew, and then, in the next breath, had explained how he had to beat him to get any compliance, any reason, out of the man. 
 
    “I love you, Johnny.” 
 
    “No you don’t.” 
 
    “I love everybody.” 
 
    “I don't love you.” 
 
    “Yes you do.” 
 
    Renfrew squatted next to Johnny. He placed his hands on Johnny’s back and began rubbing, massaging, feeling Johnny’s flesh. 
 
    Johnny twitched, but couldn’t move. “Leave me alone.” 
 
    “Johnny Come Lately loves Renfrew.” 
 
    “Renfrew! Mattiss isn’t going to like this!” 
 
    “Mattiss like Renfrew. Mattiss loves Renfrew. Mattiss loves to beat Renfrew.” 
 
    “Renfrew!” Johnny yelled at the man. 
 
    “What, Johnny come Lately?” Renfrew was petting the backs of Johnny’s legs. Johnny tried to move, but the most he could do was a weak kicking. Even that caused pain to his secured cock. 
 
    “Mattiss will beat you! He will whip you within an inch of your life! Mattiss doesn’t want you to do this!” 
 
    “Mattiss love Renfrew. A whip is a penis. I love your balls. Can I lick your balls?” 
 
    Then Johnny felt the sensation of Renfrew pressing his legs between his legs, searching for his balls with his tongue, and finding them. 
 
    “Stop it!” Johnny was near screaming now. Then: “Help! Help!” 
 
    Renfrew giggled, then drew back and put his finger into Johnny’s asshole. 
 
    Johnny shuddered with disgust. He didn’t know how clean the man was, but his thoughts were unclean, and so must be his body. 
 
    “HELP!” 
 
    Renfrew giggled, then he started reaming Johnny’s hole with his fingers. The terrible thing was that, even as Johnny was assaulted there was a tinge of pleasure. 
 
    Renfrew screwed Johnny with his digits, licked him with his tongue, and kept giggling and saying a mantra of how Mattiss loved him, how the real penis was a whip, and how Renfrew loved Johnny. 
 
    “RENFREW!” Mattiss’s voice filled the dungeon. 
 
    Renfrew jerked his fingers out of Johnny so fast it hurt. He leaped over Johnny and cowered in a corner of the cell. 
 
    Mattiss strode into the cell, stepped over Johnny, and grabbed Renfrew by the hair. He began dragging Renfrew from the cell. 
 
    “NO!” screeched Renfrew, holding his hair, trying to relieve the pain of his scalp being torn from his head. 
 
    Mattiss dragged Renfrew past Johnny. Renfrew’s feet struck out and hit Johnny. 
 
    “No Master! Please! Renfrew love Mattiss!” 
 
    “Love is no good if you can’t follow the instructions,” snarled Mattiss. They were outside the cell now, and Mattiss lifted the other man up and literally threw him against the bars of Johnny’s cell. “Now hold on!” 
 
    Sobbing, hysterical, Renfrew grabbed the bars with both hands. He stood there, naked, his penis erect, while Mattiss walked away, then returned mere seconds only. He uncoiled a whip. He drew back his hand, he slashed his arm forward. 
 
    The whip flew through the air, whistling with power, and the end of the whip scored Renfrew’s skin. 
 
    “NOOOOO!” 
 
    WSSS! CRACK! 
 
    “AIIEEEE!” 
 
    “I told you!”  
 
    WSSS! CRACK! 
 
    “Renfrew love Mattiss!” Renfrew sobbed. 
 
    WSSSS! CRACK! 
 
    Johnny watched in horror as Mattiss beat the demented man. Again and again the whip sailed through the air, split the skin of Renfrew. 
 
    Renfrew sobbed and sobbed, yet he did not let go of the bars. 
 
    “You will learn!” 
 
    “I WILL LEARN!” 
 
    And, a long time later, Johnny watched blood trickle along the floor towards the drain. 
 
    And Mattiss threw the whip aside. 
 
    Renfrew was huddling against the bars. Crying. 
 
    Mattiss took one arm and lifted him. Renfrew stood up, his back bent over, and Johnny saw the red lines on his flesh. Cut and tattered. Blood and tears. 
 
    And Mattiss turned the man and took him tenderly in his arms, and he whispered. “You must listen. If you don’t listen I can’t help you. Without listening there is no life. You must listen. 
 
    Renfrew kept sobbing, and holding on to Mattiss. 
 
    And Johnny watched the two men, and he realized: I must learn to listen. 
 
     
 
    END 
 
     
 
      
 
     
 
    

  

 
   
    A Note from the Author! 
 
      
 
    I hope you liked my little tale of Johnny and Janet and Mattiss. 
 
    Please take a moment to rate me five stars. 
 
    That helps support my writing, 
 
    and lets me know which direction I should take 
 
    for future books. 
 
      
 
    Thank you 
 
      
 
    Grace

  

 
   
    A SPECIAL NOTE: 
 
      
 
    Most people don’t know how the Amazon star rating system works. 
 
    Five stars and a book gets noticed, and Amazon pushes it. 
 
    Four stars and it stays within sight. Amazon pushes it, barely, and it usually stays within sight. 
 
    Anything less than four stars and it disappears, Amazon simply stops promoting it. 
 
    If you love a book, give it five stars. 
 
    If you like a book, give it four stars. 
 
    If you think the book has value, just not for you, don’t rate it. 
 
    If you are trying to destroy an author, and this is any author, not just me, give a book three or less stars. It will disappear, and it will be difficult to find even with a word for word search of Amazon. 
 
    That’s how the star system works. Personally, I think it is a terrible system. I can’t tell you how often I have had a great review, and three stars. They loved the book, but took it off the boards because they didn’t understand the rating system. 
 
    And, here’s a nasty one, I can’t tell you how many times I’ve had a ‘moralist’ rate me with one star, simply because they think the world is better off without erotica. 
 
    I think it is important to give an author high ratings, it is encouragement, and makes the system work. On the other hand, if you don’t have something nice to say about somebody, best to just let them be. 
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    Have you read… 
 
    I Changed My Husband into a Woman! 
 
      
 
    Check it out at… 
 
    https://gropperpress.wordpress.com 
 
      
 
    More Gropper Press novels coming soon!
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    A Man Caught (1st volume in the ‘Third Gender’ series ~ Johnny and Janet are happy, except that Janet has a mysterious job. Johnny follows her one night. He gets caught by the members of a very special club. Now Johnny and Janet have to join the club. And the things they have to do will change them forever! 
 
      
 
    This book contains bondage, humiliation, public exposure, submission, orgasm denial, erotic punishment, and more… 
 
    This book is available on Kindle or paperback.
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    Too Tough to Feminize ~ Sam always thought he was a tough guy. He was cock of the walk, a real, live, do or die Mr. Tough Guy. 
 
    Then he made a mistake. He took on the wrong … woman. 
 
    This is the story of what happened when Sam finally met his match and learned who the really tough people were. 
 
      
 
    This book contains female domination, male submission, forced feminization, male to female transformation, cross dressing, chastity, pegging, and much more. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle or paperback.
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    Feminized by a Ghost ~ Alex has to live in an old, decrepit mansion for the summer. Worse, he’s supposed to follow the directions of an old biddy who, right off the bat, makes him wear girl clothes! 
 
    Alex is in for a surprise, however, because the house is haunted, and wearing girl clothes is the least of what is going to happen to him! 
 
      
 
    This book has feminization, female dominance, male submission, tease and deny, supernatural sex, gender transformation, crossdressing. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle and paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    The Feminization Games ~ Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed. 
 
      
 
    This story has female domination, forced feminization, cross dressing, chastity belts, pegging, shrunken manhood and orgasm denial. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle and paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    I Changed My Husband into a Woman ~ 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. 
 
      
 
    This book has forced feminization, cross dressing, hormones, breast growth, pegging and erotic humiliation. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle or paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    A Woman Unleashed ~ Talia was a politician. She was a power player who knew how to use people. Then she met Roger. 
 
    Roger was raised in a monastery. He lived a spiritual life of giving. Then he met Talia. 
 
    Two people, a power exchange of spiritual magnitude, and a journey to love and beyond. 
 
      
 
    This book has female led relationships, power exchange, feminization, orgasm denial, cross dressing, pegging, gender transformation 
 
    This book is available on Kindle and paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    My Husband’s Funny Breasts ~ Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why. 
 
      
 
    This book has forced feminization, cross dressing, hormones, gender transformation, pegging and breast growth. 
 
    All books are available on Kindle or paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    The Bank Robber Became a Lady ~ Kimberly is holding $10,000 when her bank is robbed, and she is taken hostage. Then she finds out the bank robber is her ex-boyfriend! 
 
    She still loves him, and now she has to get him out of the mess he has created, but there’s only one way. Tommy’s about to become a woman! 
 
      
 
    This story has forced feminization, cross dressing, lots of sex and pegging. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle and paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    The Stepforth Husband ~ Rick Boston and his beautiful wife, Jamey, move to Stepforth Valley, where Rick is offered a job at a high tech cosmetics compan. The House of Chimera is planning on releasing a male cosmetics line, and Rick is their first test subject. Now Rick is changing. The House of Chimera has a deep, dark secret, and Rick is just one more step on the path to world domination! 
 
      
 
    This book has female domination, feminization, cross dressing, hormones, gender transformation, forced transgender and pegging. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle and paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    I Gave My Man Boobs ~ Henry and Dawn lived a good life, but Dawn wanted a little more. Unknown to her, so did Henry. Dawn was determined to get what she wanted, but what would Henry get? 
 
      
 
    This story has feminization, breast growth, hormones, transgender, pegging, chastity and cross dressing. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle and paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    The Day the Democrats Turned the Republicans into…Girls! ~ A note from Grace…I got tired of all the politics on TV, everybody yelling at everybody, and everybody knowing they are the only ones that are right…it’s enough to make a girl pick up an erotic book. You know? So, are you ready for the ‘transgenderment’ of half the country? 
 
    This book contains forced transgender, forced feminization, power exchange, gender transformation, bisexual, lesbian, breast growth. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle or paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    The Lactating Man ~ Jessica is about to have a bay, the only problem is she can’t produce enough milk to nurse. Solution? Her husband, Robert, is about to go on the wildest trip any man has ever gone on. 
 
      
 
    This book has feminization, cross dressing, hormones, breast growth, lactation, small penis, pegging. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle or paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    The Broken Man ~ a full length novel of unbridled female domination. (50,000 words) from Alyce Thorndyke! 
 
      
 
    Kyle Talon loves his wife, and he’ll do anything for her, including getting into the trunk of a car driven by a beautiful woman. What Kyle doesn’t know is that the beautiful woman is taking him to a ranch where men are subjected to unbelievable perversion…and they all love it. All except Kyle. Kyle still loves his wife. Silly man. 
 
      
 
    This book has bondage, female supremacy, male chastity training and erotic punishment. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle or paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    Breaking Jack ~ a full length novel of heart stopping female domination! (40,000 words) from Alyce Thorndyke! 
 
      
 
    Jack Windsor has been a bad boy...he cheated on his wife. April is not a forgiving lady, and she has enlisted all her friends on Facebook to help correct Jack's behavior. Things are about to get tough for Jack...but then, shouldn't they? 
 
      
 
    This book has female domination, male submissive, bondage, erotic punishment , chastity and denial. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle or paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    Monastery of Broken Men ~ a full length novel of incredible female domination (35,000 words) from Alyce Thorndyke! 
 
      
 
    Three men, Judd, Ralph and Jerry, are kidnapped and taken to a remote monastery deep in the Amazon. They are chained, beaten, and...broken. 
 
    Three men, and a thousand, horny women. Three men and a singular realization driving all: God is a woman. 
 
      
 
    This book has gynarchy, female domination male submissive, bondage, erotic punishment, chastity and denial. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle or paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    Ship of Broken Men ~  An amazing saga of female domination~ (35,000 words) from Alyce Thorndyke! 
 
      
 
    The Amazons are back. They are smarter, more beautiful, and they have a plan. 100 men have been selected to be broken. 100 men, and it’s just the start.  
 
    The men will be beaten, broken, and made to serve. And, in the end,  they will love it. 
 
      
 
    This book has female domination, submissive men, bondage, chastity device, pegging and power exchange. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle or paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    The Horny Wizard of Oz ~ Here it is, from Alyce Thorndyke, the raunchiest, funniest, sexiest satire ever! 
 
    Munchers: tall enough to eat pussy. 
 
    The Scarecrow: a pole up his ass. 
 
    Tin Man: a walking, talking dildo if ever there was one. 
 
    The Wizard, stealing all the dicks in Oz. 
 
    What? What the heck does the Wizard need all those dicks for? 
 
    A big titted, strutting sexpot from Kansas is determined to find out, and Oz will never be the same! 
 
    This book is available on Kindle or paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    The Lusty Land of Oz ~ Here it is, from Alyce Thorndyke, the raunchiest, funniest, sexiest sequel to the  raunchiest, funniest, sexiest satire ever! 
 
    The Lusty Land of Oz picks up where The Horny Wizard of Oz left off, but with the introduction of Tip, a well endowed young man forced into the 'service' of Mombi, the meanest Witch in Oz. 
 
    Off Tip goes, on a mad romp through a perverted land, picking up strangers with stranger appendages, a step ahead of Mombi, and always trying to figure out why he just...can't...uh...you know? 
 
    This book is available on Kindle or paperback.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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    Voodoo Dick and Teeny Weeny Peeny Revenge ~ Two novelettes for the price of one. 
 
      
 
    In Voodoo Dick a man has done his woman wrong, and that woman is about to unleash a little black magic on his dick. 
 
      
 
    Teeny Weeny Peeny Revenge is another ‘man done his woman wrong’ story, but this time the revenge is quite a bit different. 
 
      
 
    These stories have sex, tiny penis humiliation, magic sex , paranormal sex, and more, more, more. 
 
    This book is available on Kindle.

  

 
   
    SIX ALYCE THORNDYKE STORIES IN ONE VOLUME 
 
    A mammoth collection of wet and dripping horniness! 
 
      
 
    WOMAN ON TOP! 
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    Woman on Top is so good it has been banned by Amazon. 
 
    It is available on the Internet. 
 
    Details of Woman on Top on Next Page…

  

 
   
    The following six stories are included in 
 
    Woman on Top 
 
      
 
    WHEN BEING BAD IS GOOD 
 
    Scarlett Johnson learns that sometimes there are good reasons for being bad. 
 
    DR. FRANKENDICK 
 
    Jane Monroe is betrayed by her boyfriend and kidnapped by a mad doctor, but the day is just starting. 
 
    SPIRIT LOVE 
 
    FBI Special Agent Annie Emerson has just arrested a serial rapist…oops, wrong one. 
 
    THUMB RIDERS 
 
    Tim and Rhonda were living the good life…until a sex starved monster home invades and decides to change Tim into…a girl? 
 
    THE KIND OF LOVE THAT HURTS 
 
    Sandra O is tied up and prepped for rape, but her rapist, Billy Joe Wiggins, is about to find out the price of love. 
 
    FUTANARI: THE WORLD OF SEX 
 
    Sex is bad, a way for men and women to hurt each other…until the first Futanari is born. 
 
      
 
    This book has weird sex, women taking charge, sex change, hormones, domination, submission, and just about everything else imaginable. 
 
    Banned by Amazon…available on the Internet.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    If you liked 
 
    ‘Listening to Sex’ 
 
    you will really love… 
 
      
 
    ‘I Changed My Husband into a Woman’ 
 
      
 
      
 
    A full length novel by Grace Mansfield 
 
      
 
    Here is an excerpt… 
 
      
 
      
 
    “What the fuck!” 
 
    I roused myself from a deep and very deserved sleep, only to see Roscoe standing next to the bed, looking down at his feet and cursing. 
 
    “Wha…” I mumbled, pulling the covers over me and trying to look like I was still asleep. In truth, though I was tired, I was as awake as I had ever been. 
 
    “Did you do this?” His voice was going up. “Is this your idea of a joke?” 
 
    “Shut up,” I whined. “I wanna sleep!” 
 
    “No! Wake up! Why’d you do this?” 
 
    “Do what?” and I finally rolled over and made my eyes sleepy and tired. 
 
    Oh, baby, was I acting. And I was acting in front of the fellow who had created a half a dozen Best Actor Oscar winners. This was going to take all my prowess to pull off. 
 
    “My toes! Look at my toes.” 
 
    I blinked, and edged towards the side of the bed so I could look down to where he was pointing. And I exulted. He had felt he had to explain that it was his toes, so he was just working off emotion and blaming whoever was closest. He didn’t have any clue as to why his toes were red. 
 
    “What the fuck!” I opened my eyes wide and stared at his tootsies.  
 
    “Why’d you do this?” 
 
    I looked up at him and put a tiny edge of anger in my voice. “I didn’t do that! Why the hell would I paint my sissy husband’s toes red?” Very important to get the word sissy into the conversation as quickly as possible. “Do I look like I’m the kind of girl who’d marry a sissy?” 
 
    He kept trying to look fierce, but I could tell that my arrows had hit the mark. In some odd, almost invisible way he shriveled. He withdrew slightly into himself. I had met the challenge and acted my way out of being the culprit. 
 
    “Okay, okay,” then he tried again. “You did this because I jacked off on you the other day.” 
 
    “First, I just said I didn’t do that!” I pointed at his toes. “And, I already got you back, and, husband of mine, practical jokes aren’t my forte.” At least they usually weren’t. I was enjoying this; I was thinking of a career change. Sandy Tannenbaum, Practical Joker Extraordinaire! 
 
    “So who did this?” 
 
    Now I looked at him suspiciously. “There’s only two people in this room.” 
 
    He sputtered in outrage, so I kept up the attack. “So why did you paint your toe nails red?” 
 
    “I didn’t!” 
 
    “There’s nobody else here!” I was pushing him now. I had been accused unfairly (he thought) so I had to act the outrage. I narrowed my eyes. “Are you going pervert on me?” 
 
    “I didn’t do this!” he wailed. 
 
    “Well I didn’t, and I didn’t figure on waking up next to Bruce Jenner.” 
 
    Oh, Jesus!” he almost ran to my make up station and started looking for polish remover. “Where is it!?” 
 
    I got out of bed, and went to him. I didn’t want him making a mess, so I handed him a bottle of polish remover. He grabbed at it like a sailor grabs a life preserver after jumping off the Titanic. He sat down and lifted his foot up to the edge of the chair. 
 
    “Hold on,” I said. I took the remover out of his hands. “I don’t want you making a mess. Come here.” 
 
    I led him into the bathroom. “Put your foot here,” I pointed to the john. He placed his foot on the toilet and I sat cross legged in front of it. I giggled. 
 
    “What?” he groused. 
 
    “It is sort of cute. Hubbie gives himself a peddie. Make a good TV series.” 
 
    He let his breath out in disgust. “I’m a man’s man, not a girly man.”                
 
    Yeah, that’s right, you like to get young girl’s pregnant. how manly. But I didn’t say that, I just thought it, and kept manipulating him. 
 
    “Well, you might say so, but Roscoe Junior says otherwise.” 
 
    Now, truth, he wasn’t really all that hard, just sort of a morning half woodie, but I reached up and grabbed his meat and in a second he was throbbing in my hand. 
 
    “Hey!” he said. But he wasn’t really protesting. What man would object to a pair of sexy hands fondling his man pole? “Take the polish off.” 
 
    “Oh, okay.” but the damage was done. He was now erect, and associating that erection with nail polish. Manly man. Huh! 
 
    So I hummed a tune and stripped the polish off and returned his toes to their ‘manly’ state. 
 
    “Okay,” he said. Standing and looking down at his repaired manhood, uh, nails. 
 
    “Not even a thanks?” 
 
    “Thank you,” and he did sound abashed. “But I have no idea how…somebody must have broken in and done it.” 
 
    “While you slept? They painted your nails and you didn’t even wake up?” 
 
    “Well, I was pretty drunk.” 
 
    I’ll say. 
 
    “Not that drunk,” I lied. “You never get that drunk.” 
 
    “Well, yeah. But somebody did it.” We left the bathroom then and re-entered the bedroom. He walked over to the double windows, which led out to a small patio. He tried the doors. “See! they’re open!” 
 
    “We’re on the second floor.” 
 
    “He had a ladder.” 
 
    “He?” 
 
    “Well, you don’t think a woman did this?” 
 
    “Those nails were done pretty well. Men don’t know how to apply polish that well.” Then I cocked my head and it was obvious what I was thinking. 
 
    “Don’t look at me that way! I didn’t polish my own nails.” 
 
    I shrugged. “Okay. So Spiderman left off fighting crime for one day so he could paint your nails.” 
 
    He made a grimace.  
 
    “Or maybe somebody just walked in because our door is unlocked.” I swung the bedroom door opened. 
 
    “Well, I don’t…” 
 
    “Forget it, Roscoe.” I use his name when I am angry with him, or irritated, and he took notice of that. “just admit that you did some sleep walking.” Then I giggled, “Or sleep toenail painting.” 
 
    “Oh, shut up.” he brushed past me and headed down the stairs. It was a mark of how irritated and upset he was that he had forgotten to get dressed. 
 
    “Ahem!” I cleared my throat. 
 
    He turned at the top of the stairs and looked at me. Oh, the look on his face. Irritated, confused. Priceless. 
 
    I looked at his groin, placed an elbow in a palm and wiggled my index finger in the air. 
 
    He looked down at himself, mumbled a curse word I dasn’t dare repeat, and stomped back into the bedroom. 
 
     
 
      
 
    This has been an excerpt from 
 
    I Changed My Husband into a Woman! 
 
    Read it on kindle or paperback 
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