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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 I have tentatively 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. 
 
      
 
    Remember, it only hurts if you fight it. 
 
      
 
    Enjoy the fight.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    CHAPTER ONE 
 
      
 
    “Okay, baby. Don’t wait up for me.” Janet Mason inspected herself in the hallway mirror. She was a knock out. Spike boots up to her knees. Creamy flesh to the short skirt that just barely concealed her thong. Above the waist she wore just a halter top. Her leather jacket would keep her covered until she was at the club, and then it was ‘baby got boobs!’ 
 
    She had fine breasts. Large, perfectly shaped, and on a cold day those nips stuck out like thumbs in the eyeballs. 
 
    Above the neck she was drop dead gorgeous. A wide and generous mouth with full, red lips. Dark eye shadow that gave her the most mysterious eyes since Nosferatu, long lashes, and scintillating eyes, and all surrounded by dark hair that seemed to fall forever and catch the night. 
 
    Johnny stared at her. She unnerved him. She fixed herself up like this once a month, disappeared for long hours, and came back with thousands of dollars. 
 
    He wasn’t a bad looking fellow. Rugged, brown eyes that could express different emotions, and longish hair. Heck, his hair was long enough for a pony tail, though he wouldn’t ever make himself up like that. 
 
    And his torso was slender, but possessed of whiplike muscles. 
 
    Unfortunately, all those handsome good looks were backed up by a jealous nature. 
 
    Where was Janet going? Why wouldn’t she tell him? They had been together for a year, they were planning to get married. He loved her like no other girl he had ever known. He would die for her, and she had this deep, dark secret. 
 
    “How late?” 
 
    “When the cows come home, baby,” she teased him as she passed him in the doorway, smelling of French nights and degraded days. 
 
    “I don’t see why you can’t tell me where you’re going,” he whined. 
 
    “Because I made an agreement. A serious agreement. And it’s nothing bad, nothing that you need to concern yourself with, so…” she shrugged as she picked up her car keys. 
 
    Actually, Johnny knew where she worked. He had followed her last month, and what he had discovered had not reassured him. 
 
    On a dark and lonely street, in a bad part of town, she had gone into a warehouse. He had approached the warehouse later, and had seen the simple sign next to the door. 
 
      
 
    Slaves despair 
 
    Enter here 
 
      
 
    Nothing else. No ‘open 24 hours,’ or ‘no shoes, no shirt, no…blah, blah, blah.’ 
 
    Just a door made of thick and solid looking wood. The doorknob was made of iron. There was no keyhole. And Johnny knew there had to be another entrance. 
 
    Johnny had stepped back, inspected the shabby looking warehouse. 
 
    Brick. Boarded up windows. Posters, old and ragged and ripped, pasted on the side of the building. 
 
    He walked around the building. 
 
    There was a back entrance. A long flight of stairs. The stairs were rickety looking, and the door looked solid. But next to the stairs, a little below the door, maybe reachable if an enterprising fellow wanted to monkey over to it, was a window. 
 
    Not a big window. A small window. Just big enough for a slender man to slide through. And there was no board covering it up. And there was no glass. It was just a black hole in the side of a building. 
 
    And he was going to go into that hole tonight. But first he was going to follow Janet and make sure that was where she was going. 
 
    But he was positive she was. 
 
    She grabbed the doorknob, turned it, and then let go and turned to Johnny. She enveloped him in a massive hug. She didn’t want to kiss him and mess her make up, but she wanted to reassure him. 
 
    “Johnny, it’s just a job. A weird and kinky job, but I’m in no danger, and I’ve signed a very significant non-disclosure agreement. Tell me you understand. Tell me it’s all right.” 
 
    He whispered into her hair, loving the small of her, “Baby, it’s all right. I understand.” 
 
    But, when she closed the door and clicked her heels out to her car, his eyes narrowed. 
 
    It wasn’t all right, and he didn’t understand. 
 
    A woman shouldn’t have secrets from her husband to be.  
 
    And, in the back of his mind, he wondered if she was having an affair. Johnny was a fan of porn, and he went to sites that had dozens of men blasting their cum over big titted women. He marveled at how these women could take all those men, in all of their holes, and then lick all the juicy spunk that issued from all the over-sized cocks. 
 
    Was Janet doing that? Was Janet a cum sucking whore? 
 
    He knew she wasn’t, but he couldn’t stop the images in his mind. He didn’t realize that he had watched too much porn, and that it was affecting his mind. 
 
    He listened, heard her car pipes rattle as she backed into the street, then roar as she drove away. 
 
    Like a human cannonball he burst from the door and ran for his own car. 
 
    Janet drove a Golf. It smoked a little, especially when she started up, and it was easy to find her tail lights, dim behind small clouds when she started up from stop signs and stop lights. 
 
    In the glare of lights from an all night service station he ascertained that it was her. But he knew it was, she was on a direct route for that building in the bad part of town. 
 
    He slowed down a bit, watched her from a hundred yards back. He wasn’t worried about losing her. He knew where she was going. 
 
    He trailed her, careful not to be seen, listening to ‘Nothing Else Matters’ on his car stereo. 
 
    God, he was in love. He had never felt this way. His heart surged when she stepped into his sight. And to actually feel her velvet skin, to suck on her rigid nipples, to kiss those ultimate lips…he had to find out where she was going and what she was doing. 
 
    Janet pulled into a parking lot next to the warehouse. 
 
    Johnny parked down the street. Far enough not to be seen, close enough to see. 
 
    She said hello to a security guard in the parking lot and walked to the single door in the side of the building. It opened before she arrived, and she greeted somebody and stepped into the building, out of Johnny’s sight. 
 
    He sighed. He gripped the steering wheel in frustration. He wanted to bang his head on the wheel. 
 
    What was she doing in there? 
 
    Slaves? Despair? What the fuck was up with that? 
 
    It certainly didn’t sound like some of hoity toity bar where people tipped hundred dollar bills. 
 
    Finally, after a couple of minutes of his own heart wrenching despair, Johnny got out, locked his car, and sauntered down the side of the street. 
 
    The guard in the parking lot glanced at him, then ignored him. Fooled looked to be scratching his nose. 
 
    Johnny walked along the weed grown sidewalk. Man, this was a shabby section of town. Boarded up windows, or just plain broken out. Dented aluminum siding. He passed a tent which was filled with snoring bums. 
 
    He reached the end of the block, he crossed the street, and turned right. From across the street he found a niche and stepped into it. It was dark, and he watched the big warehouse for along minutes. 
 
    Nothing. 
 
    Nobody. 
 
    The light at the top of the stairs was out. He would be in streetlights for thirty steps, and then he would be in shadows. He could slink alongside the back fence, all in the darkness, then go through a hole in the fence. From there he could monkey up the wooden steps, go int the window, and find out, once and for all, what was going on. 
 
    Still he waited. 
 
    He thought of Janet, and his heart ached. 
 
    In that moment it crossed his mind that he should go home. Forget about it. Trust her. 
 
    But he couldn’t. The jealousy that possessed him wouldn’t let him. 
 
    He stepped out of the nook and crossed the street. He did so slowly, pulling his jacket over himself, trying to look like a homeless person, at least in his gait. 
 
    He reached the other side. There were no cars. No people. He slid along the fence and came to the place where a couple of boards had been broken. He slipped through the hole in the fence and looked around. 
 
    It was dark, the yard was bare, even of weeds, and he had a clear path to the stairs. 
 
    Still, he waited. He didn’t want to be tricked. He didn’t want to be caught. 
 
    Finally, he darted across the small yard and stepped into the shade of the stairs. 
 
    He looked up. The window gaped at him. It was like a mouth forever open, and all he had to do was climb up a couple of struts, and shimmy in the window. 
 
    He took deep breaths. He was breaking and entering, and even though he had a clean record, it was something to think about. 
 
    And he thought again, he should just go home. He didn’t need to know what Janet was doing. 
 
    But he couldn’t.  
 
    He reached up and grabbed a two by four, walked up a slanted cross beam, and did the same for the second two by four. 
 
    The window was two feet away. Easy peasy. All he had to do was step across, put a foot in, sit down, and slide through. He was sure there had to be a floor under the window. And, even if it wasn’t, it wasn’t that high. 
 
    He put a foot out, slithered it in, kept a hold on the stair two by four, then sat down. He couldn’t see inside, but it was okay. He knew it as okay. He would drop in, nose around, then figure a way out. Worst comes to worst, he waits for daylight and walks out when nobody is there. 
 
    He pushed, slithered through the window, and dropped. 
 
    And landed on a floor. 
 
    The boards were old and creaked, but he had managed to avoid any real noise. 
 
    He looked around. 
 
    Now that he was inside, his eyes got used to the darkness and he began to make out shapes. Boxes and crates. looked like a piano in one corner. A couple of things that looked like…pillories? Stocks? Those things they used to lock people in when they got to drunk? 
 
    Huh! 
 
    And, across the room, maybe twenty feet away, was a thin sliver of light. It was the bottom of a door.  
 
    Johnny tip toed across the room. As he came closer to the door he heard noise. A dull rumble. People talking, and laughing, and the sound of ragged blues. Karen Lovely singing about ‘Still the Rain.’ 
 
    He got down on his hands and knees and tried to peer under the door. 
 
    The door was apparently high on a wall. He could see across a platform, a landing, and then across a lot of heads, but that was about all. 
 
    But he could tell that people were partying, and the music was definitely Karen Lovely, and he realized: she was telling the truth! She just tends bar. And these people were just rich people slumming, high tippers, avoiding the spot light. 
 
    He grinned. No more jealousy. What a load off his mind! 
 
    He stood up and looked around. He was in some kind of storeroom, and the only exit was the door he was standing by. Or, maybe there was something behind the big curtain at one end of the room. 
 
    He sauntered to the end of the room, felt the giant curtain, probably from some old time movie house, and found where the two parts of the curtain came together. 
 
    Behind the curtain was a whole ‘nother room. And another curtain on the right. A bigger curtain. And Johny realized he was standing on a stage. 
 
    There was a little more light here, and Johnny walked across the stage. 
 
    In the center of the stage was another pillory. It was about three feet tall, and attached to what looked like a rolling platform.  
 
    Johnny grinned. When he was a boy his father had taken him to a Renaissance Fair. They had had a pillory like this, and some fellow made up like a drunk, his nose all painted red and his hair all askew, had stood in the pillory. The top bar had lowered down on his neck and he stood like a fool. People laughed at him, and some of the younger boys wanted to throw things at him, but a beefy ‘King’s guard’ had foiled that. 
 
    Then, when some windbag was talking about punishment in Merry Olde England, a young lass, all made up and with big boobs, had tip toed behind the windbag and kissed the drunk on the cheek. 
 
    The crowd howled. And the windbag turned around, slowly enough so the girl could skip away. 
 
    Merry Olde England. 
 
    Johnny walked around the the pillory, ran his hand over the wood. It was polished wood, apparently in good use, and nobody wanted to get splinters. It was heavy wood. No way somebody was going to get out of that thing once it was locked! 
 
    Johnny grinned. He put his neck across the center hole. It fit just right. He put his hands in the side holes. He turned his head this way and that, pretending he was struggling. And then images of a big bosomed lass kissing him on the cheek came to him. He smiled, rapturous with the memory, and he must have made some move, shook the thing somehow, and the top bar slammed down. 
 
    It didn’t hurt him. His head was solidly in place, but now he was trapped! 
 
    His eyes opened wide. He tried to raise his head, to push the top bar up, but it wouldn’t move, and Johnny realized what had happened. 
 
    When the top bar had landed the latch on the end had swung down.  He was caught! 
 
    He struggled for a moment, then stopped. There was no way he was going to bully his way out of this, and he tried to imagine what the mechanism that had locked looked like. 
 
    A simple piece of metal with a slot in the end. The slot had fallen over the loop that the padlock goes through. If he could just shake the thing sideways a little, maybe he could swing the latch out from the padlock ring and raise the bar. 
 
    He shifted his weight sideways. The pillory was solid, though, and didn’t move. 
 
    He tried to somehow move his neck against the bar, then he tried to stretch his hand through the hole and reach the latch. 
 
    And he panicked and began struggling. For a long minute he struggled, and then he realized he was just wasting his strength. He was going to need help to get out of this mess. 
 
    But…who would help him? 
 
    If he made noise they would find him. Breaking and entering. At worst, hilarious laughter at the fool who had caught himself. 
 
    Still, what else was there? 
 
    If he didn’t get help, if he didn’t get out of this thing, he would be stuck in it all month! 
 
    He could die! 
 
    And all because he didn’t trust Janet! 
 
    He cursed himself then, and grew smarter. But it was a little late. 
 
    Finally, already feeling a little stiff and sore from being bent over, he made himself relax. He would have to wait until most of the people were gone, then he could call for help. Then he could— 
 
    THE CURTAINS STARTED OPENING! 
 
    A shaft of light sprang across the stage and started widening. 
 
    Johnny felt like somebody was shrieking in his head, he wanted to scream and run. Instead, he just stood mute. 
 
    Fortunately, he had put himself in the pillory the wrong way. He was facing away from the audience. So nobody could see his terribly red face. 
 
    “Hey! I thought you said nobody volunteered this week?” 
 
    The buzz of voices became a roar as the curtain parted further and further. Johnny could tell that everybody was gathering at the lip of the stage and looking at him. 
 
    He choked back tears and waited for somebody to release him. 
 
    “There wasn’t! I don’t know who he is!” 
 
    Somebody clambering on the stage. Footsteps, and a shape walked around to face Johnny. Johnny couldn’t look up. All he could see was a belt buckle, long dark pants, and fancy, old boots.  
 
    “Well, hello. And you are?” 
 
    “I’m Johnny. I’m sorry. I messed up. Can you get me out of here?” 
 
    The man walked to the rear of Johnny. 
 
    “His name is Johnny! Johnny Come Lately!” 
 
    Cheers. People hooting and yelling. Clapping. Then the music died down, and Johnny knew he was the center of everybody’s attention. 
 
    The man circled the pillory and stopped in front of Johnny. 
 
    “Please? Can you let me out?” 
 
    “Well, therein lies the problem, young Johnny Come Lately.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Do you know what we do here?” 
 
    “I have no idea.” 
 
    “So you never read the sign next to the front door? You never wondered about slavery and despair?” 
 
    “I don’t care what you do. I just want to go home.” 
 
    The man walked around again, stopped to yell at the audience. “He wants to go home!” 
 
    Laughter, jeers, and one voice yelled out, “He wants his mommie!” More laughter. 
 
    The man arrived in front of Johnny again. 
 
    “We have very tight security here. And video cams. And I’ll bet we will see you looking at our sign. And it is obvious that you snuck in. Are you a thief?” 
 
    “No! No! I just want to go home! I’ll never tell anybody about this!” 
 
    The man walked around him again, and this time he yelled to the crowd, “He says he’s not a thief!” 
 
    Laughter. 
 
    He arrived in front of Johnny again. 
 
    “Well, Johnny Come Lately, do you know what we do to thieves?” 
 
    “But I’m not a thief!” 
 
    The man ignored him, he raised his voice so the whole crowd could hear him. “We take down his panties…and we…PADDLE HIM!”               
 
    Cheers erupted as the whole crowd showed its approval. 
 
    “Hey! No! you can’t…You’ve got to let me go!” 
 
    But the man was not listening. He walked towards the audience, stopped behind Johnny, and said, “Does anybody have a pair of scissors? Or maybe just a really, really sharp knife?” 
 
    A moment, and somebody did, and there was more laughter and catcalls. 
 
    Then Johnny felt the man slicing his pants off. 
 
    “Don’t move Johnny Come Lately. It would look terrible on your death certificate, man dies in stocks.” 
 
    Everybody was shouting advice from the crowd now, telling the man to be careful, to not be careful, and when he began slicing Johnny’s pants around the crotch everybody went wild. 
 
    “Cut deeper!” 
 
    “I think you missed something!” 
 
    “It’s harvest time!” 
 
    Johnny was crying now. He was terrified, and was sure that he was in the hands of patients from an insane asylum. 
 
    Then it was over. For the pants. 
 
    “Oh! Look! Underwear! Who would like to tear his underwear off?” 
 
    Several voices rose up, and they all sounded feminine. Then there was the sound of ladies being helped up on the stage, and small hands grabbed his underwear and pulled. 
 
    Johnny wiggled, was ashamed, and the cloth began to rip. Cheers, and the ragged remnants of his underwear were tossed about. 
 
    “Well, now, what do we have here? Is this a butt!” 
 
    “It’s the moon? Are you in love?” Yelled a voice. 
 
    Oh, I am in love. That is without a doubt. What am I bid for this delightful piece of ass?” 
 
    “NO!” screamed Johnny, but the crowd only laughed. 
 
    “One thousand!” 
 
    “Two thousand!” 
 
    The bidding rapidly rose to 20,000 dollars. 
 
    “Wait minute…Johnny, are you a virgin?” 
 
    The audience went silent. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Have you ever felt a choo choo up your poo poo?” 
 
    Laughter, but it was subdued. People were waiting for an answer. 
 
    Johnny blurted, “I don’t swing that way!” 
 
    The man roared out, “Johnny Come Lately doesn’t swing that way! Do you know what that means?” 
 
    “Oh, hell,” shouted a man. “He’s a virgin!” 
 
    “That’s right! Now what am I bid for this delightful and…NEVER SULLIED…piece of ass?” 
 
    “Thirty thousand!” 
 
    “Forty thousand!” 
 
    The bids rapidly rose to 240,000 dollars. 
 
    Johnny’s mouth opened. 
 
    “Only 240 thou? What a mere pittance! For what is obviously the finest piece of ass in the whole western world, and parts of the eastern world, too!” 
 
    “300,000!” 
 
    “Come, come, ladies and gentlemen.” 
 
    Silence. It looked like the bidding was over. 
 
    “I know, let’s have a two for one sale! How many of you ladies brought your dildos?” 
 
    Now the warehouse filled with shouts and screams. It was like being at a rock concert. Johnny wanted to clasp his hands over his head and wish it all away. 
 
    But, of course, his hands were trapped. 
 
    “500,000!” 
 
    “Now we’re getting somewhere! Who’s next?” 
 
    “600,000!” 
 
    “All right! Okay!” 
 
    Then there were no more bids. The man came around to the front and said, “600,000 dollars, Johnny Come Lately. Are you worth it?” 
 
    “Please…please…” Johnny begged. 
 
    The man walked back to his rear. “SOLD! To the man with the big pocket book, and the bigger cock! Come claim your prize, sir.” 
 
    Johnny heard the noise of somebody being helped onto the stage. Soft footsteps, then hands patting his fanny. 
 
    “Oh, yeah. This is going to be good.” Then: “Anybody got any vaseline?” 
 
    Nobody did, and there was much laughter. 
 
    “How you gonna catch the hog if it ain’t greased?” Somebody shouted the misquote. 
 
    A quick conversation behind Johnny, and he picked up enough to understand what they were saying. 
 
    “He’s virgin, I expect him to bleed, but I don’t want to split him in two.” 
 
    “Noble, sir. How about…we need slick liquid…how about if we use sperm?” 
 
    The new man sounded suspicious. “How do I know somebody won’t slip his dick in while we’re juicing him up?” 
 
    “We put the honor system in place.” 
 
    Scoffs. 
 
    “Okay, how about one million dollars if somebody punctures this young man before you. That’s a tidy profit.” 
 
    The man thought for a moment. “Yeah. I guess that could work.” 
 
    Again, the first man addressed the crowd. “We are desperately in need of lubrication, and since none of you had the forethought to bring any, we are asking for donations of sperm. To be applied directly to this young man’s ass…BUT!” 
 
    The crowd went silent. “Anybody taking advantage of the moment will be fined one million dollars.” 
 
    Cheers, and several men climbed up behind Johnny. They moved closer to him, and he tried to kick them. 
 
    “Quick, fix his feet.” 
 
    Johnny couldn’t see, and it was easy to grab his ankles, hold them down, and chain them in place. 
 
    Johnny was stuck now. He was sore, he was about to be brutalized, and nobody seemed to care. 
 
    The men crowded behind him, he heard zippers, and then the sound of fapping and hard breathing. 
 
    “God!” Murmured Johnny. “Please!” 
 
    But God wasn’t answering requests on this day, and Johnny felt the first white hot spatters of cum on his ass. 
 
    “Ahh1” groaned a man. 
 
    The liquid trickled down Johnny’s ass crack. 
 
    Another man spurted, and another. 
 
    The crowd, following the action, cheered each semen eruption. Johnny could hear side bets being made as to who was going to shoot their seed on his ass next. 
 
    After five minutes, and a half a dozen creamy spurts, the man who had bought his ass moved up. Johnny felt him fumbling his dick forward. He tried to lock his ass cheeks. 
 
    “Don’t do that, young fellow,” and he slapped Johnny’s ass. Hard. Johnny yelped and the crowd chuckled and watched in rapt fascination. 
 
    “Turn him around!” yelled somebody. 
 
    And, to Johnny’s horror, several men began to wheel the whole pillory around. 
 
    He could see the room. He could hundreds of people watching, and many of them had masks on. Old masks, like some kind of Viennese party. Masks with long noses, like during the plague. Masks that looked like donkey faces. Masks that were nothing but Zorro strips. 
 
    Some of the masks were half masks, covering only the top half of the face, and these masks revealed sharp, white teeth, mouths open in laughter and gaity.  
 
    And all of the masks revealed the bright glitter of excited eyes. 
 
    He felt the man pushing his prick between his buns. It felt like two men were holding his buns apart, making for easier access. 
 
    “Don’t do this!” screamed Johnny. 
 
    Across the room, Janet was working hard. She poured drinks, she smiled, she didn’t mind it when some old fellow would slip a hundred dollar bill in her halter, and let his fingers linger a while. 
 
    Tell the truth, she pretty much ignored the floor show. 
 
    The floor show was a regular occurrence. One of the members of the club would volunteer, he would get a spanking, they would butt fuck him, and everything was hunky dory. The members apparently didn’t mind a little rear door action, everybody was happy, and Janet made more in one night than she made in a month. More than two and even three months. These fellows and gals were big tippers. 
 
    When the curtains had been opened, and somebody had been found in the stocks, Janet had smiled. Somebody had volunteered and not told everybody. 
 
    And when the name ‘Johnny’ was shouted out, she smiled again. She felt sorry for poor, jealous Johnny. Sitting at home and worrying. He was such a catch, and she loved him so much…and she glanced at the figure on the stage, her vision obscured by the crowd moving about, and she thought nothing of it when she saw the figure bent over, getting his pants cut off. She didn’t get enough of a glimpse to recognize Johnny. 
 
    Then the crowd had moved in on the bar, everybody wanted to get a drink and then get close to the stage to watch, and Janet poured drinks and mixed cocktails, and earned her living. 
 
    But, finally, everything died down. Everybody was watching all the men masturbate on this poor fellow’s ass. And shortly a little anal sex would occur, and then they turned the pillory around. 
 
    Janet gasped. It was Johnny! Her Johnny! And she screamed, “JOHNNY!” 
 
    Just as the man shoved his cock into Johnny’s bunghole. 
 
    Johnny heard the scream, but he was too distracted by the invader in his poop chute. He felt his ass give way. It felt like it was splitting apart, then the lubrication worked and the man was inside him. 
 
    Johnny gasped. On one hand, his ass felt like it had just received the ultimate spanking, with a cat of nine tails. On the other hand…it felt…good? 
 
    The man grunted and pulled back, and pushed forward. 
 
    Johnny lurched in the stocks. His eyes were glassy, and he couldn’t believe it. Yes, it hurt, but…but his asshole felt like it was celebrating. 
 
    At last! Yes! It needed something to go the wrong way in it! 
 
    His nerves woke up. The man’s big cock slithered in, rubbing the nerves, sliding along Johnny’s anal walls. 
 
    “No?’ asked Johnny of everybody and nobody. 
 
    People were watching his face, cheering. Talking. Pointing at him. 
 
    All Johnny could do was feel the vast pleasure begin to consume him. 
 
    A woman sat on the stage, scootched over to him on her butt, held a drink to his lips. 
 
    Johnny drank, and behind him the man was getting close. Harder and harder, deeper and deeper, all traces of pain leaving. 
 
    Johnny, as if in a dream, saw Janet pushing through the crowd towards him, somebody else held a glass to him, this one had a straw in it, and Johnny inhaled the contents. 
 
    “Yes…yes…YES!” 
 
    Johnny felt the man’s pecker stiffen, he felt the glorious feeling of warm liquid spattering in his asshole, then Janet was on the stage, sitting in front of him, holding his face with both hands. Crying. 
 
    “Johnny! Johnny!” 
 
    “I’m sorry,” And Johnny began crying. 
 
    The man backed out of his ass, his dick flopped loose, and there was a space between his legs. Johnny felt a vacancy in his asshole. It missed something. 
 
    “Hold up!” yelled the man who had been ‘announcing’ His big hand reached down into Johnny’s sight and lifted Janet by the upper arm. She rose from his eyesight, and he wanted to reach out to her, grab her, bring her back, but he was secured in the stocks. 
 
    Somebody moved between Johnny’s legs and began fitting a cock to his hole. It was hard, no give to it, and Johnny realized that it must be a dildo. And it felt like a big one. 
 
    “I said hold up,” and the figure between his legs, it felt like a woman, smaller legs and nylons, stopped moving. She held the cock at his back door, but didn’t move forward. 
 
    Johnny waited, and the crowd quieted down and listened. Then the only sound was the sobbing, choking sounds of Janet.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO
  
 
    “Well, friends, it looks like we have a little imbroglio here. Janet, do you know Johnny Come Lately?” 
 
    Janet was snuffling, and she managed to whisper, “He’s my boyfriend.” 
 
    The crowd gasped. A few people laughed. But there was a general air of expectancy. 
 
    “Oh, my. And you have signed a non-disclosure agreement. Yet here is your—“ 
 
    “I didn’t tell him!” 
 
    “What did you tell him?” 
 
    “I just told him I was tending bar for a bunch of rich people.” 
 
    A few people in the crowd were whispering. There were no smiles now, no laughter. Even the lady with the pecker pointing into Johnny’s asshole backed off. 
 
    “Johnny Come Lately, is this the truth?” 
 
    “Yes,” Johnny muttered. 
 
    “So how did you come to crash our little party?” 
 
    “I was jealous. I Followed her. I snuck in the back way, then got caught in this thing.” 
 
    A few titters, but everybody was still listening. 
 
    “Friends! Our rules may not have been broken, but we are compromised. What shall we do?” 
 
    Though the man shouted, he was asking for actual comments. People in the crowd began to whisper. 
 
    “Ishmail!” called the man. “Bring us some drinks, if you would be so kind. Leveticus, if you could push a table and a couple of chairs over here?” 
 
    Shortly a small table was set up next to Johnny. The man and Janet sat down and three drinks were brought. One had a straw, and this one the man held so Johnny could sip. And Johnny did sip. He was embarrassed, his ass felt bad…and good, and he was on display for literally hundreds of people. 
 
    “Well, my friends? Who has an opinion?” 
 
    A male voice called out, “We could simply disappear them.” 
 
    “Kill us?” Johnny blurted. 
 
    “Janet: “You can’t do that!” 
 
    “My dear. If you haven’t noticed, we’re rich. We can do all sorts of things the peasants can’t do. One of the sheep disappearing off the range is easily accomplished. And, I dare say, two sheep might even be easier.” He raised his voice. “I would back such a proposal, except that Janet is a pleasant diversion, and she has kept her word. And young Johnny Come Lately…he’s a clever lad. I have to tell you, in the few short words I have exchanged with him, he has proven to be an agreeable sort. Yes, Ruth?” 
 
    A lady with a sultry voice offered, “if we kill them then the fun is over. And, let’s face it, finding a virgin on the stage provided us with quite a spectacle. I don’t think I have ever seen Leviticus bid so high for a simple piece of ass.” 
 
    The crowd chuckled. Then a voice from behind Johnny. “Whatever happens, I would like to complete my bought and paid for fuck.” 
 
    “Ah, yes. Go ahead. Don’t mind us.”  
 
    The crowd laughed, and Johnny felt the woman step between his thighs again. The big pecker was pushed against his hole, worked around, and slipped in. 
 
    “Oh!” 
 
    The man lifted Johnny’s head by the hair. The crowd could see the dazed wonderment on Johnny’s face as the woman slowly sawed in and out. 
 
    “How can we kill somebody who is so much pleasure? Eh?” 
 
    For a while the crowd tossed out ideas. Everything from ‘beat them severely and leave them naked in a ditch,’ to keeping Johnny and Janet hostage and making them permanent entertainment. At this last, the man conducting the ‘ceremonies’ cleared his throat. 
 
    “Bronson. You have such a beautiful mind. And you have made me wonder something. 
 
    Johnny was grunting. The woman behind him was pushing into him hard. He could feel plastic balls against his own balls, which were swinging and slapping back. 
 
    “Esther, if you could take a break for a moment, and everybody, listen, this is what I propose.” A complete silence descended on the crowd. Apparently the fellow do the talking  was important, and his words held much weight. 
 
    The woman pushing into Johnny stopped, and Johnny was left with the full feeling of a dildo jutting into his butt, but not doing anything. 
 
    “I propose that we…make them one of us.” 
 
    Silence. Then a guffaw cut off short. Then a few titters, then everybody was roaring with laughter. 
 
    “You’re going to make a peasant into an elite?” yelled somebody. 
 
    “Have you not hard of My Fair Lady?” 
 
    “We’d have to give them money and…educate them?” 
 
    “And you don’t have a million or two stuck in your mattress?” A light chuckle went through the crowd and one wit quipped, “Touche, Rastus.” 
 
    The man turned to Esther. “If you could go back to your duties, I prefer to hear Johnny’s moans and groans while I sip my libation. Speaking of which…Ishmail?” 
 
    Johnny felt the woman start up again, and a sense of wonder enveloped him. He realized that he missed the motion, and he pushed back. 
 
    “Please, let us go,” Janet begged. 
 
    Johnny could tell, from shadows and glimpses, that the man was patting her hand. 
 
    “Tell me, my dear, would you like to be rich? So rich that you never had to take another bath and everybody stilled loved you?” 
 
    There were a few laughs, and some yelled, “Go Mattis!” And Johnny finally had a name to put to the voice. 
 
    Mattis rose to the occasion. He raised his voice. “So rich you can order revolutions at your whim!” Cheers rose in the warehouse. “So rich the president sucks your cock!” 
 
    More cheers, and somebody yelled back, “He sucked mine last week!” 
 
    “So rich you can order life or death at your whim!” 
 
    The yells and cheers were becoming a monster that rose and fell with Mattis’s every word. 
 
    “So rich you can raise a peasant up,” he stood up and lifted Janet’s hand, and she stood up, confused and trembling. He let go of her hand and lowered his palm towards Johnny, “or send them down.” 
 
    Now it was like a rock concert in the big room. Everybody cheering and screaming things at Mattis. 
 
    Mattis held his hands up for silence, and the screams and shouts dwindled, became a deep silence. 
 
    “Friends. Would you bid for these breasts?” He opened his hand in the direction of Janet’s well filled bra. “Lovely Janet has provided us succor in the form of well prepared liquid oblations. She has not objected when we filled her already filled brassiere with presents, and she has murmured not a word when we became overly friendly and groped a bit too much. Yes?” 
 
    “Yes!” The crowd roared back. 
 
    “And this young man, Johnny Come Lately, he has wormed through the streets, broken into our abode, and stands for our pleasure. Yes?” 
 
    “Yes!” came back the monstrous roar. 
 
    “So I say that the Gods have brought us these honest, hard working people, and asked…nay, DEMANDED…that we transmogrify them into proper miscreants! Yes!” 
 
    And now the sound was deafening. Johnny would have covered his ears had his hands been available. Janet did cover hers. 
 
    Mattis motioned for Janet to sit. His rabble rousing at a pause, he spoke low and confidently to the crowd. “Then, friends, we have but one thing to do…” 
 
    “What?” asked Janet. Things had gone beyond what she had ever expected. She was supposed to go home with a handful of cash, now Johnny was on the stage, and something was being offered to her. “What is going on?” 
 
    Mattis said, to Janet and to the crowd, “we must sell Johnny and Janet on the idea of learning how to be truly degraded.” 
 
    And, as if on cue, the woman behind Johnny yelled, “YES!” Her body froze in orgasm. Johnny’s eyes were wide, and the crowd, as if they had just witnessed a sign from the Gods, began clapping. 
 
      
 
    The crowd was back to reveling. They were drinking and carousing, the music was playing, Jim Morrison and ‘A Moonlight Ride,’ yet it was relatively silent in the rear of the stage. 
 
    Johnny had been unlocked and helped to stand up. His butthole was oozing cum, and it felt like he had a hemorrhoid He wanted to scratch his hole, but he was afraid. He was afraid he would be bleeding.  
 
    Three chairs had been placed facing each other, so close that knees almost touched. 
 
    Mattis sat, smiling and relaxed, and watched as Johnny hobbled back to the chairs. Janet was helping him. 
 
    “Careful there, Johnny Come Lately.” 
 
    Johnny sat gingerly, afraid of more pain, and was surprised to find that sitting actually rubbed his poor asshole and gave a slight modicum of pleasure. 
 
    Janet sat down next to him, held his hand, and the two looked at Mattis. 
 
    Mattis lit up a cigarette, his motions were sure and delicate, and mused as he inspected the couple. He was five foot ten, 160 pounds, and his hair was just starting to grey. His nose was slightly curved and he had an Errol Flynn mustache under that nose. He was a handsome man, and a commanding figure. In the world of money he was envied by the rich. In the world of sex he was an authoritative figure of degradation. Which is to say…he drove a Rolls Royce and liked to wrestle with pigs. 
 
    Johnny was looking pretty wild. His hair was mussed, he was sitting tenderly, and his eyes fluttered back and forth. Yes, there had ben a certain amount of pleasure, which pleasure merely served to conflict his morals. 
 
    It was wrong for a man to take it up the ass. And he lived by that, even being a bit of a homophobe. But he had enjoyed the experience, sort of. 
 
    Janet was really worried. She had seen people on the stage. People who were of the crowd, who had been savaged and near ripped apart, taken down from the pillory with bloodied assholes and sobbing. 
 
    She had never wondered who these people were, she had just come across the job, taken it, and went along with whatever happened because, darn it, it filled her purse once a month. All of which indicated a compromise of her own morals. 
 
    “Well, Johnny Come Lately and the Lovely Janet, would you like to be rich?” 
 
    “I don’t understand?” said Janet. 
 
    Johnny was gulping, trying to figure out how to use his voice again. 
 
    “Simple. If you decide to join our club, we will educate you. The choice here is plain, risk our ire, whatever that might be, or put aside your morals, take lessons in degeneration. Learn how to laugh at pain, eat an asshole freshly shat from, fuck who you want when you want, and get rich.” 
 
    Johnny blinked. He had stopped gulping and was following the conversation. When Mattis offered money, he listened.  
 
    Janet was having none of it, but then women usually are of sounder moral fiber than men. 
 
    “Let me explain the actual procedure.” Mattis blew a thin stream of smoke into the air, then smiled at them. “For fifty weeks you will be…how should I say it…you will be our students. You won’t have to work. You will have to learn what we teach. Sometimes that will be finances., or banking, or some other ‘trade,’” He smiled. “Sometimes you will have  to suck a cock, spank an ass, lay in a dungeon all shackled and bound, be beaten or have your sexual organs spanked until you have uncontrollable orgasms.  
 
    “Each of the people you serve, yes, serve, that’s a good word, though inadequate, will have a talent. Some in real estate, some in banking, my own, as I said, is in finance. And somewhere during those 50 weeks you will likely find a talent, a liking for one field or another, and you will be encouraged in that field. 
 
    “Each week a million dollars will be put into an account for you. If you complete the 50 weeks, you will be able to access that account, and you will have the education to make yourself richer than God’s Savings Bonds. You will be educated, you will be one of us, you will have complete access to our network, and to all our advices.” 
 
    “And if we don’t complete the 50 weeks?” asked Janet. Johnny was already counting money in his mind. 
 
    “Then you disappear.” Mattis spoke so conversationally, so nonchalantly, that it was obvious he felt nothing about the idea of killing somebody. 
 
    Both Johnny and Janet blinked at his relaxed manner. 
 
    Ishmail arrived with drinks. Johnny marveled at how he could actually use his hand to hold a glass. Janet took a big gulp. Mattis ignored his drink and just smiled a Cheshire grin. 
 
    “Well, would you like to be rich?” 
 
    “Can we talk about it?” Johnny asked. 
 
    “Go ahead.” 
 
    “By ourselves?” 
 
    “If you wish.” Mattis stood up and wandered away. He began talking to a woman standing on the lip of the stage and ignored Johnny and Janet. 
 
    Johnny swiveled his head towards Janet. “I am so fucking sorry. I should have trusted you. I really fucked up. I got us in this mess.” 
 
    Janet sniffed. 
 
    “But we now have a real problem. We’re going to have to do this.” 
 
    “No way! I’m not going to let a bunch of weirdos do sick things to me! Johnny, you haven’t seen what these people do! Not week after week, like I have.” 
 
    “I know. But we have no choice. If we don’t do it…they ‘disappear’ us.” 
 
    Janet was stopped by that. She had seen cruelty on the stage, and she had heard people talking. At the time she had been more concerned with drinks and the size of her tip jar. Now her complacence was coming back to bite her. 
 
    “Listen, I love you, and you love me, so what does it matter if we have to endure some unpleasant things?” 
 
    “Unpleasant? Johnny, do you realize that you have just been buttfucked?” 
 
    “I can take it.” Then he added the kicker, “If it saves your life.” 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” Janet looked down. She didn’t want to do this. She REALLY didn’t want to do this. She was a moral girl, she had gone to Sunday school when she was a child, she liked to help people, and now she was being asked to be a slave, to be degraded and treated like…like she didn’t know what. 
 
    “Janet? Baby? It’s this or we die!” 
 
    She found her head nodding. Up and down like a death knell. Her thoughts scattered in a buzz, yet focused in a fear so bright she could taste it. 
 
    Johnny called Mattis over. 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “We’ll do it.” 
 
    Mattis smiled wanly. He was a smiling man. “Then, if you are serious, simply go put your head back in the stocks.” 
 
    Johnny looked at Janet. He wanted to kiss her, to hold her, to reassure her that they would get through this, and that would have reassured him that they could get through this. 
 
    Instead, acting the man, he stood up. He was still naked, but the semen was dried off, or all done oozing from his butt. His pecker stood out like a tire iron, which was something unexpected. After having been anal-ized he expected to be limp. And this tickled at the underbelly of his ability to realize: did being degraded make him horny? 
 
    Still, horny or not, conflicted or not, he strode across the stage. 
 
    People in the audience stopped what they were doing and watched. Many of them were grinning, but in an almost evil way. 
 
    Johnny stepped up to the pillory and studied it. A simple construction of wood. A few bolts to keep it together. A latch that, once closed, would not open until somebody else opened it. 
 
    In one way, what Johnny did next was the hardest thing he had ever done, but it was also the easiest. He reached up and brought the top bar down. He slipped one hand in, and his head. then he moved his other hand into the second hole, and let the top bar close. 
 
    He heard the metal latch click shut. 
 
    Cheers! An abrupt celebration. And, in a way, Johnny felt this in the back of his mind, an acceptance. 
 
    Then he heard footsteps, and saw Mattiss’s and Janet’s feet come into view.  
 
    Mattis unhooked Janet’s bra, but didn’t take it off. He held the ends together and turned to the crowd. “Friends!” he roared in his stentorian voice, “What am I bid?” And he pulled off Janet’s bra and dropped it on the floor under Johnny. 
 
    Johnny stared at the bra. He recognized it. He had taken that bra off her many times and enjoyed her exquisite charms. Now he was staring at what had been a doorway to pleasure, a holder of bounties, a barrier to his lips and mouth, and knowing that , in a sense, he had just given her away. 
 
    Tears began to well in his eyes. 
 
    “Ten thousand!” 
 
    “Twenty thousand!” 
 
    Within a trice the bids were over a hundred thousand dollars. So much money, yet Janet stood with her head down, feeling like a slave on the block. Her head was down, her hair draggled over her face, and she was ashamed and blushing furiously. And her breasts, her breasts were large, and Mattis held one up for the crowd to see. 
 
    “Observe, the fruits of innocence!” 
 
    Over two hundred thousand. He stepped behind Janet, made her pull her shoulders back. He brushed her hair out of her face. He made her stand as if she was proud. 
 
    “My dear,” he whispered in her ear, “When you have what you have…flaunt it.” 
 
    She tried. In spite of the doom and dread descending on her, she tried to look proud. She succeeded in presenting a weak defiance, but that was all. The crowd, however, didn’t mind it; they loved it. 
 
    They knew this girl. She had poured them drinks and laughed at their jokes, and didn’t even object when they got a little too frisky when depositing bills in her bra. With this familiarity on her side, the crowd loved her, lusted for her, and combined with the spirit of the proceedings…three hundred thousand dollars. 
 
    Next to Janet Johnny grunted, but she avoided looking at him, even though her heart was breaking. 
 
    A big fellow with a hairy chest and a stubby cock was stuffing his meat into Johnny’s rear. His eyes were rolled back and he chugged away like a choo choo. 
 
    Four hundred thousand dollars. 
 
    Mattis raised a hand and the crowd quieted. “She’s a virgin!” 
 
    Even Janet was surprised by that, he was so obviously lying. The crowd loved being lied to, however. They cheered as if she really was, and yelled encouragement to him. 
 
    “Tell us!” Somebody screamed. 
 
    Mattis went into pitch mode. He raised his voice and said, “Maybe she’s not a complete virgin, but, I guarantee, she’s had only the smallest of cocks!” 
 
    Everybody laughed. 
 
    Mattis: “Yes?” 
 
    “YES!” was roared back at him. 
 
    Six hundred thousand dollars. 
 
    Johnny felt the cream shoot into his ass. It was warm, and he loved the way it made him feel. His ass just got so ooshy squooshy. 
 
    The chubby man backed out and another man took his place. 
 
    “SOLD! Seven hundred thousand dollars to the man with love in his heart and an iron rod in his pants!” 
 
    Mattis whispered to Janet, “You brought in more than Johnny. You are truly a delicious treat, my dear.” 
 
    A tall man, his cock already hanging out of his pants, came to the stage. He jumped out, his dick flopping. It was hard and long, longer than Johnny’s, but not as thick. He took Janet’s hand and led her back into the darkness of the stage. 
 
    Johnny saw her legs move past, out of his sight, and he mourned, as best he could. He was actually preoccupied with the grunting, shoving pecker deeply embedded in him. 
 
    And, a squirt. A thick stream of hot white. He moved his ass. Odd, he wasn’t sure how he should move to make the best of a situation, but his wiggle was appreciated. A big hand slapped his buttocks and the man moved away to make room for another. 
 
    In Johnny;’s mind: Fifty million dollars! 
 
    Suddenly, as if he had heard Johnny’s thought, Mattis squatted next to him. He had a large vase in his hands. It was light green, dirty, probably just a stage prop, and Johnny stared at it. 
 
    “Just a taste, Johnny Come Lately. A token, to let you know how serious we are. It will fill, and I will put it aside for you, for the end of a year.” 
 
    Then Mattis stood up and walked away. Johnny heard him bantering with people as he faded in the distance and was absorbed by the crowd. 
 
    And he watched the vase. 
 
    Somebody came up and tossed a penny in it. There were a lot of laughs, and people jeered, and the donater insulted back, and then he put a hundred dollar bill in the vase. 
 
    Johnny stared at the vase, at the bill. Crumpled up and not very clean. A hundred dollars. 
 
    The man in his ass groaned and deposited another load into Johnny’s rectum. Johnny felt the scum oozing down his thigh. He looked at…three hundred dollar bills. Four. Five. Several fifties in a wad. More hundreds. Nothing less than a fifty. 
 
    Another man positioned himself between Johnny’s legs. Another prick surged forward into his depths. He grunted. He was getting used pretty hard now, but he tried to hang on to the pleasurable parts of being gang raped. 
 
    Except, he had stepped into this himself. He wasn’t being raped, just used. For their pleasure For his pleasure, if he could find it. 
 
    More hundreds. 
 
    People yelling and drinking and losing clothes in the big room. 
 
    A woman cams and sat down next to him. He couldn’t see her, but he could feel her. She grabbed his cock and started stroking. 
 
    Another man squirting, more bills. 
 
    He felt like squirting himself. The woman’s hands were talented, but she stopped when he was close. She stopped, and giggled, and waited…then she stroked again. 
 
    And suddenly, horny, filled with cum, desperate to cum himself, Johnny had a thought: Janet? 
 
     
 
    The man led Janet into the semi-darkness of the stage. He was fondling his prick as he strode through the darkness, and he moved so fast he was almost dragging her. 
 
    “Here’re some rugs. Better than the floor, eh?” And that was the end of his foreplay. 
 
    He kicked a small roll of rug so that it unfurled. He laid her down, pulled off her thong, and stuck his cock in her. 
 
    Janet gasped. She had not had many men, and the ones she had had had been gentle, caring. This man, for his expensive clothes and the claim that he was richer than ‘God’s Savings Bonds,’ was crude, impatient, and harsh. 
 
    “Oh, yeah!” he grunted, pushing hard. His dick slid up high and fast, filled her up, and it was so different than Johnny’s or any other man’s she had ever had. 
 
    But, then, every cock is different, if one has the sensitivity to accurately estimate the depth of the plunge, the heat of the walls, the smack of the balls on the ass. 
 
    He ravaged her then, and she had a thought of poor Johnny, putting up with dicks assaulting him. Poor Johnny, who had never felt a man’s cock, let alone up his ass. 
 
    “Better move a little, bitch,” and the man slapped her tits. 
 
    Janet lurched up, placed one arm over her tits. 
 
    “Yeah, that’s it!” 
 
    That was the moment that Janet realized she was in for the ride of her life. This man, this pencil-dicked man, was inadequate, and he knew it, so he made up for it with bravado and cruelty. 
 
    “Fuck me back, bitch!” he moaned, slamming into her, bouncing her ass off the rugs. 
 
    “Fuck you!” snarled Janet, feeling the reality of the emotion. She hadn’t wanted to be fucked. She didn’t want to be in this mess, and the anger suddenly spurted out. 
 
    “HAH! I knew I had you pegged right.” 
 
    “You? With your skinny dick!” She grabbed hair on his chest and pulled. 
 
    “OWWW!” he howled. One hand went to his chest, but in the darkness, though he had felt pain, because he had felt pain, the man grinned. His teeth were a slice of sword in the dimness of the back stage. 
 
    “That’s it, bitch!” He picked her up then, turned her over, and she scrambled to get he hands and knees under her. 
 
    He slapped her ass and made a ‘yippee!’ sound and plowed into her. 
 
    The position was unfamiliar to Janet. Johnny hand her had done doggy style, but never with this ruthlessness, this savagery. 
 
    “You fucking asshole!” screamed Janet. 
 
    “Fuck your asshole!” He pulled out, and he was slippery and slimy from her juices, and he shoved it up her poop chute. 
 
    Janet gave way. The violence pushed her down, his weight body slammed her, his dick belly flopped her. 
 
    She grunted, lost her breath, and tried to figure out what to do. But she didn’t have to do anything. He did it all. He had her flattened out, at his mercy, and he sank his weight straight down into her rump. 
 
    She had never taken it up the asshole, and to be taken in this violent fashion, it was more than she could stand. She screamed. Her scream was heard in the big room, but, except for a few glances, nobody cared. 
 
    And he kept shoving into her, bruising her, making her orifice bigger and more gaping. 
 
    Now anger was gone from Janet. Now she felt the truth of the sad condition of being totally under the thumb, or the cock, of somebody else. 
 
    She lay there, unable to move, tears streaming from her eyes. 
 
    Then, suddenly, the man backed off. He pulled out, and he grabbed her and spun her around.  
 
    “Sit up,” he snarled. 
 
    Janet sat, in the dim light her mascara was trickling down her cheeks. She was dusty on the front of her body from the rug.  
 
    He stood in front of her and presented his cock. 
 
    It stuck into her face, long and hard, with bits of brown on it. 
 
    “Clean it off. Suck it.” 
 
    He grabbed her head and pulled it forward. She forced herself to open her mouth, and she felt the sickening taste of her own feces as she cleaned him off. 
 
    “Oh, yeah. “Now we’re fucking.” 
 
    But Janet didn’t think so. They weren’t fucking, they were brutalizing, they were degrading, and Janet suddenly realized some of what Mattis had told them. And she finally had a vision, a true vision, of what waited for her and Johnny for the next year. 
 
    She had seen Johnny being fucked, and her heart had broken. Now, being so cruelly use herself, her heart was more than broken. It was shattered. Destroyed. Rendered obsolete. 
 
    And the man came. He held the sides of her head and lurched and throbbed and…pumped. 
 
    She felt his slime course down her throat, and she gagged, but he wouldn’t let her go. He just kept spewing his seed into her. 
 
      
 
    End of the night. Johnny stood up next to the small table. He didn’t feel like sitting. 
 
    Janet sat and held to the table with her hands. Her head was down, she was crying. 
 
    Mattis watched patiently. “The first time is always the most difficult,” he observed. “Don’t worry. It will get better. It will even get sublime. But you’ll have to earn it.” 
 
    “Earn this…this degradation?” Janet stared at him. Her eyes were thousand yard eyes. She had been in the worst kind of combat a woman could be in. 
 
    “I’m sorry,” said Johnny. 
 
    Mattis chuckled. Then, “It will help if you hug each other.” 
 
    They blinked and looked at him. In a way, it was the thing they desired least. They were tired of human contact. Yet, in a way, it was the thing that would benefit them the most. The comfort of love, the feel of some one who actually cared. 
 
    Janet stood up. She moved slowly, hesitantly. 
 
    Johnny moved forward slowly. He, too was timid. They were almost afraid of touching each other. They had been sacrificed to the Gods of filth, and they felt filthy, and yet…now started, they couldn’t stop themselves. And then they were hugging, holding, trying to get closer than flesh would allow. And they cried, and sobbed, and felt each other sobbing and shuddering and shaking. 
 
    Mattis watched approvingly. After a long couple of minutes, minutes in which they couldn’t stop themselves from purging themselves of the dirt that had been done to them, Mattis spoke: “It will be a long year. Sometimes you will be apart. Sometimes you will see each other. you won’t be allowed to fuck each other. Things will be done to you, and you will do things you never imagined. But, in the end, you will have each other. If you survive. If your spirits can endure and hold to the truths within you. 
 
    Johnny and Janet stared at the older man. 
 
    Then Janet asked, in a low voice, “Why do you do this? Why do you hurt people and…and treat them this way?” 
 
    Mattis regarded her with amusement. “My dear, the time between birth and death, it is yours to do with as you wish. How can you ask?” 
 
    “But I do ask! To hurt people. To treat them with such contempt. It is..it is…” words failed her. 
 
    Mattis was openly grinning now. He said, “Janet, Johnny come Lately, I used to ask myself that very question, way back when I was but a tadpole. And I finally figured out the answer.” 
 
    they watched him. 
 
    “I do what I do because it is fun. If you can live a life where you can transmute pleasure into pain, where you can find pleasures from sources others deem irredeemable, then you have found paradise on earth. Of course, I don’t expect you to believe me.” 
 
    They waited. He wasn’t done. 
 
    “I expect you to find out for yourselves.” 
 
    It wasn’t much of a sop, and all they could was stand and stare at Mattis. 
 
    “Well, then, fun and games are over for the night. You’ll be coming home with me for a week. Are you ready?” 
 
    They weren’t, but they had to be, so they both nodded, and Mattis led them out of the warehouse. 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    A Note from the Author! 
 
      
 
    I hope you liked my little tale of Johnny and Janet. 
 
    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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    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.

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
    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 
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
    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 
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
      
 
    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 
 
    ‘A Man Caught’ 
 
    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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