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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 second book, ‘The Lactating Woman,’ tells of what befalls Johnny and Janet in the home of the devil…a man known only as ‘Mattiss.’ 
 
    

  

  
   
 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART THREE 
 
      
 
    “I shot a man once.” 
 
    The Rolls Royce was rolled smoothly over the pavement. Rocks were absorbed by the tires, potholes by the suspension, and absolute silence, except for the tick of the dash clock, was the word of the day. 
 
    Mattis was relaxed as he drove, at home with the engineering, one with the machine. He was a slender man, but whip strong. He had a slightly curved nose, an Errol Flynn mustache, and his eyes were set a bit too close. They were predatory. 
 
    Janet sat in the front seat. She was wearing nothing. Her creamy skin was bruised, her hair was wild and wouldn’t respond to the simple combing of her fingers. She was a stunningly beautiful woman with dark hair, lips that were plump, but now were bruised and swollen. Too much kissing, hard kissing. Savage kissing, kissing meant to satisfy the kisser, and the hell with the kissee. 
 
    Johnny was in the back seat. He slept the sleep of the dead, and at one point in the evening, he had wished he were dead. The endless number of large cocks assaulting his most private part, he slept, a puddle of exhausted sexuality. 
 
    “I meant to shoot him. Truth is, I meant to kill him. I had killed before, in the war, you know.” 
 
    Janet didn’t know, but talk of shooting and killing unnerved her. She felt so vulnerable. She had been made love to by a dozen men, and a half a dozen women, and while she faired better than poor Johnny, she was lost in the misery of trying to deal with what was happening to her. 
 
    “But this was meant to be a cold blooded killing. Could I kill somebody without remorse? Without the benefit of the heat of battle. Could I simply execute somebody, commit the moral outrage, and go on with my life as if nothing had happened?” 
 
    Janet watched the trees passing the car. The ride was so smooth it was if they were stationary and the trees were moving. Every once in a while they would pass through a wisp of fog, cutting through the swirling mist like it was an insubstantial marble cake. She thought about all the men that had taken her. Penetrated her. They had even taken her rectum. One man had laughed while he placed a thumb in her ass and two fingers in her cunt. He had half lifted her, causing pain. Not too much pain, these people seemed to know how much was too much, and how much was too little. And the pain had excited him, made him erect, and then he had filled her. 
 
    Was he so jaded he needed pain to function? Or was he just psychopathic, loving pain because he could? 
 
    “Anyway. The man I chose to shoot looked at me. He was lying on his side, sort of fetal, and he was tightly bound. And I knew I could do it. I could pull the trigger of the gun, it was a Desert Eagle and would have left nothing but ribbons of blood and tatters of flesh, but…but something held me back.” 
 
    Johnny moaned in the back seat, a deep guttural sound, primordial, a cry for help, or maybe just understanding as to why the world had turned upside down and left him in such sad condition. 
 
    Janet risked motion, was spurred to turn and peek over the seat. Johnny’s eyes were clenched. Now who would sleep with their eyes clenched as tight as knuckle whitened fists? 
 
    “I realized, then what it was. Expediency. It wasn’t that I had morals…I was just too efficient to waste him, and a bit of myself. Isn’t it odd to think of one’s soul in terms of expediency?” 
 
    Janet looked at him. His sharp face lit by the dash lights. The way he held the wheel with one hand and guided them through the forest, through the wilds, with one desultory hand. 
 
    “Since that time I always think in terms of expediency. When we had poor Johnny Come Lately in the pillory—imagine my surprise…and delight—I first thought of slitting his throat. The way we used to hang pigs in The Philippines. One slice and watch the blood drip into a pail. But expediency held my hand. 
 
    “Who was this who had searched me out, had come to my door, had offered themselves to me? Was it expedient to simply gut him? Or was he there for a reason. Do you think there is a reason for life, my dear?” 
 
    Janet was frozen. She had risked motion, and now he was talking to her. She was the mouse, bruised and trapped and waiting for the scythe of the claws, and here they came.  
 
    “Speak up now. You’re safe with me, except for the pleasure.” He laughed. “Have you ever had pleasure so intense it hurt?” He glanced at her, took his eyes off the ribbon of road and took her in with those eyes that held…amusement? “Do you think there is a reason for life?” 
 
    Janet turned her head, it was like a slow motion ratchet. “I used to.” 
 
    “Used to?? Did you become disillusioned? Do you believe we are all billiard balls, waiting to collide into each other? Nothing but the impact of hard sex, or the fall into a loose pussy?” 
 
    “I…I don’t…” 
 
    “Ah, here we are. We can continue this conversation later, my dear. Poor Johnny needs a bit of sleep. Maybe even a stitch or two on his poor asshole. So you shall entertain me tonight.” 
 
    They had come to a small gravel lane and Mattis turned onto it. The Rolls passed within inches of thick brush for maybe ten seconds, then came to a large iron gate. To the sides of the gate ten foot walls made of stone stretched. The gate swung back, Mattis timed it perfectly and slipped the big car between the iron and the stone with scant inches to spare. 
 
    They rolled down a long curving drive. Ahead of them was a large mansion. It was four stories high with tall windows evenly spaced. Two chimneys for two hearths. Curved tiles on the roof. In the darkness it appeared to be earthy toned in color. A man dashed out from the house as the Rolls rounded a small horseshoe and came to a stop. 
 
    “Sir,” the foot man said. He was naked, except for something shiny in his crotch. Janet stared across the seat, over Mattis lap, and tried to figure out what the thing was. 
 
    “Good evening, Renfrew. All quiet on the western front?” 
 
    “The children are nestled.” 
 
    “Clement Moore. Nice try. Johnny Come Lately is in the back. Have Morris attend to him, then place him in a dungeon. Oh, give him a blanket. He’s newbie.” 
 
    “Very good, sir.” 
 
    Mattiss was standing next to the car now. He stretched, reaching his hands up and swayed back and forth like a tree in the wind, then he turned and looked at Janet, still huddled on the passenger seat. “Come, my dear. The night is young.” 
 
    Janet opened the door gingerly, then stepped out. 
 
    It was nippy, and she shivered, and her nipples stood up. She was standing on gravel and she wore no shoes. Indeed, she had nothing on, not a stitch, not a sock. She was naked and possessed as much as a new born baby does when he enters the world. She turned and watched as Renfrew opened the rear door, woke Johnny, and helped him out of the car. 
 
    “What…where are we?” Johnny looked around blearily. He saw Janet on the other side of the car. “Janet?” 
 
    “Come along, sir,” murmured Renfrew, getting under Johnny’s arm and guiding him across the gravel. 
 
    “Janet? I need to talk to Janet!” 
 
    But Renfrew was strong, and Johnny was weakened, and the servant helped him across the drive towards, past Janet, and towards the front door. He limped, and his penis, abused but never let to cum, stuck out in front of him. 
 
    “It’s okay, Johnny!” Janet called. Then, softer, she whispered, “It’s all right.” 
 
    “Yes, it is.” Mattis was standing next to her. 
 
    She looked up at him. He was regarding her with a slice of amused smile. Arrogant, sure of himself, in charge. 
 
    “And now, if you don’t mind, I shall do something that I love to do, but have so little opportunity.” 
 
    “Wha—“ 
 
    He bent into her in a kind of a squat and threw his arms around her waist and picked her up. Fireman’s carry. She yelped at the suddenness of it, and she even struck his back a couple of times with her fists. But she was helpless. He was strong, he had moved quickly, and now her breasts hung down his back, feeling the smooth cut of his jacket. Her hair straggle over her eyes. She felt sick inside, yet there was nothing to do for it. 
 
    Mattis strode across the gravel, his expensive, Italian loafers making crunching sounds. He said: “You may struggle a little, if you wish, but let me tell you what I like. Or, rather, what I don’t like.  
 
    “If you struggle too much I have to work too hard. I become impatient. I become irritated. That is the point at which I become less than expedient. And make no mistake, my dear, though I didn’t shoot that man, I did cut his ear off, and I do have a mean streak in me. 
 
    “And if you struggle too little there is no work, and I become bored. I often wonder which is worse, my temperament when I am irritated, or my state of mind when I am bored. Let’s not decide the issue.” 
 
    He stepped up a short couple of steps, which jounced Janet, and her midriff was dug into by his bony shoulder. She was having a hard time breathing, and this didn’t help. 
 
    It was warm inside the mansion, and a naked woman was scurrying in front of them, turning on lights, looking back at them as if to divine which way the master would trod. 
 
    The master decided to go up stairs. He ran up the stairs, Janet bouncing on him. She tried to breath, slapped at his back in protest, then they were walking down a long hallway. 
 
    Janet lay on his shoulder, hunching and trying to breath, and the hallway unfolded as if she was a rear view mirror. The rich rug grew behind them. Tables held vases with fresh cut flowers came into view. They passed doors, between which were oil paintings. Most themes on the paintings were of nakedness and debauchery. 
 
    Suddenly, Mattiss stopped and turned to a wall. 
 
    “Hello, my dear,” he stepped forward close to the wall and made a kissing sound. 
 
    Janet was confused. What was he doing. 
 
    He backed up a step, and continued his passage down the hallway. Janet saw a painting on the wall. It was of a naked woman, her legs spread and showing her junction. The pussy was mouth high, and Janet realized that was what Mattiss had kissed. 
 
    “That was my wife. Dora. She passed many years ago, but I still miss her irreverence, her way of dismissing the world even while embracing it. 
 
    He turned into a bedroom. A VERY large bedroom. 
 
    A wall with whips and dildos on it. Weird looking devices thrown in a corner. A table with projections for the arms and legs, and straps at the ends of the projections. He threw her on the bed. 
 
    Just leaned forward and flung her. She couldn’t help but scream, and then she bounced on her back. 
 
    Mattis left her there for a moment. He walked to a stereo set up sitting on a long chest of drawers. 
 
    “I love Pink Floyd.”  
 
    She couldn’t see past him, but it was obvious he was turning on music. Suddenly the sounds of ‘The Division Bell’ filled the room.The first cut, ‘Cluster One.’  
 
    Janet was on her elbows now, watching Mattiss, wondering what new cruelty he was going to impose on her. 
 
    He turned to her, ever present smile slanted on his smug face. “Shower is over there,” he pointed to a far door. “Then you may sleep. Would you like some food sent…yes, I will just have a tray sent up, and you may eat it or not, if you wish to sleep I understand.” 
 
    “What…what is going to happen?” 
 
    He came to her then. He stroked her bare leg. His eyes filled with lasciviousness desires. He said, “What do you think is going to happen?” 
 
    “You are going to fuck me?” she said it rudely, showing a bit of defiance, but only a bit. She was committed to this terrible bargain. 
 
    He chuckled. “Oh, yes, I will. And sometimes it is wonderfully awful to fuck somebody when they are tired, exhausted, helpless, and have already been abused past the point of…their expectations. 
 
    “But I have great plans for you. Your entry into this journey will be pleasant, though I dare say the rest of the journey may not be. 
 
    “So, no, my dear, I am not going to fulfill your fantasies of rape.” 
 
    Her mouth opened. Her fantasies? How could he… 
 
    He held up a palm, continued stroking her bare thigh. Familiarity had lessened her desire to kick free of his touch. “Yes, your fantasies. You knew not what to expect, and you generated the thought. Oh, I know, considering the situation and this room and it is only appropriate that you have a rape fantasy. But…it is still your fantasy. 
 
    “I do not have a fantasy, I have a future. And, yes, my future includes plunging my delightful and over-sized cock to the hilt inside your wonderful pleasure palace. 
 
    “But, though it is sometimes fun to spring surprises upon visitors, you are not just a temporal visitor, spending a night of debauchery for fun and profit. You are a plan, a scheme in the Gods’ eyes. And I would educate you, allow you a bit of breathing space so that you may be apprised, and properly appreciate what is to happen to you. 
 
    “But, don’t get me wrong. After a few hours I will come to you, and I will have you. And you will be in a better frame of mind, a more accepting frame of mind. Rape will become lust, torture will become tickles, and you will begin to ponder whether God has a plan for you. 
 
    If I was just to foist myself on you, then you would never entertain thoughts of God. You would become a victim, bemoaning your fate, wondering why life has done this to you. 
 
    “No, my dear, if you wish to survive, you must not become a victim. You must become a victor, and I will help you. Aren’t you glad that I am helping you?” 
 
    The expression on Janet’s face was a delightful shift of expectations. No hope, wonderment, surprise, even curiosity. All of which bolstered Mattiss’s arguments. 
 
    “Now then, do what you wish, though I wouldn’t suggest masturbation,” he laughed outright, so delighted with himself, “and sometime in the night I shall sneak into you with my dripping cock.” 
 
    He turned and started to leave the room, then stopped and turned back to her. Oddly, this was the first time she had a chance to actually observe him in motion. Always before he had been in the midst of a crowd, or sitting, or driving, or her on his shoulder so she couldn’t see. She was surprised at how lithe and graceful he was. 
 
    He reminded her of Fred Astaire. 
 
    “One thing, just to let you know, I never cum. If you can make me cum I will add one million dollars to your, uh…eventual fee?” he raised his eyebrows. “Is that a good way to state it?” 
 
    “You don’t cum?” 
 
    “Oh, heavens no. One squirt and done? Not for this little lad. I’m in it for the long haul.” 
 
    Chuckling, he turned and did leave the room. 
 
    Janet sat on the bed for a long minute. She stared around the room, taking in the instruments of pleasure. Butt plugs, weird shaped dildos, whips. 
 
    And the table, the straps dangling off the extensions, looking so used it was burnished in spots. 
 
    A man, Renfrew, entered the room. He moved quickly and set up a tray with a plate on it. The plate had strips of cold beef, slices of watermelon. A cube of cheese. A round glass of apple juice. 
 
    She stared at his groin. 
 
    He looked at her, noticed, and when she realized she was caught and looked at him. 
 
    “It’s a chastity device. I am not allowed sexual pleasure. Except for my asshole, of course.” 
 
    Janet was soothed by his non committal way of speaking. He had no dog in the race, and she actually felt compelled to speak, to have human contact. 
 
    “Do you live here?” 
 
    “I am Master Mattiss’s property.” It was an oblique answer, saying everything, and saying nothing.” 
 
    “Will there be anything else?” 
 
    “No…yes. “What do you…are you always naked?” 
 
    Master has a distaste for clothes. Except for fine lingerie, or articles of bondage, or…” he motioned towards his crotch with one gentle hand. 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    He smiled at her, his eyes asking how he could be of service, and when there was no response he turned and left the room. 
 
    Janet stared at the food. It was cold, not much smell, but the sight of it was delicious. Man does not live by smell alone. Then she noticed the note with a red pill on it. 
 
    She picked the pill up and looked at the paper. Neat cursive stated: 
 
      
 
    There is no choice, for you have already made your choice.  
 
    Now you must figure out what your choice means. 
 
    Take the red pill. 
 
      
 
    Mattiss 
 
    Janet picked up the red pill. She held it in her thumb and forefinger and turned it. 
 
    Round. No edges. No letters indicating what it was or its origin. 
 
    She put the pill down. 
 
    She picked up a thin slice of beef and put it to her mouth. Then she stopped and placed a hand over her mouth. Her lips were bruised. Yet she was hungry.  
 
    Gently, gingerly, she slid the meat past her lips and teeth. Then she chewed softly, used lots of saliva, and managed to swallow the meat. 
 
    It was delicious. But she expected no less of Mattis. He drove a Rolls. He had naked servants. He was a connoisseur of life, with all its joys and degradations, and he didn’t seem to prefer one end of the spectrum over the other. 
 
    She ate slowly then, and her mind was sort of blank, just accepting the feel of nourishment in her body, and always she stared at the red pill. 
 
    Red…an unpleasant truth in the Matrix. But what did it mean here? 
 
    She entertained thoughts of poison, an unpleasant way out of the terrible straits she was in. 
 
    But she knew it wasn’t poison. Mattiss was in it for ‘the long haul,’ after all. 
 
    Eating done, she stared at the pill. 
 
    He would know if she took it or not. 
 
    What would he do if she didn’t take it? 
 
    Scold her? Spank her? Shoot her? Laugh? 
 
    No, he wouldn’t laugh. He had depths, and those depths were scary. Whippings and beatings kind of scary. 
 
    Then, without thought, her mind made up in some manner she didn’t understand, she swallowed the pill.  
 
    A last gulp of apple juice. 
 
    She sat there then, and wondered what she had done. She entertained visions of an acid trip. But she didn’t think that was it. 
 
    No. Mattiss was more nefarious than that. Whatever was in the pill, it would be a rude slap in the face the likes of which she never imagined. Of this Janet was sure. 
 
    Then, thoughts of the pill and what it would do slowly meandering through her mind, Janet took a shower, and she was so tired she was almost sleeping under the hot spray. 
 
    Finally, hair wet and wrapped in a towel, she slid under the covers and slept. 
 
      
 
    Mattiss walked down the steps, as he had so many times before, and enjoyed the sight of the dungeons spreading out before him. 
 
    A large corridor behind an iron grate. On the sides of the room were individual cells. At the far end of the corridor was another door, and this door led to a St. Andrews Cross, serious whips and tongs and other tools of torture. And no windows, not even a spyhole, for the delightful sound of screams to seep from. 
 
    He walked down the corridor, his feet feeling the cobblestones. He was hungry, but he wanted to check on Johnny Come Lately. 
 
    He found Johnny in the third cell on the right. He was sleeping on a ledge. He was on a blanket, and covered by another. 
 
    Mattis walked over to him, looked down him. He could see that Johnny’s eyes were closed, but they were no longer flinching in sleep. Of course. Johnny was a hearty, young man. He would recover quickly, and be ready for more before he knew it. 
 
    Mattis leaned down then, brushed Johnny’s hair back, revealed the handsome but rugged features. He kissed Johnny lightly, on the temple, and Johnny muttered something indecipherable.  
 
    Mattis exited the dungeon and went to the kitchen. The maid was there, cleaning up after preparing a small plate for Janet. She was naked, had large tits, large breasts being a preference of Mattiss. Her buttocks were firm and round, quite delicious. 
 
    Then, some intuition, certainly no sound from Mattiss, the maid turned. 
 
    “Master,” she curtsied. “May I be of service?” 
 
    “Good evening, Mamie. I would like a bite to eat. And a table.” 
 
    “Of course, sir.” 
 
    She went to the refrigerator and took out a plate of the sliced beef that Janet had enjoyed. She quickly prepared a sandwich, the bread cut thin, lots of mayonnaise, just the way Mattiss liked it. 
 
    She placed handed the plate to Mattis, then turned and bent over. She placed her hands on a counter to help support herself. Her breasts hung down a foot, long, pointy missiles, and her back was perfectly flat. 
 
    Mattiss placed the plate on Mamie’s back. He unzipped, chastized himself for being too lazy to get fully undressed, and placed his erect penis at her back door. 
 
    “May I ask for a bit of mayonnaise? Master?” 
 
    Mattiss was in his own thoughts, what those thoughts were, exactly, he didn’t know, but her request actually surprised him. 
 
    “Oh, of course.” 
 
    The jar of mayonnaise was on the counter. Mamie managed to reach it without moving her back, and opened it. She placed her fingers in the jar and picked out a glob of white cream. She reached past her pendulous tits and slathered the cream into her hole. Both holes. One never knew what the Master preferred. 
 
    “Thank you, Master.” she screwed the lid back on the jar even as Mattis stuck his prick in her and did his own screwing. 
 
    “Unh!” she grunted. Mattiss was big, and his prick widened her rim, he had chosen her butthole. 
 
    He pulled back, and she felt the excruciating sensation of her nerves being rubbed the wrong way…the right way. The wrong way rightly. Or the right way wrongly. 
 
    “Do you believe in God? Or Gods? Mamie?” He took a small bite of the sandwich and chewed it thoughtfully. 
 
    “Certainly, sir.” 
 
    “Now, Mamie, there is a time to appease me, and there is a time to be heard.” 
 
    “Well, sir, I think there’s something. A power. A…larger spirit.” 
 
    “A larger spirit,” he mused, driving his prick into her depths. The analogy of searching in her crevice for God with his penis was not lost on him. “Not some old fellow with a long beard throwing lightening bolts on unsuspecting Democrats?” 
 
    Mamie giggled. 
 
    Mattiss felt her pussy walls jiggling against his cock when she laughed. 
 
    “Do that again.” 
 
    “Sir?” 
 
    “Laugh.” 
 
    “He he he!” 
 
    But it wasn’t real. For Mattiss, it had to be real. 
 
    Chewing on another bite, enjoying the taste of the beef, it must have been a happy cow, he reached down and tickled Mamie’s ribs. 
 
    Now she laughed. And now Mattiss felt her innards tickle the sides of his penis. 
 
    “Ah, yes.” 
 
    He tickled her some more, digging his fingers into her ribs. 
 
    “Ha! Ha! No, sir! Please!” She was shaking, trying to hold still. 
 
    “Don’t let my dinner fall, Mamie, or I shall whip you.” 
 
    “Yes, Master! No, Master! I won’t let it fall!” 
 
    But she was laughing hard now, and struggling to keep here back flat. 
 
    Mattis chuckled as he watched the plate teeter perilously close to the  edge of her back. He pushed his prick in, finding himself being compromised between fucking and tickling. 
 
    Finally, he stopped. Mamie was crying with laughter now, but she had held her position. 
 
    “Mamie?” 
 
    “Yes, sir?” 
 
    “Why can’t people tickle themselves?” He was almost through with the sandwich. He wouldn’t need another one. It wasn’t expedient to gorge oneself. 
 
    Suddenly Mamie started to shudder. 
 
    “Ahhh!” Mattiss exclaimed. “Excellent!” 
 
    “Oh…oh…please.” 
 
    Mattiss drew out of her. His shaft was gleaming with mayonnaise and her juices. She took a stutter step, reached behind herself and managed to snag the empty plate. She nearly collapsed as she unbent her body. Her muscles were trembling from being held in such a fixed position for so long. 
 
    Mattiss stood there for a long moment. Deep in thought. His cock throbbed. 
 
    Mamie placed the plate on the counter, then took a clean clothe from a drawer. She quickly damped it, then began cleaning Mattiss’s cock. She wiped his member clean, watching him carefully. Sometimes he liked to be stroked for a while, but this wasn’t one of those times. 
 
    Suddenly, he turned and left. 
 
    Mamie cleaned his plate off and turned off the light. As she walked through the house to her quarters she smiled. She liked it when the Master was happy. 
 
      
 
    It was the crack of dawn. The sun was climbing out of the horizon, winking a thin slice of orange light at the gloom. Mattiss stood in the doorway and watched Janet sleep. 
 
    She was a delight. And she was smart. And she had the most delicious tits. Mattiss knew that her pussy would be pure nirvana.  
 
    Light was creeping into the room. Time for good, little humanoids to wake up,  and that left him only a little more time to surprise her in her sleep. 
 
    Once it was light people didn’t sleep so deeply. They woke up and weren’t surprised, or even scared, often as not. But when it was dark, then the rapist became the monster hiding in the back of the cave, ready to jump out and rend, to enjoy. 
 
    He sighed. He knew this was going to be a good one. He was very glad he had managed to convince the members of the club to spare them. And to give them this wonderful opportunity…that was a blessing from the Gods. An expedient blessing. 
 
    Finally, he knew he had but minutes before her mind made that invisible shift. He walked forward, sans clothes, and his ever hard cock swayed and bobbed in time with his steps. 
 
    No. He didn’t like to cum. He liked to always be excited. To always be ready. 
 
    He pulled the covers off her. She mumbled something, her hand went for covers to pull back, but she didn’t stir. She was deep in sleep. VERY deep. 
 
    Well, no wonder. After being abused by a dozen men, staying up all night, she was ready. 
 
    Mattiss particularly loved fucking women who were still sleeping. He loved how he had to be soft and gentle, arrange them correctly, spreading their limbs in the most open manner. He loved how they mumbled, and drooled, and their faces frowned when he penetrated them. 
 
    He arranged Janet, moving her about, trying to emulate the way she would move if she was moving herself. 
 
    She moaned, experiencing some unpleasant thought, perhaps the dozen pricks erupting in her, then she was ready. Her arms and legs spread out, her body open and vulnerable. 
 
    Mattiss crawled between her legs. He kept contact to  a minimum. He placed his cock at the door to her pleasure. He watched her. 
 
    Truly beautiful. Her lips were plump, and he knew he would have to apply a ‘plumper’ solution to them to keep them that way. He wished they were redder, maybe some permanent make up. Then he quickly and smoothly inserted his penis. 
 
    If he took too long it was like he was fumbling, and the women always woke up. 
 
    If he jammed it in too quick, they awoke, and they were not always pleasant when they awoke. 
 
    He wanted to fuck her asleep for a long minute, maybe even have her sleep through it, but if she did awake, he wanted her to wake up as if to a wonder. Feel the warmth, feel the love, feel the cock vibrating within. 
 
    She slept. 
 
    He began to move, slowly, careful to touch her only with his cock. Fortunately, he was long enough. He was blessed with a long prick, a thick prick. 
 
    He moved back and forth, and she frowned, but only slightly. It was more like she was trying to figure things out, than objecting to what was happening. 
 
    Done right, the women never woke, but simply slipped into a sexual episode. 
 
    She slipped into that delightful state of mind, she began to groan and move her hips. She began to fuck him back, unconsciously, intuitively. 
 
    Mattiss felt joy within him. If there was a God, it was now. The expediency of motion required for this ultimate worship, it was the discipline, the catechism for meeting with God. 
 
    As long as he could hold himself back. 
 
    And therein was the secret of Mattiss. 
 
    Don’t cum. Don’t waste your seed. Don’t loose, and lose, your creativity. Instead, stay the excitement. hold it in, and a deeper union, a spiritual union, was possible 
 
    So Mattis fucked the sleeping Janet, and the day dawned, and when Mattiss finally withdrew, from Janet, and then from the room, he was charged with energy,  feeling a spiritual connection with the cosmos that normal humanoids could not imagine. 
 
    In a way, he was God. He was sublime, filled with sexual energy, ready to create the cosmos. 
 
    Of course, the feeling would fade, and therein was the conundrum. 
 
    He was in a body, and that was his limit, his barrier, his prison. The energy of the Gods would slowly fade away, and he would be left with the unhappy illusion that he was a human. 
 
    But for a while…for a while he strode the earth, a dick incarnate, a penis for the Gods, and that was why he never came. That was why he did what he did. That was why he kept slaves and abused people. Simply, they fed his energy. 
 
    And, in the expedient mind of Mattiss…was there anything else?” 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART FOUR 
 
      
 
    Janet had woken some time before Johnny. She hadn’t been abused like Johnny had. After all, she was used to having a cock in her pussy, and though it was a stretch, she could imagine how many cocks in her pussy would feel. 
 
    Johnny, however, was not used to having many cocks in his asshole. 
 
    But she was still tired, and she felt like she had been woken prematurely, that she should have slept for more hours. 
 
    What had woken her? 
 
    She rolled over. Her mouth hurt a little, the lips having been abused. Her pussy was tender, but nothing serious. 
 
    “Good morning, sweet Janet.” Janet sat up quickly, too quickly, her head gave a pound or two, then she breathed and calmed herself. 
 
    Mattiss was sitting in a chair. He had been texting into a large cell phone, but now he put the cell phone away and smiled at her. 
 
    That creepy smile. Smug, knowing, trying to belittle her with his arrogance. 
 
    A flood of memories went through Janet’s mind. The Rolls, bits of conversation, being shown to this room, and Mattiss saying…saying… “Did you fuck me?” 
 
    “Take a look,” he spoke indulgently. Obviously pleased with himself. 
 
    Janet couldn’t help it. She threw back the covers. Her pussy was swollen, and she could tell, she didn’t know how she could tell, she had been fucked. While she was asleep. A sick feeling came over her. A feeling of degradation. She felt like she was two inches tall. 
 
    Mattiss, smiling. 
 
    She croaked out, “How…how did you…why didn’t I wake up?” 
 
    “Because I am practiced, my dear. I move l like a ghost, and, let’s face it, your pussy liked it. Do you dream?” 
 
    “No…yes. I dreamed of something, but I don’t remember it.” 
 
    He nodded. “You will some day. As you come to accept yourself you will grow in spirit. You will become capable of the most amazing things. Tell me, do you think you are a human being?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Silly girl. human beings are short lived animals. They sleep through the night, and remain asleep even when they are awake. Do you enjoy that existence?” 
 
    “Something about his grammar confused her, and she decided not to answer.” 
 
    “Ah, I see that I have exceeded your capacity for profundity. Come, let’s away. I have joyous torments to sway you with.” 
 
    He stood up and walked to the door. He didn’t even look at her, just threw back over his shoulder, “Keep up now. Don’t want to send the dogs after you.” 
 
    Janet slid out from under the covers. She felt so vulnerable, her breasts swaying, her pussy exposed, but she knew she had to keep up with the larger man. She followed him down the hall, rushing until she was but three feet behind him, then quick walking to keep up with his gait. 
 
    He led her down the hallway, then up some stairs. All the way up, and the stairs opened up on a small terrace on the roof. In the center of the terrace was a saw horse sort of thing. It was wider than a saw horse, and a weird machine sat atop it. There were a couple of platforms, one on each side of the saw horse thing, for her feet to stand on. The machine was a couple of feet long, round like a half circle, and a dildo stuck out of the top. The dildo wasn’t overly large, and around the dildo was a pad of nubs. 
 
    “This is a Sybian. Have you ever…” he looked at her. “But, no. You haven’t. Come, sit down.” 
 
    Janet blinked and stared at the machine. A dildo. With a built in vibration, and up and down, and…and whatever else Mattiss’s sick mind could conjure. 
 
    “Come now, we don’t have all day.” 
 
    Janet stepped on the foot platforms and straddled the device. She could feel the tip of the dildo press into her cunt. 
 
    “Wait…” 
 
    Janet looked at him, and Mattiss sprayed liquid on her pussy with a little squeeze bottle. “This is lubricant. Best money can buy. It will keep you moist for a long time. Of course, within a short time your own juices will keep you moist.” He chuckled as if at a private joke. 
 
    “Now, sit.” 
 
    Janet lowered herself, and her pussy ate the plastic penis until she was solidly pressed onto the saddle. 
 
    “Wiggle a little bit, use your hands. You want to be comfortable. Make sure your skin isn’t folded under, or otherwise uncomfortable.” 
 
    Janet used her hands and moved around on the tool. Everything felt right. At least, as right as it could feel, with six inches of hard tool pressed into her cunt. 
 
    She had used a dildo before. Johnny and her liked using vibrators, but this was different. Now she was impaled. And Mattiss fastened a belt around her. “This will keep you from falling off.” 
 
    Then he picked up a little, black box with several buttons on it. 
 
    He pressed one, smiled, and the platforms her feet were on began to lower.  
 
    Janet started to panic. All her weight was on her pussy now. She felt like somebody was pressing her pussy down on the machine, and the tool inside her felt bigger than ever. 
 
    “All right, my dear, are you ready for limitless orgasms?” 
 
    “Hunh?” Just the feeling of being pressed on her vagina was making her light-headed. It was difficult to think. 
 
    “I am going to leave you here for, oh, say an hour. In that time the machine will take you to heaven, and back again, and again and again, until you actually don’t want to orgasm any more. Yet every orgasm, and there will be many, will scour your soul and make you pure. When you are done you will be as if baptized by the Lord himself, but instead of sinking into water, you will sink into your own sex. You will float upon your desires. You will explore heaven and hell. And you will love it, and you will hate it.” 
 
    She stared at him. 
 
    “Though, I dare say, when you start to hate it, you must learn to reverse your thinking. You must not fight the device, fight your own desires, your own nature. You must accept the orgasm, you must become the orgasm. Can you do this?” 
 
    “I…I…” 
 
    “Can you do it? This is your salvation I am offering. Can you do it?” 
 
    She could see that Mattiss was intent on securing an answer from her, and that the answer should be in the affirmative. 
 
    “Yes,” she blurted suddenly. 
 
    He stepped back and smiled. “I will have the loudspeakers on, but I suggest you try to hold your tongue. Keep all speech inside until you can’t keep it in any longer. That is the best way.”  
 
    He pressed a button on the box and a small vibration began inside of Janet’s pussy. It was small but insistent, like drops in a Chinese water torture.  
 
    He pressed another button and the cock began to go up and down. 
 
    Janet groaned. 
 
    Mattiss grinned and placed the black box on a chair, out of her reach. 
 
    “I shall see you in an hour, sweet Janet. Say hello to the Gods for me.” 
 
    He walked back to the door to the stairway. 
 
    Janet was left alone. Nothing but the firm and never ending vibration tickling her ‘gina. 
 
    The sun beat down, warm and friendly, and she was high enough on the house that no insects would bother her. 
 
    Her breasts began to tingle. It was her pussy sending messages to the rest of her body. Get hot, body. Get ready. Time for a little fun. 
 
    Janet moaned. Already her pussy was hot, feeling like the vibration was much more than it was. 
 
    And the cock kept going up and down, pressing into her flesh, no way to get off it. And the weirdism spun through her mind. The only way to get off is to get off! 
 
    She moaned and lifted her hands to her tits. She pulled her nipples, and her nipples felt swollen, puffy. And she thought that they felt this way simply because she was horny. She didn’t even think of the pill she had taken the night previous. 
 
     
 
    Johnny’s eyes opened. He didn’t know where he was. He had memories of being helped to walk, but everything was stilted, slanted, out of kilter. 
 
    He remembered last night. He remembered being locked in the stocks and being used. Again and again. 
 
    And he remembered a vase filled with money. Lots of money. 
 
    For a second, he smiled. He didn’t know if his butt hurt, but the money, that was a warm, fuzzy feeling. 
 
    “Good morning, Johnny Come Lately.” 
 
    Jonny started to move then. He was slow and sluggish, and his ass, while it didn’t exactly hurt, felt tender. He managed to roll over, the blanket fell off him, and he began to sit up, and stopped. 
 
    Something was in his crotch. There was some kind of obstruction in his groin. He looked down, and panic licked at him, and he was couched in wonderment. 
 
    He was wearing a plastic tube on his dick. A ring around his balls and shaft kept it in place. A padlock kept everything from being removed. He stared downward, then reached a hand into his groin and felt it. 
 
    Soft material, some kind of hospital grade latex, thick, malleable, but not sufficient for his cock to grow. And his grow did start to grow. 
 
    Actually, it should have grown before, morning wood, but it hadn’t, and now it was, and he felt the start of unpleasantness as his cock filled the tube. 
 
    Not pain, not exactly, but unpleasant restriction. His cock being strangled. His balls tightening up against the ring. 
 
    He looked up at Mattiss. 
 
    He was in a cell, a dungeon cell, black, iron bars, old concrete and bricks. Rings in the walls to chain people to. He was sitting on a ledge. Mattiss was leaning a shoulder against the jamb of the bars. the door was open, and he was smiling that weird, smug, tight lipped smile of his. He was naked, and Johnny took note of the erect penis jutting out. It was large, hard looking, and the purple head dripped pre-cum. 
 
    “What is this?” 
 
    “It’s called a chastity device. Or tube. Or whatever,” He turned a palm over dismissively. “It is designed to keep your over active cock under control. My control.” 
 
    “Why?” 
 
    “Slaves are not allow unauthorized erections, and certainly not sex. Well, normal sex. You’ve still got your asshole. By the way, how is your asshole feeling?” 
 
    “It’s…tender.” 
 
    Mattiss nodded. “Excellent. I was a little worried. You took quite a bit of cock last night. But you’re a hardy lad, Johnny Come Lately. You please me.” 
 
    They stared at each other then. Johnny was hungry, but he was more confused than hungry, and he wanted to know where Janet was. 
 
    He finally broke, “Where’s Janet.” 
 
    “She’s upstairs. Probably waking up right about now. I fucked her while she was asleep. I’ve got big plans for that girl, Johnny Come Lately. But, then, I’ve got big plans for you.” 
 
    “What kind of plans?” Johnny didn’t admit that his heart was hurting him, that the crass talk of fucking his girlfriend had effectively speared him through the heart. 
 
    “Oh, this and that. Come. Let’s have breakfast. It’s a wonderful day. I would like to get you fed, then return you to the dungeons for a while. Got to fuck Janet some more.” 
 
    Mattiss watched the younger man, gauging his reactions. 
 
    “Please. I don’t want to hear this.” 
 
    Mattiss sighed. It was a happy sigh. He entered the cell, came and sat next to Johnny. It was not cold, but Johnny could feel the heat of the man. 
 
    Mattis put his arms around Johnny’s shoulders. He spoke confidently. “Johnny Come Lately. You are here to learn. To become an educated man.” 
 
    “In the ways of abuse and degradation.” 
 
    “Among other things,” agreed Mattiss. “And the first thing you must learn is this: when something hurts, embrace it.” 
 
    Johnny didn’t say anything. 
 
    “If you fight it, it hurts more, you prolong the pain, let it sink deeper into you. 
 
    “If you embrace it, force yourself to see it, then you can enjoy it. Does that sound funny, Johnny Come Lately? To enjoy what you don’t like?” 
 
    “Yeah.” 
 
    “But it is the truth. Listen, whatever has been done to Janet, whatever I have done, it is already done. Is you getting all emotional and distraught going to make it better?” 
 
    Johnny frowned. He didn’t like even this conversation. But, according to Mattiss, he had to enjoy it. 
 
    “Besides, it is all your choice.” 
 
    “Getting buttfucked is my choice?” 
 
    “Did somebody else sneak into our celebration? Lock himself in a pillory and present his ass for our pleasure?” 
 
    Johnny didn’t say anything. Sure, Mattiss was right, in a way, but it was all wrong. 
 
    “Now don’t go moralizing on me about right and wrong, Johnny Come Lately. I’m right, and that’s all there is to it. Say, would you like to hear a joke?” 
 
    “A joke?” 
 
    “I’m so glad you asked!” Mattiss was already chortling. “It goes like this:  
 
      
 
    ‘Hit me and I’ll hurt,’ said the masochist to the sadist. 
 
      
 
    Johnny turned his head and regarded Mattis. 
 
    “Are you ready for the punch line?” 
 
    “I guess.” 
 
    Hardly able to speak for his burbling laughter, Mattiss said: 
 
      
 
    ‘No,’ said the sadist to the masochist. 
 
      
 
    Mattiss broke out in gales of laughter. He laughed so hard he nearly choked. 
 
    Johnny didn’t get it. 
 
    “Don’t you get it? A masochist loves to feel pain, and…” Mattiss stopped laughing, though he kept up a chuckle. “It’s okay. I guess you have to be there.” He stood up. “Come now, Johnny Come Lately. Breakfast awaits. Portions of dead pig, roundish objects stolen from chickens’s assholes. Squeezings of plucked apples. Come!” 
 
    Mattiss walked out of the cell without looking back. 
 
    Standing, feeling the unfamiliar feel of an imprisoned cock between his legs, Johnny followed along. 
 
      
 
    Mattiss led Johnny up a circular stairway. The walls were built of ancient stone and mortar. He didn’t remember being in a mansion, and he wondered what kind of a structure he was ascending to. 
 
    They exited in a small corridor, very short, which led one way to a kitchen, and the other way to a patio.  
 
    They stepped onto the patio, and Johnny looked down at an elaborate scheme of tiles. 
 
    The patio stretched some thirty feet. Beyond it was a lawn, rich and verdant, and beyond that was a forest. The forest looked like it was home for saber toothed black bears and spiders as large as cats. 
 
    Mattiss led Johnny across the patio to a wrought iron table with a glass top. The chairs surrounding the table looked uncomfortable, edgy with iron, but the cushions they sat on were quite giving. 
 
    The weather was warm, a very light, balmy breeze rippled the earth, not enough to wave the grass, but enough to feel the calm caress of reality on one’s skin. 
 
    Johnny sat down and looked at the chastity device. He could see his penis struggling underneath the translucent material. The sensations came in waves. He would try to get hard, then go limp, then try to get hard, and so on. 
 
    “Devlish devices, aren’t they? Ah, thank you Mamie.” 
 
    An older woman with touches of grey in her bun and enormous breasts put down a couple of plates. 
 
    “Johnnie, this is Mamie.” The woman smiled at Johnny, but it was obvious that she was interested, her attention was on, Mattiss. 
 
    In fact, just from the gaze in her eyes, Johnny knew that the woman was eternally wet, lusting after the jaded, complacent man who didn’t seem to give a damn about anything. 
 
    “Johnny will be staying with us for a week. Feel free to abuse him, if you wish.” 
 
    “Very good, Master.” 
 
    She left. 
 
    Mattiss, confidentailly: “She won’t abuse you. Now, Renfrew, he’s a complicated fellow. You never know when he’s going to try to stick his dick in something or somebody. I have used chastity on him, I’ve beaten him, but he is one of those men who is, ultimately, ruled by their cock. Dig in.” 
 
    They ate then, and Johnny found he was ravenous. He ingested a score of sausage links—Mamie kept his plate full—then ate a mound of scrambled eggs loaded with chopped onions and peppers. It was delicious, and Johnny suddenly felt guilty. Janet was somewhere, putting up with something, and he didn’t know anything. 
 
    “When can I see Janet?” Through the glass table top he could watch his cock trying to get hard in the chastity tube. 
 
    Mattiss looked at his cock lurching, chuckled, and said: “When you pass like two ships in the night, unless it’s during the day.” 
 
    Mattiss hadn’t actually eaten much. He was the kind of man who ate little, burned much, and seemed to thrive on the imbalance in his body and soul. 
 
    He placed his elbows on the glass and said: “You will see each other occasionally, and when you do, you might be able to trade a few words, and you might not.” 
 
    He waved a hand in the air, “Unless, of course, one of your sponsors has some fiendish plot wherein you must torment each other for his or her pleasure. Do you believe in love?” 
 
    “Yes,” Johnny was almost caught by the quick change in subject, but he answered with no hesitation. 
 
    Mattiss nodded slowly, thoughtfully. “I thought I did, once upon a time. Now?” He shrugged. Then he looked at Johnny, a piercing look. “Love is a contract. An agreement. The emotion you instill in the contract is just that. Emotion. A silly expenditure of energy that robs you of the ability to think. When you are loving her? Physically or emotionally? Can you think properly?” 
 
    Johnny was reminded of all the pithy sayings and anecdotes, all of which dealt with the idea that if the lower head is thinking the upper head is not. 
 
    “Isn’t it all right not to think for a while?” 
 
    Mattiss jerked back, almost as if he had been slapped. His eyes went wide. Then he sat still for a long moment, his brow furrowed. 
 
    “That’s what I love about you Johnny. You look like Joe Average. Having simple thoughts, concerning yourself with silly things like when to have dinner, what movie you should watch. Then you say something surprising. You reach into your depths as if they were every day occurrences.” 
 
    Then he didn’t say anything for a while. He just watched Johnny, analyzing him, wondering at him, immersed in his own considerations. 
 
    “What makes you think it is not all right to not think for a while? After all, the credo of modern man seems to be ‘I think therefore I am,’ though it seems to have degraded in the last few decades to ‘I shit, therefore I am an asshole.’” 
 
    Johnny thought about it. Surprisingly, he knew exactly where he had come across thought, where it had originated. He said: “I was working in a fast food restaurant. One of the other guys, he wasn’t too bright, he told me that it wasn’t good to be smart. That if you were dumb then you didn’t get hurt by all the stupid things that happened to you. If you were smarter you would hurt more.” 
 
    Mattiss chuckled, shook his head slowly. “Doubtless that young man owns that restaurant now.” 
 
    Mamie came and cleared the plates. Again, she seemed to hover over Mattiss. And he didn’t discourage her. In fact, it was plain that he didn’t have a feeling of any depth for her, and was more enjoying her lust and frustration. Talk about sadists. 
 
    Mamie left, and that left Mattiss and Johnny enjoying the warm sun. And Johnny dreaming of seeing Janet again. And Matiss dreaming of them not seeing each other. 
 
    Finally, Mattiss stood up. “Come, Johnny Come Lately. I have toys for you to play with. 
 
    Johnny followed him back to the mansion. 
 
      
 
    Across from the door to the dungeons was another door. It led to another circular stairway, this one spiraling in the opposite direction as the one that led to the dungeons. 
 
    Mattis led Johnny down the stairs. They came out on a large room, similar in size to the dungeons, but without the cells and bars. Along the walls were benches with tools and small devices on them. Some of the devices looked like they were half built, or half taken apart. At the end of the room was a chair. It looked like a doctor’s chair, with stirrups, except that it had straps to hold legs and arms down. 
 
    “Over here, Johnny.”Mattiss beckoned, and Johnny took his eyes off the chair and went to a bench at one side of the room.  
 
    Mattis searched through the rubble on the bench, then held up a length of chained. He looked down at Johnny’s groin, then he picked up a tape measure and measured the distance from Johnny’s package to his knees. He put the measure down and snipped a length of chain. He attached a small weight to one end, then looked at Johnny. “Go have a seat.” 
 
    Johnny went to the chair and sat in it. 
 
    Mattis followed him. He knelt between Johnny’s legs and attached the top of the chain to a small ring ring on the end of Johnny’s chastity tube. He stepped back, satisfied. “All right, young fellow. Let’s see how spry you are.” 
 
    Johnny stood up…carefully. The weight wasn’t much, only a few ounces, but it dragged on his meat. It felt like pounds instead of ounces. 
 
    “Excellent. Now, let’s put this on you.” Mattiss put a belt around Johnny’s waist. There were handcuffs on each side of the belt. He quickly clicked Johnny’s wrists into the cuffs, stood back and smiled. 
 
    Johnny stood, legs slightly spread, his arms cuffed to his sides. His penis trying to get hard in its cage. 
 
    “Hah! You look wonderful. Now listen, Johnny Come Lately, it’s time you learned the truth. And the truth is discipline. You are a slovenly sort who bulls his way through life, fucking indiscriminately, taking his pleasure willy nilly, and never developing the sort of discipline that can function, can take life apart and let you use it as you will. This little set up will begin the change. It will give you discipline as..but let me let you discover that on your own. Come on up to the big room. Take your time, I know you aren’t going to be pole vaulting any time soon. I’ve got something to do, and I’ll see you there in fifteen minutes. And I will be bringing lovely Janet with me.” 
 
    Mattiss quick walked to the circular stairway, then took two steps at a time up the stairs. His dick stood straight out and flung off droplets of pre-cum. 
 
    Johnny looked down. The weight hung between his legs. He took a step, and the weight bounced off his left knee. 
 
    Ouch! 
 
    He took another step. 
 
    Ouch! The weight bounced off his right knee, and Johnny quickly figured out the parameters of this clever torture device. 
 
    If one walked quickly the weight would bounce between the knees, striking the bones directly and causing much pain. 
 
    If he could have picked the device up he could have simply walked, but his hands being cuffed to his waist stopped that solution. 
 
    So he had to walk, legs spread, trying to keep the weight from swinging. 
 
    Not go right foot to left foot, with a big shift of weight, but a straight line, with no shift of weight, hoping that the weight would move on a straight line, without the banging on his knees. 
 
    Johnny walked across the floor, trying to keep his knees out, trying to move so the weight didn’t swing. but he kept starting the motion of the weight, and suffering the banging on his knees. Then he reached the steps, and new problems of motion arose. 
 
      
 
    Janet sat on the Sybian and moaned. She had already had several orgasms, and she didn’t want any more. 
 
    Add to that the fact that her breasts hurt, she wanted to get off the pussy pounding machine in the worst possible way. 
 
    She tried to wiggle, one way or the other, tried to relieve the pressure pounding in her pussy, get the pressure off her clitoris, tried to stop the vibration that went through her womanhood and left no prisoners. 
 
    Then she felt another orgasm build. A big one. She began to shudder and moan, and a climactic wave built within her and burst. Her eyes rolled back in her sockets and her toes curled. Her back began to buck, all of which just added to the constant torment. 
 
    And the sounds she made were picked up by a microphone and came out of a series of speakers set on the edges of the roof. 
 
    “OOOOH! AHHHH! GOD! PLEASE!” 
 
    Mattiss was talking to Mamie, fondling her breasts and causing her knees to weaken. “Jello tonight, I think. Cherry. Maybe a scoop of ice cream on the side.” 
 
    He let her make the menu as she wished, she was dedicated to his health. But he reserved the right to choose deserts. Even with all his discipline, it was the only way to withstand the onslaught of yogurt and avocados and the other silly things she tried to push down his gullet.  
 
    Suddenly he tilted his head and listened. 
 
    “OOOOH! AHHHH! GOD! PLEASE!” It was a little tinny, but it was remarkably clear. 
 
    He said: “Johnny will be up in a moment. Watch him. He may want to go hunting for poor Janet.” 
 
    “Yes, Master.” 
 
    Then Mattiss was off on another item on his personal list of to do things. When he left Mamie sagged, and was disappointed that he had gone. She so loved when he paid attention to her bosom. 
 
    Johnny appeared in the doorway. His eyes were haunted, and he stopped and listened. 
 
    “OOOOH! AHHHH! PLEASE! HELP ME!” 
 
    His eyes went wide. He recognized Janet’s voice. He struggled in his belt and cuffs, and Mamie went to him and grabbed his cock and lifted him up to his toes. 
 
    “Patience. Be patient. Your girlfriend is fine. Master will bring her to the big room. Go, and sit, and take a load…” she looked down at his caged cock in her hand. She could feel it trying to surge, “…off your cock.” 
 
    She let go of him and waited to see if he could function. Slowly, though he still looked wild in the eyes, Johnny nodded. Then he began trying to walk into the big room. 
 
      
 
    Fifteen minutes passed. Minutes in which Janet had stopped making sense and could only moan in monosyllabic grunts and moans. She was drooling, and the pleasure was so hurtful all she could do was cry and pray, and not even be sure what she was praying about. 
 
    Mattiss stepped onto the roof. He walked towards the young woman and he knew that she wasn’t even aware of him. 
 
    He turned off the Sybian, raised the platforms under her feet, and waited a moment. 
 
    Janet sagged in the saddle and just breathed. He knew she would be trying to figure out what happened. He knew that her pussy would be aching, and glorying, all at the same time. She would be afire with lust, and yet never want to fuck again in her life. 
 
    Finally, her showing signs of life, he went to her. He touched her legs and her eyes open. Wild eyes, eyes that saw but didn’t recognize. 
 
    “Time to get off,” soothed Mattiss. He helped lift one leg off the Sybian, then, as she fell towards him, he caught her. 
 
    She had no idea who he was, she just held on to him as a point of safety and warmth. 
 
    He shifted her so he was carrying her in his arms like she was a baby, then he carried her to a nearby lounge chair. He placed her in it, and examined her. He smiled, her breasts, they were perfect. He took a cold wash clothe and began wiping the sweat off her. 
 
    She felt him, and she moaned, and slowly, ever so slowly, she began to piece the world together again. 
 
    The sun. 
 
    The roof under her feet. 
 
    Her name…and bits and pieces of her life, and…her situation. Trapped in an agreement with the devil. 
 
    She sobbed, and sighed, all at the same time. 
 
    “Come, dear. Wakey, wakey, we stopped the achey.” 
 
    She recognized him. He could gauge her awareness through her intake of breath. 
 
    “You left me…you left…” and she hated him for abandoning her, and loved him for rescuing her. 
 
    “Come, it’s time to say hello to Johnny. You remember Johnny? Johnny Come Lately?” 
 
    She nodded, and Mattis put an arm around her, and she didn’t struggle as he helped her to her feet. 
 
      
 
    Johnny was sitting on a couch, he was low enough that the weight sat on the floor, and he was glad to feel a temporary cessation to the swinging of the weight, the banging on his knees, the stretching of his penis. 
 
    And the sounds of Janet moaning in sexual fever were gone. Her protests had silenced, and he was glad of that, for her torment was his torment. 
 
    He heard them coming, the sound of their feet on the floor, the murmur of their voices, and he forced himself to his feet. 
 
    Mattiss came around the corner. He had an arm around Janet’s waist, and Janet looked up and saw Johnny. With a sob she left Mattiss and staggered across the room. 
 
    Johnny noticed how red her pussy was, how swollen, and then he was against her. He couldn’t put his arms around her, but she had hers around him. He could feel her bare breasts. The warmth of her skin was as the touch of God. She hugged him, and cried into him. And he cried and his tears washed her hair. 
 
    Mattiss went to a chair across from the sofa and sat down. Mamie came in directly and handed him a glass with frosty sides. It was a bourbon and Coke. Drink of the Gods. And he sat and sipped and contemplated his charges. 
 
    Finally: “Please have a seat, children.” 
 
    Still sobbing, they turned, and Janet helped Johnny sit. She saw the device swinging from his dick and she cried for him all anew. 
 
    Then they were sitting, huddled together. Staring at him with thousand yards eyes. 
 
    Mattiss: “And how are my little chickies?” 
 
    Neither said anything. 
 
    Mattiss sighed, sipped, and said, “Johnny, you have started on a road to discipline. You will learn to have a razor sharp mind, always aware, always able to judge consequences. You will be well able to handle the large amount of money that will be gifted to you. 
 
    “Janet, you are a woman. You will learn discipline, but it need not be harsh, as Johnny’s is. But your discipline will be of another kind. What is the purpose of a woman?” 
 
    The question stopped Janet. She was a female libber in many ways, but she was also a woman in love. Though she was a woman, a fine woman, she had never considered this question. 
 
    Yet there were answers. Trite answers. Answers that society foisted on the unwary, the sleeping, the foolish. 
 
    “I…” 
 
    “You don’t really know, do you?” 
 
    “I…is this a trick?” she asked suspiciously. 
 
    Mattiss’s face took on expression of irritation. “Everything is a trick.” Then he turned to Johnny. “Johnny Come Lately? Can you answer the question?” 
 
    “I love her.” 
 
    “So a woman’s purpose to be loved? You come into my house and throw such tripe at me? What wall did you hope such an answer would stick to?” 
 
    Yet now he was smiling. He said to Janet: “My dear, the purpose of a woman is to give birth.” At the expression on her face he laughed. “Oh, no worries, my dear. I have no interest in fathering a child with such a silly…child. Even if I were to break my vows and loose my very potent seed. No. Come the end of a year, then you and Johnny can have a child, should you wish. 
 
    “But until then, your form of discipline must take a very different tack than Johnny Come Lately’s. How do you feel?” 
 
    He watched her. She blinked. Once again he had set her up, only to change directions. She wondered what he was getting at. 
 
    “I feel fine,” but there was a bit of stutter in her voice as she took stock of herself. 
 
    “Excellent. By the way, you are drooling.” 
 
    Janet instinctively reached up to wipe her mouth, but realized that she was not drooling. 
 
    “Not from your beautiful mouth.” And he waited. 
 
    A long moment while Janet tried to figure it out, then she looked down at her vagina, and she saw it, but it wasn’t her vagina that was ‘drooling.’ Milk was dripping from her breasts, and why she hadn’t felt the spatter of liquid on her thighs could only be chalked up to her dazed frame of mind after riding the Sybian. 
 
    She touched a finger to her nipple and felt the milk, she lifted it, tasted it, all the while shock filled her eyes. 
 
    Johnny stared in shock. 
 
    Mattiss said: “The pill. The red pill. Now you know what it is for. You are lactating, and you will continue to lactate for a year. You will feel emotional swings, attitude changes, You will learn how to care for your beautiful breasts, and you will wear the occasional milking brassiere, and you will pump your breasts to stop the pain that results from over filling. And Johnny will nurse at your beast, as will I, as will any others who wish a taste of the Gods’ milk. 
 
    “But…I…I don’t…” and her words stuttered into some strange, warped kind of infinity. 
 
    Mattiss said, “Would you like to feed Johnny first? Or myself?” 
 
    And he smiled. 
 
     
 
    

  

 
   
    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. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    The Best Erotica in the World!… 
 
      
 
    [image: ] 
 
    Have you read… 
 
    I Changed My Husband into a Woman! 
 
      
 
    Check it out at… 
 
    https://gropperpress.wordpress.com 
 
      
 
    More Gropper Press novels coming soon!

  

 
   
    Full Length Books from Gropper Press 
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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 
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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 
 
    ‘The Lactating Woman’ 
 
    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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