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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    There were only four of us. 
 
    Myself (Jane), Sandy (my best friend), Tina (my daughter), Tanya (my son’s girlfriend). 
 
    Only four people who could control the minds of men, and now we had to deal with a threat. 
 
    “Okay, girls, check on the boys and make sure everything is all right. We don’t want to be disturbed.” 
 
    I looked into Tom’s mind. He was my husband, and he was playing dress up with my son, Bobby. They twirled and spun in front of a mirror and tried to ‘out pretty’ each other.  
 
    Tanya, my son’s girlfriend, checked on him. She gave me a thumbs up. I glanced into Bobby’s mind and could see that she had instilled extreme sexual pleasure from dressing up. He would be playing dress up for hours. 
 
    Jane checked on her husband, Jim, who was upstairs painting his toenails. He was humming, and his cock would surge every once in a while, causing him to grab his groin and groan. 
 
    Tina, my daughter, looked after Sandy’s son, Roy. She had floated him up to the ceiling and set a forever loop on his cock. A Mobius strip of soft fur swirled around his cock, forever different and always the same. Roy was giving little sobs of frustration, but Tanya had set the strip low enough so that he wouldn’t go insane. 
 
    “Okay, girls, we need to make a plan. Sandy, tell everybody what happened.” 
 
    Sandy spoke for five minutes, but the essence was that she had shown her earrings to a psychiatrist, and the psychiatrist had stolen them. 
 
    “She can’t do that!” muttered Tina. 
 
    “How are we going to get them back?” asked Tanya. This was all new to her and she was a bit wide-eyed. 
 
    We all sat in my living room, battle planning. Unfortunately, we didn’t really know how to go about breaking into a psychiatrist’s office and into a safe. 
 
    But we had to get those earrings back. 
 
    The earrings were the source of our power. I had found them at a yard sale. An inventor had created them, and I wound up with a big box of them. With the earrings we could hear men thinking. More, we could affect the sex centers in their brains and make them do what we wanted. My daughter, Tina, could even move their bodies around, even levitate them. 
 
    “We have to get them back,” I stated. “If people find out that we have them, what their full power is, we risk…a lot.” 
 
    “Like what?” asked Tanya. 
 
    “A few hundred years ago people were burning women at the stake, accusing them of being witches. Do you want to risk that?” 
 
    “Witches, in this day and age,” Sandy was my age, had my maturity, and she understood. She shook her head. 
 
    “Look,” I wanted to emphasize this. “Even if we aren’t burned at the stake, the government would come after us. You think the United States government wouldn’t figure out a way to weaponize the earrings?” 
 
    Even Tina and Tanya understood that. Nobody in their right mind. trusted the government these days. 
 
    “So, we go over there and beat her up and take them back,” Tanya offered. 
 
    “It’s possible, but there are other people there.” 
 
    “If they are women we’ll outnumber them. If they are men we can control them. Heck, we can make the women control the women.” 
 
    “Control the men to control the women.” I smiled. “That’s a good one. I like it. Who else has something to offer?” 
 
    “I think that’s it, Mother,” said Tanya. “We hit the place at five o’clock, when people are going home, right before Dr. Vanez goes home. She opens the door, we bust in, control any men, and make her open the safe. 
 
    We talked some more, but that was basically it. 
 
    “When are we going to do this?” asked Sandy. “Tomorrow. We want to do this as soon as we can. the longer we wait the more time she has to figure out the earrings. 
 
    So it was decided. 
 
      
 
    The following afternoon at four in the afternoon we piled into Sandy’s SUV and traveled across town. We parked in a parking lot the next building over and took up places where we could watch the building. Time passed, and we talked in low voices. I was with Tanya, and I was asking her about her sexual relationship with Bobby. Tina was with Sandy. I had given Sandy another pair of earrings, and I could tell she was determined to recover the first pair. 
 
    The doctor didn’t come out at five o’clock. 
 
    By six o’clock we were all antsy. We were shooting texts back and forth, and finally I decided to take action. The others held their places and I walked up to the door and tried it. It was locked, so I circled the building. On the west side of the building I came to the Dr.’s office. It had a narrow floor to ceiling window, and I peeked in. 
 
    It was tinted glass and I could see nothing. 
 
    I continued on around the building, and felt a male inside. I couldn’t physically see him, but I could catch glimpses of his body parts through his eyes. He was big and beefy. I smiled. 
 
    I went back to the front door and motioned for the girls to join me, then I sent a message to the man in the building. 
 
    SEX! is at the front door. 
 
    I could feel him SPROING! 
 
    He looked around, a bit confused, then stood up. He started for the door to his office, then stopped. He went back to his desk. What the…? 
 
    I sent images of breasts through his mind. His cock was hard, and then, just when it looked like he was going to get up…it went down. 
 
    “What’s going on?” asked Sandy. 
 
    “I don’t know. Tina, you’re stronger than me. Get him to come open the door.” 
 
    Tina focused on the fellow and began blasting him with hot images, sensuous pictures, pornographic dreams. I tried to just watch, but she was having the same trouble as me. 
 
    She feathered his cock and tickled his balls. She even stuck a phantom digit up his butt. 
 
    He would stand up and start to walk to the door, then his boner would go down and he would return. 
 
    I could feel his confusion. He wanted to come let us in. He wanted the sex we were offering, but just when he was about to do our bidding it was like the plug was pulled. 
 
    Suddenly, the mail slot in the door opened and a voice issued. “We can do this all night, but you’re going to fail, so why not knock it off and go home.” 
 
    We were all startled, but Sandy stepped forward. “Dr. Vanez, I want my earrings back.” 
 
    “Too bad. So sad. Go away or I’ll call the cops.” 
 
    I said, “Dr. Vanez. Maybe we can figure this out. I’m Jane and I discovered the earrings. Can I come in and talk to you?” 
 
    “I don’t see any purpose.” 
 
    “Won’t hurt.” 
 
    Meanwhile, Tina was redoubling her efforts at getting the man inside to come and let us in. 
 
    “If you tell whoever is trying to move my man to back off we can talk.” 
 
    “Tina,” I looked at my daughter. “Hold off. Let me see if I can reason with her.” 
 
    Disgruntled, a little peeved, Tina backed off. The man inside suddenly unzipped his pants and started jacking off. I blinked at the ferocity of the man’s desire. But then he had been the sexual ping pong ball between two players. 
 
    The door opened and the doctor looked out. She was a slender woman, very ordinary looking, but with bright eyes. She was wearing Sandy’s earrings. “Just you. Or I call the cops. You others, back up.” 
 
    Sandy, Tina and Tanya all backed up. 
 
    When they were far enough back Vanez opened the door and I slipped in. She closed it, locked it, and turned to inspect me. She had a slimy grin on her face. A victorious grin. She had what was mine, and liked it. 
 
    “Well, come on,” she led the way back to her office. 
 
    I followed her. It was a pleasant enough place. A few modern art pieces on the walls, a few potted plants. then I felt the man who I couldn’t get to answer the door. He was behind a door, in his own office, beating dedicatedly on his meat, his hand going up and down so fast it was a blur, and yet, he wasn’t going to cum. And I could see the fine bit of work she had done on his mind. He was cock blocked, cum stopped, and she was closer to him than Tanya was, and that was why Tanya hadn’t been able to make him open the door. 
 
    We entered her office. It was spacious, with comfy chairs and a couch and a big desk. Behind the desk I could see the safe. It was closed. 
 
    “Have a seat,” she said, sitting in her own swivel. 
 
    I sat and studied the good doctor. 
 
    It wasn’t only her smile that was slimy, it was her whole persona. I could understand why she could see Sandy on such short notice. She probably didn’t have but a handful of clients. And that handful had to be so slimy themselves that they didn’t perceive how gross she was. 
 
    “The earrings are mine. I’d like them back.” 
 
    “That isn’t going to happen.” 
 
    Behind me, on the other side of the wall, the man was sobbing in frustration. 
 
    “Can you stop him?” I moved my head towards the man in the office. 
 
    She smiled. “You don’t like my music? I find it pleasant.” 
 
    God, what a sickie!  
 
    Yet she stopped him. I couldn't see what she did, I couldn't read a woman’s mind, but I saw the results in his mind, and I could tell that she was practiced at manipulating. And she really knew what triggers to press, what tiny commands to implant. 
 
    I appreciated the silence when he stopped, and I said, “Why won’t you return my property.” 
 
    “You don’t understand this universe.” 
 
    That was sort of a blinker. 
 
    “She who has the gold rules…until they meet she who has the guns.” She smiled a sharp smile. Tiny teeth, like a rodent’s showed at me. 
 
    “So how much money do you want?” 
 
    “As much as I can squeeze out of the government.” 
 
    “You would give the earrings to the government?” I couldn’t keep the disgust out of my voice. 
 
    She shrugged. 
 
    “The government has kept this country in a state of war for hundreds of years. They had unleashed pandemics on the world. They consider citizens as less than property. You can’t do that.” 
 
    “They’ll give me enough money to move where I wish. More important, they will fund my research. You have barely scratched the surface of the earrings. They can be used to make berserker soldiers. They can be used to control politicians. And not just to give them a bunch of boners, like you’ve used them for. 
 
    “I can cure all manner of mental disorders…or I can give mental disorders. The only real question here is why you were so stupid as to not make your own deal with the government.” 
 
    She paused. Then: “I see you have earrings, and I can tell there is one more woman out there with a pair. How many are there?” 
 
    I was silent. 
 
    “Gonna play it hard, eh? Do you know how they are built?” 
 
    I shook my head. 
 
    “You don’t understand. I didn’t invite you in here to have a nice little chat. Give me your earrings.” 
 
    I stood up.  
 
    She grinned. “You’ll be sorry you didn’t play along with me. We could be friends. We could rule the world, instead…” she shrugged. 
 
    I walked to the door, opened it, and stopped. 
 
    The man who had been beating off was in the hallway. I started closing the door but he was too fast. He pushed the door open and I flew back. 
 
    “Hold her down.” 
 
    I tried to command him. I tried to make his dick hard, but she had done things to his mind that I couldn’t touch him. 
 
    “Get off me!” 
 
    He held me down and Vanez came around her desk. “Excellent, Billie. Now, just let me get these…” 
 
    She detached the earrings from my ears, and I couldn’t feel his mind. It was like the world had shuttered, and I sobbed. 
 
    She stood up, went behind her desk, opened the safe, and tossed my earrings into it. She turned, again with that slimy grin. “Toss her out. And don’t be gentle.” 
 
    He picked me up. He must have weighed 200 pounds, and it was all muscle. He pushed me out of the office, then literally picked me up by the hair and a piece of my dress and ran me down the hallway and into the front room. He used one hand to unlock and open the door. The others were standing back, waiting, and he pushed me out and kicked me—kicked me!—in the butt. I felt pain and I flew forward, fell, skinned my knees. 
 
    Then the door was closed and locked. 
 
    I knelt on the sidewalk and the girls crowded around me. They helped me up and Sandy dried my tears. 
 
    “Mom? Are you all right?” 
 
    I was all right. Boy, was I all right. 
 
    I started walking. I was a bit blind with rage, but I headed for the SUV, and shortly we were traveling, and I began talking. I finally had a plan. 
 
      
 
    I am a gentle person. Sure, I can be a bully to my family, but I am a loving bully, with only their welfare in mind. 
 
    Now I was not a gentle person. I had seen evil, I had been mistreated by evil, and there was a growing black spot in my heart and in my mind. 
 
    Sandy dropped me off at my house and took off with Tanya. Tina helped me upstairs and began treating my wounds. She rubbed ointment on a few sore spots, one of which was my left cheek. Then she treated my knees with hydrogen peroxide. The cuts weren’t deep, merely scratches, but my knees hurt a little. 
 
    Finally, I stood up. I was having little fits of crying. It is very traumatic to be manhandled. I got out another pair of earrings and put them on. 
 
    The world opened up. I could see the minds of the men in the house. Chattering like a bunch of magpies. Gossiping like fools. They were feminized, and I couldn’t use them. 
 
    Well, maybe I could. 
 
    “Let’s put the men in the car.” 
 
    I put Tom and Bobby in the back seat, and Tina got behind the steering wheel. I wished the Mustang was a bit more roomy, but Jim and Roy stood on the curb. A few minutes later Sandy and Tanya drove up, and Sandy leaned out the front window and gave me a thumbs up. I could feel the minds in the back of her car and I went and slid the door open. Two confused faces leaned out and looked at me. 
 
    Biff and and the tire iron boy. They had grabbed Tanya the day before, and clocked Bobby with a tire iron. When they saw me all color left their faces. I got in and sat between them, and they moved away. Jim and Roy got in and I told Sandy to drive. 
 
    I looked first at Biff, then his friend. I opened up their sex centers. SEX! SEX! SEX! roared through their minds. 
 
    I had told them that violence resulted in a giant dick whapping them in the head, and that being impolite resulted in limpness. I undid those commands. I kept a hold on them, but I gave them new commands. 
 
    To the day I die I will hate what I did, but I had to. I had to because Dr. Vanez was about to change all of mankind, and not for the better. She was about to give a weapon to the government that would turn all those evil people loose. If she had her way mankind wold be enslaved, and she would be comfortable in a lab, taking people apart and remaking them in her own image. A very evil image. 
 
    So I changed the commands in Biff’s head, and in Rodriquez’s.  
 
    That was Biff’s friend’s name. Rodriquez. And he was a slime ball of magnitude, to say the least. 
 
    We arrived at Dr. Vanez’s office and piled out of the cars. Tina and Tanya handled our men, Tom and Jim and Bobby and Roy. They were strong and the men were quite easy to manipulate and move around.  
 
    Sandy handled Rodriquez and I handled Biff. Both men were on a hair trigger, fully implanted with sexual urges, and I had a firm grip on those triggers. 
 
    Behind Dr. Vanez’s office was a thin floor to ceiling window. We walked over ivy to get to it, and everybody positioned themselves. I had a feeling that Vanez could feel us, and I could feel the big guy she used coming down the hallway. His cock was hard in his pants, and he was a mean mother. 
 
    I gave the signal, and Roderquez tapped the window with his tire iron. It shattered, and Bobby and Roy slid through the space. 
 
    Now, my boys weren’t fighters, and my using the earrings had softened them up a bit. So when they entered the office they were like giggling girls. They were just following orders, and behind them came Tom and Jim. Fully grown men, but, again, softened by me. It didn’t help that they wore red nails, dresses full make up and heels. 
 
    The big bully who Vanez used burst through the door, and Bobby and Roy tackled him. 
 
    I could feel Vanez working in the men’s minds, but there were too many minds, and I had really done a job with my mental commands. 
 
    The man, his name was Bille, panicked. He had commands in his mind, pick up people and throw them out. But now he was beseiged by fairies with visions of pussy in their heads. He stopped trying to fight, and started trying to get out. He was compromised by the way his dick kept pulsing and throbbing. 
 
    It was a madhouse. Sissies and an erect and disgusted man struggling. Vanez screaming out commands both mentally and verbally, promising sex to everybody, trying to make them do what she wanted. 
 
    But the girls all had control of the men. If Vanez got an edge they would double team her, and Vanez backed into a corner and picked up a cell phone. 
 
    Then Biff and Rodriquez slid through the broken window. 
 
    Rodriquez, unleashed, slapped Billie on the forehead with a tire iron and Billie went to sleep. 
 
    Biff tackled Vanez and the phone flew away. 
 
    Biff sat on the woman, and the look in his eyes…I will have nightmares forever at the way he looked at her. The lust and the violence. The desire to hurt her…even as he had sex with her. 
 
    I placed a hand on his shoulder and spoke to Vanez. “Shut up. And shut up your mind, or I’ll let Biff do to you.” 
 
    She shut, and now that slimy look of exultation turned into terror. 
 
    “What are you going to do?” 
 
    Behind a bully is a coward, and that was what she was, a bully turned coward. I was disgusted with her. That a human being could lower themselves that far, be that corrupt in their heart…it was revolting and I actually became nauseous just looking at her. 
 
    “What’s the combination to the safe? 
 
    “You can’t do this! You must—“ 
 
    I reached down, took hold of one of the earrings and ripped. 
 
    She screamed, there was a little blood, then she was crying. 
 
    Biff, sitting on her, laughed. 
 
    But, worse for Vanez, the world changed. She could no longer feel men’s minds. I had stolen all her power. 
 
    “Please…please!” She sobbed and begged. 
 
    I said, “What’s the combination to the safe.” 
 
    “44, 33, 44.” 
 
    “Sandy?” 
 
    Sandy twirled the dial. 
 
    I took a moment to look at minds. 
 
    Billie was out. Birdie’s were flying around his head and he was looking at the stars. Sweet dreams, sweet heart. You’re going to have a nasty headache when you wake up. 
 
    The men, my four sissy troops, were giggling and sitting on Billie like he was a log. A log with a boner. I noticed that Roy’s lipstick had smeared. The others had fared okay, but…but there was something going on here that I didn’t understand. 
 
    “They’re here!” Sandy held up the extra pair of earrings and grinned. 
 
    So I reached down and pulled out the other earrings out of Vanez ear. Another rip, another scream, and a little more blood. 
 
    She was crying uncontrollably now, and I tossed the earrings to Sandy. She held them tightly, and I turned to Vanez. 
 
    “What’s wrong with my men?” 
 
    “What…what…? 
 
    “I give them commands, we all give them commands, and they turn into pansies. What am I doing wrong?” 
 
    “Nothing! Nothing!” 
 
    But I knew she knew, because Billie hadn’t turned feminine. 
 
    “Biff, grab an ear.” 
 
    “No! No! I’ll tell!” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “It’s like the Stockholm Syndrome!” 
 
    “What’s that?” 
 
    “People who are kidnapped are attracted to their kidnappers. Patty Hearst!” 
 
    “That doesn’t make sense. Why would they become feminized just because we manipulate them?” 
 
    “Because you’re stronger! You are the winners and they can’t fight, so they submit, they try to ape you.” 
 
    And I got it. With every command I gave the men they felt me, and wanted to be like me. Feminine. 
 
    I nodded. “How do I stop that?” 
 
    “You tell them to remain masculine.” 
 
    “That’s it?” 
 
    She nodded. 
 
    “Okay, everybody, let’s go. Except Biff and Rodriquez.” 
 
    My sissy men slid out through the broken window, giggling and happy. I sent a command to them and they all began skipping towards the cars. 
 
    Vanez stared at me. “What about these two?” 
 
    Biff at on her and grinned. Rodriquez stood on the other side of her and the look on his face was intensely sexual. 
 
    I smiled at Vanez. “Now, I know you know where Sandy lives, but you don’t know where I live, or any of the others. If you try to mess with Sandy…or even try to find out where I live…” I shook my head. “What Biff and Rodriquez are about to do to you is going to be child’s play.” 
 
    “What are they going to do?” Her voice dripped with terror. The polite, well dressed doctor was now at the door to a hell she had created herself. 
 
    “I honestly don’t know. I had them cured, or at least persuaded to take a higher path, but now…well, I had to remove all my commands so we could deal with you.” 
 
    “Please, put them back. I’m afraid!” 
 
    “Well, I’m a curious person. And the world is my lab, so I wanted to do a little experimentation.” 
 
    “What…what?” 
 
    “I want to see if I can give them a command, and have it take an effect an hour later. Do you think that’s possible?” 
 
    “Please! Don’t do this to me!” 
 
    “Sister, I’m not doing a thing. This is you doing this to you.” 
 
    I went to the window, took a last look around. Biff and Rodriquez stared at me, their eyes gleaming with lust and violence and all the unpleasant things that can take residence in a truly corrupt mind. 
 
    “Well, Doc, you hav a nice life.” I nodded to Biff and Rodriquez, and slipped out the window. 
 
    I walked slowly back to the car. I could hear the sound of ripping clothes in my mind. I wanted to shut my mind, not see, but…I had done this. I had to see it through. 
 
    It would make me suffer, but I felt I needed to suffer. To allow those two animals to do whatever they wanted, even just for an hour… 
 
    I could feel them slapping her face. She was crying and screaming, but no one was going to hear her. I felt Biff’s hands grabbing her tits and squeezing. She shrieked. Her hands tried to unloosen his hands, but he was so much stronger than her. 
 
    Rodriquez was pulling her panties off, then he grabbed her pussy. He pushed his hand in, and I knew that must hurt. No lube. 
 
    Biff slid forward, undid his pants, and his unwashed cock popped out. I could heard his mouth saying, “Suck it, and if you bite you’ll be sorry!” 
 
    I could see, through his eyes, Dr. Vanez swallowing that thick shaft of meat. 
 
    Rodriquez shoved his hips, and Vanez’ eyes went wide open with pain and shock. 
 
    I was almost out of range now, but I could see it happening. I was experiencing it through their minds…it was more than I could stand. 
 
    Even as I caused such misery I sobbed and wondered how anybody could do such a thing. 
 
    And even though that woman was the personification of evil, I felt my heart break for her. 
 
    After a while it was silent in her office, and I knew there would probably be a round two. More assault, more savagery, and that would go on until my commands took effect.  
 
    “Jane.” 
 
    Sandy touched my arm. Saw me crying. But, lucky her, she didn’t see what those two animals had done to the doctor. 
 
    “Come on, Jane. “It’s time to go.” 
 
    She led me through the ivy and to the parking lot.  
 
    Sandy knew I had done something bad. Tanya and Tina were strong enough that they had caught some of the residue. And the look in their eyes. I cried harder, and Tina put her arms around me. 
 
    “It’s okay, Mom. You had to do it.” 
 
    We had rescued our earrings, and possibly saved the human race, but it was a very sad band of women, and men, that drove down the street. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    We sat in the living room. Sandy and I were sipping Coke with a splash of bourbon in it. Tina and Tanya were sipping just Coke. We were all a bit somber. What I had just done…terrible. 
 
    The men were upstairs, ensconced in their little sissy play world. I looked into their minds, glanced through their eyes, and said, “We used to be like that.” 
 
    “Like what?” asked Tanya. 
 
    “Giggly fools. More concerned with make up and boyfriends than the problems of the world.” 
 
    “Well, that goodness you found the earrings,” remarked Jane. 
 
    “What are you going to do with Daddy and the others?” asked Tina. 
 
    I gave a rueful smile. “I’ll show you.” 
 
    I sent a command to Tom’s mind. I put a vision of sex downstairs. He might be dressing and acting like a woman, but he had that seven second SEX! SEX! SEX! thing going on in his mind. I supposed that was good. It meant he hadn’t turned into a gay. 
 
    And I wondered about gays. Was there a straight person under every gay?  And if I became capable of ‘curing’ them, should I? 
 
    I mean, I didn’t care if a man liked other men, and if I went around imposing my will on others, didn’t that make me like the government? 
 
    It was something to think about, and I would have to do some research, go talk to some gay people, see how they responded to my…interference. 
 
    And that’s what it would be. Interference. So I guess it depended on whether their perceived gender made them hurt. 
 
    My cogitations were interrupted by Tom coming down the stairs. He was wearing a pink dress, had got into my make up and was wearing an old wig I had gotten for a Halloween party. I had wanted to be Lara Croft, so I presented my tits and wore shirts and a big, old pair of fake pistols, and a wig with a long ponytail. 
 
    Cool. 
 
    And it almost looked cool on Tom. 
 
    And he certainly looked happy about it. 
 
    He stood in the middle of the living room, looking around at us, thinking SEX! SEX! SEX! He even looked at Tina with that thought. 
 
    That was what decided me. I was going to give him a command, make him take all that stuff off, but if a father can actually have such sick thoughts about his own daughter…and it didn’t even matter to me that it was a natural thought from a man for all persons female. 
 
    “Tom.” I smiled. 
 
    Focused on me and grinned. It was me he thought he was going to have sex with. 
 
    “You’re not a woman.” 
 
    He was smiling, and then he was not. He was grinning, and then he was red-faced and shocked. He was happy, then he was a manly man in a dress, looking around at all the women. 
 
    I hadn’t made him take everything off, clean up his act, and then put him back together as a man. He would have had memories if I had done that, but…it wouldn't have been a big deal. 
 
    But now he was a man in women’s clothes, and it was embarrassing. He was ashamed and mortified. 
 
    He started to run. 
 
    “Stop.” 
 
    The idea of SEX! was blasted out of him by his humiliation. His dick shrunk faster than a rock drops. 
 
    “Get hard.” 
 
    He stared down at his groin in horror. He covered his rising dick with his hands. Now he understood what was happening to him. Now he knew. 
 
    Sandy was the first to giggle, then the girls started, then we were all laughing. 
 
    Yes, it was cruel, but we had been through so much, and to see the look on his face, to feel the ridiculous consternation in his mind. 
 
    “Stop! No!” Tears began pouring from his eyes. 
 
    I mentally grabbed his penis and stroked it. I mentally twiddled his nipples. I played a feather across his butthole. He jerked, and he twitched, and we all laughed even harder. 
 
    “Tom,” I guffawed, “Did you want to cum?” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    ZAP! I undid his cum block and, man, that was busting the dam. His cock started to spurt. I wouldn’t let his hands touch it, but he spurted and spurted and spurted. His panties turned wet and dripped. Sperm splattered on the floor. He had really been horny, and he was really full. 
 
    Finally, he sat down, cross legged, and cried and looked at the floor. 
 
    “Okay, Tom. You can go upstairs.” I put the cum block back on him. 
 
    He stood up, bedraggled, shamed, and I said, “You did well at the doctor’s office, and that’s why I let you cum. But I want you to keep wearing the bra and panties. And get hard again.” 
 
    SPROING! 
 
    His peter stood up to be counted. He had just cum, but when a woman messes with your mind…no man can avoid his natural seven second SEX! SEX! SEX! 
 
    Tom walked towards the stairs, sniffling, but when he reached the stairs he scurried, then sprinted. In a moment he was back upstairs, in the bedroom, getting out of everything and jumping into the shower. Shortly he would be dressed like a man again, but with a bra and panties. 
 
    And…I considered and decided…nylons and heels. 
 
    Hey, aside from my moment of meanness, I liked certain things about the way he dressed. I liked long, sleek legs, pumped up by heels. 
 
    I turned to Tina. “You want to handle Bobby?” 
 
    She smiled, then sobered. “I do, but…” 
 
    “But what?” 
 
    “Well, Mom, it was funny what you did to Daddy, but we all know he is a cheater, and he sort of deserved it. Bobby’s just a dumb kid. I don’t think I want to do to him what you did to Daddy.” 
 
    “So what do you want to do?” 
 
    “I’m just going to clean him up, then change his mind. In the future I might play dress up with him because I think he likes it. A little bit. The main thing, though, is just to control his dick. Make him a better brother. I was suppose to help him with his homework and grades, and I’ve been so busy, but maybe it’s time to do some of that.” she shrugged. 
 
    I glanced at Sandy, and she was impressed. 
 
    “You want to handle your men at home?” 
 
    “I think I will. Tanya made some good points. I’m sort of  like her in my thoughts.” 
 
    Which left Tanya. 
 
    “How are you doing, sweetheart?” I asked. “I know this has been a rough day, but how are you holding up?” 
 
    “I’m fine, and…this has been amazing. If you had told me yesterday that I was going to be controlling men, attacking bad people, involved in a break in type invasion and beating the crap out of a doctor…” 
 
    We all chuckled at that. 
 
    And, except for a little chatting, and sipping of cola, we were done for the night. 
 
      
 
    An hour later I went to bed. I was so wired by the day’s activities that I didn’t sleep well. 
 
    But I did drift a little deeper eventually, and I woke up feeling pretty good. 
 
    I grabbed a robe and headed downstairs. Tom snored. I could feel that Bobby was having some masculine dreams, helped by the fact that Tanya was sleeping with him and had her real hand on his penis. And Tina padded out of her room as I passed and followed me downstairs. 
 
    I made us bacon and sausage and poured some apple juice. 
 
    Tanya yawned and we chatted and it was a very sweet scene. But when we were seated and eating she brought up the day previous. 
 
    “You know we’re not done.” 
 
    “We’re not?” I raised my professionally sculpted eyebrow at her. 
 
    “We can’t be sure about Doctor Vanez. We need to know how she’s doing this morning, and we need to track down Biff and Rodriquez and make sure they are behaving themselves. 
 
    I smiled. “You know what I left Biff and Rodriquez with?” 
 
    Her turn to raise a brow. 
 
    “I implanted a big dick up their rear ends if they thought about being violent.” 
 
    Tina giggled. “You are nasty.” 
 
    “Maybe. Do you think I’m being too rough on your father?” 
 
    She snorted. “Are you kidding? He’s a cheater! You’ve been too lenient with him. Men who cheat have to learn.” 
 
    “And what would you have done?” 
 
    “A mental butt plug, for starters. Then I’d make him dress up and go apologize to all the women he’s cheated on you with. And I’d make him think his dick was always dragging on the floor. Every time he took a step the tip would rub on the rug. Every time he climbed a step the head of his cock would swing and bang into the next step. If he got in the car he’d have to coil it up and place it on the seat next to him. And…you know? I might have him think he’s naked in front of every woman he comes in contact with. And then I’d— 
 
    “Whoa!” I laughed and held up a hand. “And you call me nasty!” 
 
    Tina grinned sheepishly. “Okay, so maybe I did go overboard, but not by much.” 
 
    “No, not by much, but listen, you’re a lot stronger than me. Why don’t you check on the doctor, find Biff and ‘The Rod,’ see how they’re doing?” 
 
    She laughed at my nickname for Biff’s thuggish friend. 
 
    Let me know if there is anything we need to handle. Oh, and maybe you should check up on Billie.” 
 
    “Billie?” 
 
    “The big guy Vanez was using on us.” 
 
      
 
    And so the day went. 
 
    Vanez had gone to the hospital. Nothing broken, but lots of bruises. Interestingly, she refused a rape kit. Good. I didn’t want Biff or The Rod to suffer for something I had made them—let them—do. 
 
    They had done much else, and I was sure they would pay, but not for something I encouraged. 
 
    Billie was okay. Sort of. He was in the hospital with a concussion, and priapism. His cock, it appeared, didn’t want to go down. 
 
    Well, I understood that. He had been horned by Vanez, by me, back and forth till he didn’t know which way was up. I would give him a day, then pay a visit. Maybe I could relieve some of that turmoil. Maybe. I didn’t know how deep he was in it with Vanez, and if he was like her I would just let him sufferer a boner and not let him cum. Evil people require evil punishments. 
 
    And I paid a visit to my neighbor, Shiela.  
 
     
 
    “Hey, girlfriend, haven’t talk to you for a while.” 
 
    “Come in, come in. I just put a pot on.” 
 
    We sauntered into her kitchen, chatting like the old friends we were.  
 
    For years we had traded recipes, bemoaned the stupidity of men, even though we loved them, and gossiped mercilessly and with enthusiasm. 
 
    Sitting at the table, sipping mud, she finally asked, “So, to what do I owe the honor of this visit? 
 
    “It’s about your husband.” 
 
    Shiela went still. 
 
    It was no secret that I was not fond of Charlie. He had never been abusive, but he was snide, and made cutting remarks, often at her expense. 
 
    Once, I had spoken to her, made a suggestion as to how to deal with him, and she had frozen me for months. He might be a short-dicked bull, but he was her short-dicked bull. 
 
    But I wasn’t planning on telling her how bad he was. 
 
    “How would you like to read his mind?” 
 
    She blinked. 
 
    “Read his mind?” 
 
    “Yeah, like a book. See what he’s really thinking. I know you think I’ve been a little rough in my viewpoint of him, and you’re probably right…” I hadn’t been, “but what if you could read a man’s mind?” 
 
    “Are you writing a science fiction novel?” 
 
    “Negative. I’m just wondering out loud.” 
 
    So we talked for a while, and she calmed down and didn’t take offense at me talking about her husband. 
 
    And I said, “I can read men’s minds. I can even control them.” 
 
    She started to laugh. I waited until she was chuckled out. 
 
    “I want you to write down three things you want my husband to do. I will call him over and make him do those things.” 
 
    “Are you serious?” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    She considered me for a long moment, then leaned over to a drawer and pulled out a sheet of paper. She began writing, and murmured, “This is the proof I have been waiting for. You are nutty as a fruitcake.” 
 
    She slid the sheet of paper over to me. 
 
    I didn’t say anything, I just read quickly.  
 
    1) Hold up three fingers on one hand, two fingers on the other hand. 
 
    2) Jump up and down. 
 
    3) Spin in a circle and say toodle de oo. 
 
    I sent the commands to Tom, along with a command to be hard as a rock and dripping. I sat back and smiled. 
 
    Shiela sat back and waited, a smug grin on her face. She knew she had me. 
 
    A minute later Tom knocked on the back door and peered in. His face was bright red. 
 
    “Come on in, Tom,” Shiela snickered. 
 
    Tom did, and sort of looked around, was embarrassed, and then began. 
 
    He held up three fingers on one hand, two fingers on the other. Then he began to jump up and down, and after a few jumps he asked me, “Is that enough?” 
 
    I nodded, and he spun in a circle and crowed like a cock, “Toodle de OOO!” I had added flourishes to his performance. 
 
    Shiela sat with her mouth al-l-l the way open. Her eyes were wide and stunned. She was actually leaning forward so far I thought she would fall. 
 
    “Wha…who…how…” she stuttered like a skipping record. 
 
    I decided to add a little overkill. “Hey, Tom. Lift up your shirt.” 
 
    Now Tom thought he was going to die. He no longer thought he was a sissy, and, manly man that he was, he had a hard time handling feminization. 
 
    So I tickled his cock, and I poked his butt, and he could see that I was going to go hog crazy on him if he didn’t do what I asked. 
 
    Sure, I could have just made him, but I wanted to avoid the Stockholm Syndrome, and it was just so much more delicious when he was fully aware of what he was doing. He was just that much more humiliated. 
 
    Finally, after many false starts, and beggary on his lips, he lifted his shirt. 
 
    Shiela gawped. He was wearing a bra. 
 
    She closed her eyes, took deep breathes, and after a minute she opened her eyes. 
 
    “What now? How did you do that?” 
 
    At that moment Charles walked into the kitchen. He was wearing slippers, and that’s why we hadn’t heard him coming. He took one look at Tom and started laughing. 
 
    “Hey, there, Tom. Nice look.” 
 
    It wasn’t a friendly gibe, it was obviously a mean snipe. 
 
    Tom shrunk into himself. 
 
    Charles said a couple of other things, sneered at me, then left. 
 
    I said nothing. I ignored him. 
 
    Shiela’s face was a little red now.  
 
    “So, would you like to know how I made Tom—Tom, go home and beat off for fifteen minutes, no cumming, then start cleaning the house—how I made Tom do that?” 
 
    Tom was like a shot out the door. 
 
    “I…uh…yes,” she whispered. Awed, afraid, embarrassed for her hubbie, curious beyond the cat that was killed. 
 
    “I went to a yard sale the other day. And I was talking to this little, old lady…” 
 
    I told her how the lady had box of earrings, and how she dropped dead. I outlined some of the problems I had had with my family, giving her the thumbnail sketch, of course. I didn’t bother getting into Vanez. I intended to later, I had to, she had to know what she was getting into. 
 
    And I finished my story. For the moment. 
 
    “So you can read men’s minds. And even place sexual thoughts in their minds and make them do what you want.” 
 
    “You saw Tom.” 
 
    She had, and she bit her lip. There was no way I could have told Tom about the three things she had written on the paper. It had all been mind to mind. 
 
    But she said, “Prove it. Make Charles do something.” 
 
    “Nope.” 
 
    “Why not?” Her eyes were glittering. I could tell that though she didn’t want anybody telling her what a bonehead Charles could be, she wanted to do something about him. 
 
    “Charles is your problem. In the past I have observed things about him that I shouldn’t have. That was wrong of me and I apologize. He’s your husband, and I won’t touch him without your permission or with extremely good cause.” 
 
    “So I put some of these earrings on and I make him…hold up two and three fingers and jump around and all that.” 
 
    “If that’s what you want to do with your hubbie…yup.” 
 
    She frowned, and there was so much inside her waiting to bubble over. 
 
    “Now, there are a few things you have to promise to before I give you a pair of earrings.” 
 
    She looked askance at me. 
 
    “First, when you no longer need the earrings you have to give them back to me.  
 
    “Second, you don’t deliberately hurt men. 
 
    “There’s some other stuff, but those are the two most important.” I sat back. “You’re going to find out that you have to be responsible in ways you never thought. It’s going to change your life. And I intend to keep tabs on all women who have earrings and make sure they don’t abuse their power and their privilege.” 
 
    Then I told her the story of Vanez, which again opened her mouth, and made her realize how serious this could be. 
 
    Then I held out a pair of earrings.  
 
    Shiela took them, I had chosen a pair of dice on the end of a silvery string. 
 
    She hefted them for a moment, then put one down and fixe the other in her ear. 
 
    I waited. 
 
    She put the other one in, and…click! 
 
    The world changed for Shiela. 
 
    I was listening, so I knew what she was hearing. 
 
    She could hear Tom whacking off in my bathroom next door. Whacking, and not succeeding, because I had put a cum block on  him. 
 
    “You stopped him from…” 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    Then she heard Charlie. 
 
    Now, to be honest, Charlie wasn’t all that bad. He had a kind heart under the BS, but it was soiled by an addiction to porn. 
 
    At that moment he was staring at naked girls on the internet. He was watching somebody called Sammi Starfish, who was doing something called an ‘anal hook hogtie,’ and it looked as bad as it sounds. 
 
    We watched through his eyes, and felt his hard rod in his pants. He didn’t jack off, just felt his groin every once in a while and drooled. 
 
    Shiela turned to me. “I’m so embarrassed.” 
 
    “For what? Men have a seven second SEX! mechanism in their minds. He can’t help himself. And, believe me, there are worse things than looking at porn. There are cheaters, people who think that sex is violence,” I described my own husband and Biff without naming names.  
 
    “But…” 
 
    “Shiela. I don’t judge. I simply say you can do what you want, but I will suggest we talk a bit, maybe go to lunch and watch a few minds. You’ll see how harmless Charlie’s fetish is, and we can discuss what you can do about it. 
 
    We headed for the Cow Shed Tavern, seems like they were getting a lot of my business these days, and ordered a salad and a drink. Then we sat and she explored the minds of men. 
 
    “The bartender’s cute,” she observed. 
 
    SPROING! I gave him a king-sized boner. 
 
    “Oh, my gosh! Did you do that?” 
 
    “Yep. Watch this.” 
 
    The bartender looked a little dazed, and I put a three second blow pull on him. Every three seconds he felt a mouth slide down his cock. I left it there. 
 
    He tried to move around, to mix drinks, but he was a bit distracted, to say the least. He kept rubbing his front against the counter, getting a little extra sensation with that eternally pulling mouth. 
 
    He turned away from filling one drink and we could see him groan. 
 
    Shiela giggled. “And this isn’t mean?” 
 
    “Girlfriend, cock teasing is never mean. It’s an art form. It should be engaged in regularly by every female. Now, see that guy sitting at the bar?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Can you see his crotch under the bar?” 
 
    He was sitting at a corner of the bar and facing us, and his groin was easy to see. “Yes.” 
 
    I pushed SEX! into his mind. I imagined him cumming uncontrollably. Suddenly he slumped forward and his hand went down to his crotch. 
 
    “Oh, my God! Did you just make him cum?” 
 
    I smiled. “Do you see that couple sitting at the table?” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Look into his mind. Tell me what you see.” 
 
    She frowned. “He’s breaking up with her.” 
 
    “He’s not just breaking up with her, he never should have gone with her. He’s not really interested in her.” 
 
    “What are you going to do?” 
 
    “Not me. I want you to make him cum, then put a block on his cumming again. Make it a long time. Maybe a year.” 
 
    “Not let him cum for a year?” 
 
    I nodded. “That should be long enough.” 
 
    Shiela focused her gaze and pushed sex into his mind. She made his cock shimmy in his pants, and she rubbed the head. We could feel him blinking and lurching, and it all happened perfectly: “Baby, we’re done I’m breaking up with…with…OOOO!” 
 
    He squirted. 
 
    The girl took her hand away, then stood up, crying. She ran out of the bar. 
 
    Shiela put the orgasm block in place. 
 
    He didn’t know it, of course. He just bent over the table and groaned and felt his seed spewing in his pants. 
 
    “Excellent,” I said. 
 
    “I feel bad for her.” 
 
    “I know, but we got through our first infatuation. So will she. And she’ll learn something from this experience.” 
 
    “So will he,” Shiela murmured.  
 
    At the table the guy was patting his crotch with napkins and trying not to be obvious. 
 
    I grinned. “For a solid year he will remember his last cum, and that it was with her. Heck, he might even fall in love with her.” 
 
    Shiela looked at me, “But it’s too late. She’s been ditched, and now she’s a woman spurned. She won’t fall back in love with him.” 
 
    I nodded. This we both knew. We were women, we had both gone through this scene. 
 
    Shiela shook her head. It was a mix of sad, but…but she was learning a new definition of right and wrong. 
 
    “I can’t be mean, but I can teach lessons.” 
 
    “All the lessons you want. The more lessons you teach the better the world will be. Look, we can’t be bullies. We can’t pick on people. But we can take advantage of the natural course of things, of men’s insane propensity for erections, and guide them.” 
 
    “Punishment bad…guidance good. I can see there’s a lot of things I need to learn.” 
 
    “And if you know of somebody who can learn, and not just punish, I need to meet them. We need more level heads in this world.” 
 
    We sat and stared at each other, and we were in agreement. I knew that I had chosen well with Shiela, and may all my choices be that good. 
 
    “How about that chubby fellow who just came in. Do you see what he’s thinking about?” 
 
    I giggled. “We can give him some of that!” 
 
    And we took turns stimulating his libido, caressing his cock with feathers, and implanting certain suggestions and commands. He really shouldn’t have been thinking what he was thinking, but now that he had… Heh! Heh! 
 
      
 
    A couple of hours later, and a couple of drinks to the wind, we returned home. To Charlie. 
 
    “Would you like me to eavesdrop? Or can you handle him on your own?” 
 
    “Can you listen from your house?” two lines appeared between her eyes. 
 
    “If I’m sitting on the patio. I’ve got to talk to a girl, a candidate, so I can listen in while I’m talking. 
 
    “Can you listen to anybody in the neighborhood?” 
 
    “I have to get closer, but…who wants to? I’ve got my own drama going on. I don’t need anybody else’s. But,” I had a thought, “Tina can. Tina is really strong. She can probably hear the whole block. But, believe me, after you’ve looked into a few minds you’ll lose interest. Unless, of course, they are minds in your own circle.” 
 
    And, with that, we were done. I headed inside, and she headed for home. 
 
    I tossed my purse on the couch, poured a Dr. Pepper, and headed out to the patio. I was just in time. Shiela had just climbed the stairs and was about to confront Charles on his porn addiction. I settled back and closed my eyes and listened to his mind. 
 
    Through his eyes I saw Shiela lean against the door jamb. 
 
    “Hey, babe. What’s happening?” 
 
    I saw his guilt. He had just closed the computer in time, and he thought he had gotten away with it. 
 
    Hah! 
 
    Shiela smiled, “Got that computer shut down just in time, eh?” 
 
    “Uh, what?” 
 
    “Closed up the porn just before I could catch you. Pretty slick.” 
 
    “What?” And there it was. That snippy bit of sass. When she got close to his addition, to the SEX! SEX! SEX! in his head he got a little nasty. 
 
    “Limp,” she said. 
 
    He looked down at his shrinking lap and his mouth opened in shock. 
 
    “You won’t get hard again until you talk to me about your porn addiction.” 
 
    “I don’t…you can’t…” he was flabbergasted. 
 
    “Oh, I can, and I will. Your attention should be on me. Oh, I don’t care that you look at porn. You can stare at all the big boobies you want. You can watch big dicks penetrate little pussies to your heart’s content. I don’t even care if you jack off, as long as you don’t cum.” 
 
    His mouth was open now, but she was running right over the little protesting thoughts he had. I had told her about this, and she was proving to be a quick study. 
 
    “But, of course, you won’t be cumming anyway. Not until you come clean with me. And then, maybe, if I feel like it.” 
 
    And Charlie finally spoke. Interestingly, it was not a big protest. It was a whiny, “You cant’ stop me from cumming!” 
 
    I laughed, and I know, from the tenseness in Charles mind, that she laughed. 
 
    Then she said, “Your sperm doesn’t belong to you. We’re married, so it is community property, and husband’s and wive’s should discuss the property dispensation of semen before it is dispensed.” 
 
    That made me chuckle, and Charlie gasped and wanted to say more, but she was gone, and I, through Charles’ ears, could her her walking down the hallway and down the stairs.” 
 
    I picked up my cell phone and sent a text. It was a simple thumbs up icon. 
 
    She sent back, ‘I’m sweating. That was hard.’ 
 
    And I texted: “That was so easy it was limp.” 
 
    I didn’t need to read her mind to know that she was chuckling.  
 
      
 
    I sat and was simply content for a while. I could feel Tom. He was upstairs, working. Trying not to think about the female underthings he was wearing. 
 
    And Bobby was upstairs. Studying. Oh, my God! My boy had just cracked a book! 
 
    I looked deeper into his mind and found out why. 
 
    Tina had teased him until he was near out of his mind, then she made him limp and told him that if didn’t finish a chapter she would come back and tease him all night. 
 
    He had begged Tanya to help him, but it seems that Tanya had quickly adapted to being the one in charge. She just smiled and said, “I don’t want a dope for a boyfriend. So do what your sister says or I’ll make it twice as bad.” 
 
    “How about it, Bobby boy? You want twice the teasing and none of the fun?” 
 
    Then the girls had laughed and set off to check on Vanez and Billie. They had already found Biff and The Rod and they were behaving properly, my implanted suggestions controlling them perfectly. 
 
    Smiling, enjoying the sun, I heard the doorbell. I looked at my phone and saw it was Marsha, the girl that Tina wanted me to check out for earrings. 
 
    “Come on in. I’m in the backyard.” I put my cellphone down and waited. 
 
    Marsha was a snippy, young thing. Quite attractive, but she knew it, and she didn’t handle it well. I could see this after just a few minutes of talking to her. 
 
    And that gave me a problem. 
 
    I could turn her down, boot her butt, and she would probably just go out and grouse to her friends. Which meant unwanted advertisements. 
 
    ‘Did you know Mrs. Hansen is a witch? She can make men do what she wants them to, and…’ Blah, blah, blah. 
 
    Sure, a lot of people would just laugh her off. 
 
    But, it would start a rumor. And everybody knows that a rumor is ten times more deadly than facts. Heck, a thousand times. 
 
    So, what to do? What to do? 
 
    Finally, I came up with a plan. 
 
    “Listen, we might be able to work something out, but you have to prove that you deserve the power. that means you need to keep your grades up, not be involved in any scandal, and generally be above reproach?” 
 
    “Of course!” She was eyed and sincere, but I knew she didn’t have the discipline to toe the line. 
 
    But, now she was committed to a program, a possibility. 
 
    I would talk to the others, tell them how they could help her, and maybe we could bring her to a responsible point. 
 
    Maybe. 
 
    If not, it would be a long program she was on. 
 
    And, that was about it for the day. 
 
    I checked on the boys again. Bobby was still studying. He was having a hard time of it, but…he was progressing. 
 
    Tom was polishing woodwork. I could smell the lemon Pledge through his nose and therefore his mind. 
 
    All right. Okay. Time to fix dinner. Time to— 
 
    Ding a doot doot! Ding a doot doot! 
 
    My phone. I picked it up. Tina. I smiled and answered. 
 
    “Hey, darling daughter. How’s it—“ 
 
    “Mom!” she blurted, interrupting me. “We’ve got a problem.” 
 
    I sat up straight. “What’s wrong?” 
 
    “You won’t believe…Dr. Vanez…she…” she yelled out, “Tanya! Are you okay?” 
 
    “Tina?” 
 
    “Just hold on, Mom.” 
 
    “What’s the problem?” 
 
    “You’ll find out in a minute. I brought it home with me.” 
 
    The phone went dead. 
 
    I sprang out of the patio lounger and ran through the house. 
 
    Through the picture window I saw Tina pull into the driveway. Tanya, in her car, was right behind her. 
 
    They jumped out of the cars and when I saw what they had brought home I almost fainted.  
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    FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 
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    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. 
 
    My Husband’s Funny Breasts 
 
    

  

 
   
    FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 
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    Rick Boston and his beautiful wife, Jamey, move to Stepforth Valley, where Rick is offered a job at a high tech cosmetics company. 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! 
 
    The Stepforth Husband 
 
      
 
    Robert said: I was expecting less and got more! Having knowledge of the original story I made some assumptions. Intricate emotions and some a few twists later and Ms Mansfield has a good book on her hands. 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 
 
    [image: Image] 
 
    This is the second book in the Stepforth Series. The first book is ‘The Stepforth Husband.’ 
 
    Judd is the product of the Amazons. the Amazons are an ancient race of women who are working for the betterment of mankind. 
 
    Judd must go to Stepforth Valley and uncover an insidious plot to make the men of the world into women. He will be chemically changed, betrayed by those who love him, and, in the end, come to the truth of the world. 
 
      
 
    Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands 
 
      
 
    A Kindle Customer said of The Stepforth Husband and the Revenge of the Stepforth Husbands: This two book set is an intriguing blending of erotica, adventure, mystery and philosophy. Sated you will be regarding the first three categories and if your world or life views can accept it, be intrigued by the author’s theological speculations as described at the end of the second book. Fiction is always made more interesting when it is based in truth.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    There are MORE full length novels at: 
 
      
 
    GROPPER PRESS  
 
      
 
      
 
    There are also 
 
    Big Erotic Collections! 
 
      
 
    You’ll find massive collections 
 
    of the finest erotica in the world! 
 
    Just like the ones on the following pages.

  

 
   
    BIG COLLECTIONS! 
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    Save money 
 
    SEVEN sexy stories 
 
    A sorority that feminizes…’Tootsie’ goes all the way…National lipstick day and all the men in Hollywood start growing breasts…learning to be a man by being a woman, and more, more, more. 
 
    The Electric Groin! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    BIG COLLECTIONS! 
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    Save money with SEVEN erotic stories 
 
    Men turning into women because of the vaccine…a woman makes her husband wear a chastity device, then they swap bodies…feminization training…feminized by his sister…and more, more! 
 
    Quivering Buns 
 
    

  

 
   
    BIG COLLECTIONS! 
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    Save money with SEVEN sexy stories 
 
    A sorority that feminizes, ‘Tootsie’ goes all the way, National lipstick day and all the men in Hollywood start growing breasts, learning to be a man by being a woman, and more, more, more. 
 
    The Shivering Bone! 
 
    

  

 
   
    BIG COLLECTIONS! 
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    Save money with SEVEN erotic stories 
 
    A nephew changed into a girl…emasculating a cheating husband…a feminized cop…sentenced to feminization…and a LOT More! 
 
    Stories to Pump your Heart 
 
    

  

 
   
    BIG COLLECTIONS! 
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    Save money with SEVEN erotic stories 
 
    His penis grows longer when he cheats!…mad scientist changes man into woman!…a man has to learn to be a female model…and much, MUCH more! 
 
    The Whisper of Flesh 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    The Best Erotica in the World is at… 
 
    GROPPER PRESS  
 
      
 
    Following is a list of stories from Gropper Press. 
 
    Many of them are five star, 
 
    all of them are hot and steamy! 
 
      
 
    https://gropperpress.wordpress.com

  

 
   
    Big Stories 
 
    [image: demogirls cov use.jpg] 
 
      
 
    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? 
 
      
 
    Long Island Reader said: Certainly different! This book was unlike any gender swap story I have read before. It is well written and quite sexy, but more than that, it is suffused with a sense of humor that really captures our current political dichotomy. What a concept! Be you a Democrat or a Republican, I suggest reading this with an open mind. Wow! 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Big Stories 
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    Feminized for Granny ~ Underwear is disappearing from Joanna’s department store. She catches the culprit, and a spanking reveals that Eric is a cross dresser. Joann realizes there is something very hot about cross dressing, but how far can she push Eric? 
 
      
 
    Je said: Well written, the story flowed well with believable text. I enjoyed the concept of the story and the emotional turmoil of the the people. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    Big Stories 
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    Feminized in 100 Days ~ TOM loves his wife, but he doesn’t feel worthy. She is so beautiful and powerful. Tammi learns how Tom feels, and comes up with a plan to make Tom feel beautiful and worthy, and It only takes 100 days. A wonderful tale of erotic sex and the exchange of power. 
 
      
 
    A kindle customer said: Every man should have a wonderful wife to walk through life by "her" side! I didn't want the story to end! 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
    Big Stories 
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    Feminized Cop ~ SAM wasn’t big enough to be a real cop, so he became T-Rex, a feminized cop. Drugs, guns and sex…he’s in the middle of it. But when he tries to get out, that’s when the trouble starts, and that’s when he finds out what being a feminized cop really means. 
 
    This is a steamy, rock and roll story about a straight man learning to walk on the wild side! 
 
    

  

 
   
    Big Stories 
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    The Were-Fem ~ RODNEY paid no attention when his parents said ‘Don’t go in the woods. He enters the woods and is captivated by a naked girl swimming in a pond. She takes him to a mysterious castle and he is…changed. By day he is a hard working lad, but at night he becomes something else!

  

 
   
    Big Stories 
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    I Changed My Nephew into a Woman! ~ MARTHA gets a call from her sister, and is asked to look out for her nephew for a summer. She is not happy, but she talks to her friend, Daphne, and they start making plans. Then the nephew shows up, and they get the surprise of their lives. Chuckie wants something that only they can provide, and he is willing to do what they want to get it!

  

 
   
    Big Stories 
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    Johnny Gets Taken Down ~ JOHNNY loves his wife, and he loves to cross dress. But when a Mystery Hacker takes over his computer and finds his hidden stash of selfies, his world comes undone. Johnny is forced to wear dresses, to wear a chastity tube, and even to make love to his Ex. But when the end comes it is something that Johnny never expected. The identity of the Mystery Hacker turns out to be the biggest shocker of all!

  

 
   
    The Best Erotica in the World is at… 
 
    GROPPER PRESS  
 
      
 
    Novels, short story collections… 
 
    there are new books and stories coming out almost every day! 
 
      
 
    Gropper Press 
 
      
 
    The BEST Erotica in the World!

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    If you liked 
 
    ‘Into the Sexual Mind!’ 
 
    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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