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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    I awoke feeling like Valentines and Christmas ornaments. Hearts and sparkles. Love and a golden, glowing world. 
 
    I rolled over and found Tom staring at me. The look in his eyes: this was a desperate man. 
 
    I giggled. “How long have you been awake?” 
 
    “I don’t know. I didn’t sleep much. I’m really horny.” 
 
    “Oh, my gosh!” I put a hand to my open mouth. “That’s terrible! Do you think you might get Lisa to come over and take care of you?” 
 
    Oh, the look of despair on his face. “Honey, I’m sorry! I told you—“ 
 
    “Shush up. The day is too wonderful to listen to your whining. Cheater.” 
 
    I slid out from under the covers and stretched. I could feel his eyes focused on my boobs. My ass. My private, little pleasure palace.  Private from him, at least. He was going to have to be a different person, a trustworthy person, before I ever let his dick in me again. 
 
    I walked into the bathroom and turned on the shower. In a minute I was soaping and shampooing my hair and just feeling good. Just think, yesterday I had gone to a garage sale and Tom had gone to golf and get a blow job. But the earrings I found at a yard sale had done the trick. Now I could listen to his mind. I could even make him do things, especially if he had a sexual stake in it all. 
 
    Yes, things were certainly going to be different for Tom from here on out. 
 
    “Hey, Tom?” I called from the shower. 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “How’s that erection?” 
 
    I heard a groan, and I knew that his pecker was standing up and saluting. I chuckled, knowing he couldn’t resist me. 
 
    I stepped out, dried, dried my hair, and was aware of him staring at me from the door. I looked into his mind. 
 
    SEX! Bleating like a neon. And, five seconds later…SEX! 
 
    I giggled. I liked sex, and I thought of it every once in a while, but not like men. All men were horn dogs, with thoughts of sex once every seven seconds. Since I had started taking my revenge on Tom for cheating he was having thoughts more often, and he couldn’t touch his penis, and he couldn’t cum. 
 
    He came to the bathroom door and watched me. I could feel the lust emanating from him like heat from a radiator. His penis was literally glowing, and as I glanced at him I saw a big drop of pre-cum forming on the tip of of his dick. 
 
    I ignored him. 
 
    “Can you take this boner away?” 
 
    “What boner? Oh, that boner? The one you please all your girlfriends with?” 
 
    “How many times do I have to say I’m sorry.” 
 
    I formed a mental image of a hand pulling on his dick, twisting as it went from ball to skull. His knees buckled and his mouth made an O. Shaking, he regained his footing. 
 
    “Is that as good as your girlfriend?” 
 
    “Please!” he begged. 
 
    I walked towards him, naked, my tits thrusting out, my nipples erect. He found himself backing up, and I went to my closet. At the door I turned and said, “Stand in the center of the room.” 
 
    Now, he could have resisted this, it wasn’t sexual, but he was learning not to resist, not to argue, not to do anything but agree. What he didn’t understand that every time he went along with it the more he fell in thrall, the more he became unable to resist. 
 
    “Now then, I’m going to do some things to you, and I don’t want you to cum, and I don’t want you to fall. Are you ready?” 
 
    “But I don’t—“ 
 
    “Drip.” 
 
    His jerked and he looked down, a huge drop fell and splattered on the floor. 
 
    He looked up, stunned, and I said, “Feel your cock pulsing?” 
 
    He didn’t want to, but he nodded. His cock jerked upright as sensation ran up the shaft. 
 
    “Now a big hand is stroking it. The hand of your favorite actress…” 
 
    I watched his mind, and an image popped into it and he couldn’t stop it. 
 
    “Ah, Scarlett Johansson. Wonderful. Scarlett is holding your penis. She has beautiful, red nails, and she is curling her hand around your shaft, stroking you. You are getting closer, and closer. Scarlett is getting closer and closer, too. She wants to be closer to you. Her lips are inches from yours, if you could only move. If you could only kiss her…” 
 
    Tom was swaying, then leaning forward, his eyes were open, but blank. His lips were pursed as if Scarlet Johanssen really was right in front of him, holding his dick. 
 
    “But, Tom, you can’t move. All you can do is feel your cock getting harder and harder as she pulls it and twists it” 
 
    His cock was actually getting fatter, and turning purple. Drops were dripping on the carpet regularly. 
 
    “Maybe she’d like you to eat her pussy. Ask her, Tom. Ask Scarlett if you can get on your knees and eat her hole.” 
 
    Tom began murmuring, little whispers, which were like shouts in his mind. ‘Scarlett, please, I love you, let me eat you. Please…Scarlett.’ 
 
    “Hump her hand, Tom. Let her know how much you love her.” 
 
    Tom began thrusting his hips forward. I could see his mind ratcheting up, getting closer and closer, yet I made sure he couldn’t quite get there. 
 
    “Stay there, Tom.” 
 
    I threw a robe on and walked out of the room, leaving Tom pumping his cock into the air, thinking it was Scarlett Johanssen’s hand. Thinking he was an inch away from kissing her, muttering endearments and trying to convince her to let him eat her pussy. 
 
    I stopped at Lisa’s door and tapped. 
 
    “Mmmphm?” 
 
    “Get up you slugabed.” 
 
    I chuckled as I turned the knob and entered her room. 
 
    Her room was a pink, which she had loved when she was younger, but which she wanted to paint a more grown up color. It was also a little messy. Not a disaster, but a few clothes strewn about. A book on the floor where she lay in front of the window and read.  
 
    She was in bed, one arm hanging over the side, a big teddy bear watching over her. She had pictures of boy bands on the walls. 
 
    I sat on the bed and ran one hand through her hair. “Come on, honey. Today is the first day of the rest of your life.” 
 
    She opened an eye and inspected me morosely. “What time is the funeral?” she muttered. 
 
    “Right now if you don’t get up.” I stood up and pulled her bedding off. 
 
    She gave a mini shriek, then curled up, then sighed, then turned around and sat on the edge of her bed. 
 
    Her beauty always amazed me. She looked like I did when I was young. Slender but with big boobs, and she kept her hair long and wavy. It fell over her face as she sat there and contemplated the world dourly. 
 
    “How come?” she asked. “Wanna sleep.” 
 
    I said, “Want your room painted? Free of charge? 
 
    A blue eye appeared through her lush blond locks. “Do I get to pick the color?” 
 
    “I offer you a slave and you want to quibble.” 
 
    She brushed her hair back, revealed her sensuous lips, naturally red, and asked, “What do you mean…slave?” 
 
    “Exactly what I said. And not only that…it’s your brother.” 
 
    She smiled an evil smile, “I’m officially awake.” Then she yawned. “So how does this work?” 
 
    “Come down to breakfast and I’ll explain.” 
 
    I went down to the kitchen and began bacon and eggs. I poured Pepsi over a couple of glasses of ice—me bad, soft drinks in the morning? But I prefer soda to coffee for my caffeine—and by the time I had everything ready Tina walked into kitchen. She was wearing shorts, which showed her long, curvy legs, and a cut off sweat shirt. I envied her slender belly. I mean, I was in good shape, but I had to work at it. 
 
    “Mmm. Thanks, Mom.” She sat, picked up a piece of bacon and nibbled.  “Now what’s this about Bobby painting my room?” 
 
    I sat and sipped my Pepsi. I was hungry, but I only ate twice a day. Starving myself to keep my svelte shape. I paused for a moment and listened to Tom’s mind. I could feel his desperation as he humped the air and thought it was Scarlett’s hand. Through his eyes I could almost see her. So kissing close, an inch away, breathing on his mouth, ready and wanting to kiss him, if he…could…only…move. I smiled and returned my attention to my daughter. 
 
    “Well, honey, I bought some earrings the other day, and I don’t know how they work, but they enable me to see into men’s minds. Not only that, I control their minds. Oh, it has to be sexual thoughts, but when I think something they see it, and have to do it. And the more i control them the easier it is.” 
 
    Tina blinked. “Can I have some whiskey, too? I need to catch up to you.” 
 
    I smiled happily. 
 
    Now, I am going to give you a pair, but before I do I need to let you know what’s going to happen. I don’t want you to be scared, and I really need you to be responsible. After all, if all men are now going to be your slaves, you need to take certain precautions. We have to be careful not to harm the men, and we need to be very circumspect. If anybody knew the power we have we would likely have unfriendly people trying to steal our earrings, even trying to imprison us to find out how we can do what we do.” 
 
    “Wow, Mom. Are you going to write a fantasy novel or something?” 
 
    I checked on Tom again. He was standing where I left him, his penis was purple and his hips rocked back and forth. The horniness factor was growing larger and larger. He truly thought Scarlet Johanssen was right in front of him. 
 
    Then, curious, I looked for Bobby’s mind. 
 
    He was asleep, and I blinked. That nasty, little boy! He was having a wet dream! In his dream his girlfriend, Tanya, was on her knees. He was holding her head in his hands and face fucking her. She was mumbling, “Oh, baby! You’re so big!” 
 
    He was grinning, and I had a thought. Don’t cum! He frowned in his sleep. I looked for that thought he had hid from me the other day, but couldn’t see anything. Huh! I could mind read a lot of things, but when the man put up a block I was kept out. Thinking about it, I supposed that was good. People should have some place to have their secret thoughts, to remain true to who they thought they were in their minds. But I wanted that secret. It didn’t feel good, and I didn’t want some sort of perverted anchor holding Bobby back in his mind. Well, I would just have to work him until he broke down and told me. 
 
    I brought my focus back to my daughter and smiled. I reached into the big pocket of my robe and took out one of the little boxes of earrings I had gotten at the yard sale. I placed it on the table, but I kept my hand on it. 
 
    Tina looked down, and I knew she was thinking that I was a little nuts, that I had carried this fantasy a wee bit too far. 
 
    “When you put these on you will hear thoughts. It will be disconcerting at first, but after a while it gets easy, and you’ll have to be careful that you don’t simply talk to a man just because he had a thought. You’ll have to differentiate between the voices in the real world, and the thoughts that are in their heads and that you can now hear. 
 
    “Mother…” 
 
    I kept my hand over hers and squeezed. “You have to be kind, but firm. This is not a toy to bully, but a license to educate.” 
 
    “You’re freaking me out, Mom.” 
 
    I opened the little round topped box. The earrings came in different designs and fashions, but they were all beautiful. The inventor was apparently an artisan. I was wearing a design of pearls in a lacy pattern of gold. I had picked out some silvery danglies with a little diamond in them for Tina. 
 
    I held them out. “Never take them off. Never let anybody try them on. If a man wants them, simply stop him. Give him an erection, make him orgasm. It’s hard for men to get tough when they are cumming.” 
 
    “Mother!” she was shocked by my language and what I was saying. 
 
    I turned her hand over and placed the earrings in her hand. “Put them on. 
 
    They were pretty, but she was freaked out. I simply stared at her and waited. 
 
    Slowly, she pushed a pole through a lobe and clicked it shut. Then she took the other one, put it to her ear, ran the pole through, and…click. 
 
    She blinked. Her eyes grew larger. “Is that…is that…Daddy?” 
 
    I nodded, knowing exactly what she was seeing, a grown man, naked with a big, purple, dripping erection, humping the air. 
 
    “Is that…is he with…Scarlett Johanssen?” 
 
    I smiled. “He likes Scarlett.” 
 
    “Damn!” she said. “He loves her!” 
 
    “Language.” 
 
    “Yes, mother,” she spoke, but she was looking for minds to hear. 
 
    “Oh, my gosh! Bobby…is Tanya—“ 
 
    “She’s not upstairs. She’s in his dreams.” 
 
    “Man, that’s a nasty dream!” she blurted. 
 
    “Unless you want the man to do it to you. Unless you feel like sucking on a little cock. 
 
    Tina blinked, and I could see her figuring out the differences between hearing real voices and hearing mental voices. “Mother,” she whispered. 
 
    “Can you understand now why we must simply speak the truth? Why we’re going to have to be adult about sex? If we don’t then the men rule the world, every seven seconds they mentally advertise their intentions. SEX! SEX! SEX! On and on, and we are the victims of that.” 
 
    “I never knew,” her eyes were very large. 
 
    “Are you sexually experienced?” 
 
    “Mother, I…” 
 
    “Have you fucked anybody?” 
 
    She looked ashamed, and bit her lip and nodded. 
 
    I patted her hand. “That’s okay. You would have fucked somebody some time, so let’s just be grown up about this. These earrings will enable you to know which man loves you for who you are, and which one is just trying to get in your panties.” 
 
    Tina didn’t say anything for a second, then… “What if I just want to get in their pants?” 
 
    That made me blink, but I quickly realized the truth of it. Men weren’t the only sluts. Women could be sluts, and…was that really wrong? Men scratched their itch…shouldn’t women be able to? 
 
    “Then you go ahead and get in their pants. If you’re going to rule the world you shouldn’t be bound in your desires. You should be free to express them.” 
 
    A far away look came into her eyes. 
 
    “Now then, finish up, I want to get your brother going on your room.” 
 
    She smiled, gobbled a last bite of eggs, and picked up a piece of bacon. “This is going to be good!” 
 
    I couldn’t have agreed more. 
 
      
 
    “Wake up.” 
 
    Bobby mumbled, and ignored us. He had rolled over when we had entered his room, and I knew, and Tina knew, he was hiding a big, drippy hard on. 
 
    “Wake up, little brother,” she always called him little brother because she had been born seven minutes before him. 
 
    “Go fuck yourself.” 
 
    I blinked, then realized he didn’t know I had come in right after her. 
 
    “Limp.” 
 
    His cock shrunk, and we could see him shifting under the blankets, wondering what had happened to his big and enjoyable morning wood. 
 
    “Get hard.” 
 
    SPROING! We could feel the excitement rage through his mind. We could also feel the consternation. Surely his sister couldn’t have just effected his best friend…could she? 
 
    “Get limp.” 
 
    His pecker shrank. He spun around and sat up, legs over the edge of the bed and stared at his groin. Then he realized that I was standing at Tina’s shoulder. 
 
    “MOM!” He covered himself with the blankets. 
 
    “Language,” I grinned. 
 
    “Stand up,” commanded Tina. 
 
    “Too harsh,” I said. “Treat him like a boyfriend, no poke attached, of course. 
 
    Tina smiled. “Boner,” she said sweetly. 
 
    “Eek!” Bobby squeaked. He looked up at her, at me, and I could feel him feeling his now raging hard on. 
 
    “Limp.” 
 
    He looked about to cry now. 
 
    “Stand up, sweet brother of mine.” 
 
    There was more sex in the air than in a New Orlean’s whorehouse, and now he responded. He found himself standing up, and he madly tried to hold to the blanket. 
 
    “Let go of the blanket.” 
 
    He shook his head. I touched Tina’s shoulder, “Let me butt in here for a second.” 
 
    She stepped to the side and I stepped in front of the now quaking Bobby. I opened my robe and he gasped. There, in front of him, an arm’s length away, was his mother’s naked body. His mouth opened and he stared at my large, firm breasts. His eyes traveled down to my crotch. I could feel him admiring me. 
 
    Mis mind was screaming SEX! SEX! SEX! continuously. 
 
    “Drop the blanket, honey.”  
 
    He didn’t want to, I could feel him wailing away in his mind, but he loosed his grip and the blanket fell to the floor. 
 
    He was a handsome hunk. Bursting with young muscles. And his cock was particularly beautiful. It was big and strong and near bursting with the desire to squirt. 
 
    “Oh, my gosh, Mom! He wants to fuck you.” 
 
    “That’s just men, dear. They want to fuck anything, and Bobby knows me from when he was just a little squirt, literally,” we both giggled at the idea of Bobby as a sperm. “He knows you intimately, too. When he sees you naked he’s going to near come out of his mind.” 
 
    “Mom?” Bobby’s voice was quavering. “What is happening?” 
 
    I didn’t want to get into the earrings, so I decided to give him a story. “Didn’t you know? Very special women gain a superpower at the age of 18. We can control your sex, and we can control you.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    “We never told you, but Tina’s 18, and she needs to practice her powers on somebody. That somebody is you.” 
 
    “But—“ 
 
    “Shut, dear. We’ll make this quick, and then you can paint your sister’s room.” 
 
    He was so shocked by what was happening he didn’t even notice that I had said he was going to be painting. 
 
    “Geez, Mom. Look how big he is.” 
 
    I looked down at my son’s penis. Yes, it was big. Just like his father’s, a little bigger actually. 
 
    I said to Tina, “He’s been softened up, go ahead. Try the things I was telling you about.” 
 
    Tina nodded, cleared her throat, and said, “Feel this?” 
 
    I couldn’t read her mind, but I could tell, from Bobby’s reaction what she was thinking. 
 
    He reached down and took his penis in hand. He began to stroke. 
 
    “Let go.” 
 
    Stricken, he let go, his hands just hung to the side. His eyes were big and little tears were squeezing out. 
 
    “Feel this.” 
 
    Bobby jerked, and twisted his hips. “Don’t!” 
 
    She was giving him an invisible blow job. Just like the one he had received from his girlfriend in his dreams, but even more intense. After all, the blow job in his dreams was him wishing and dreaming. This one was other generated. 
 
    He jumped, and I knew she had goosed him. 
 
    I smiled. “Okay, let’s leave him to his dreams for a moment and check on your father.” 
 
    “Think of a sexy woman, she’s on her knees in front of you. She’s kissing your balls. She’s giving you head.” 
 
    I blinked. Oh, my God! He was thinking of me. 
 
    For a second I was queasy. Sex between mother and son was wrong. Then I took myself in hand and realized this was all in his head. What did it matter if he obsessed on me? As long as I kept myself under control…let him have what he wants. There would be time enough later to train him, and maybe to get him to focus on somebody other than myself. 
 
    But Tina wasn’t that gracious. “Think of somebody else other than Mom.” 
 
    The body on her knees in his mind morphed into…Tina! 
 
    “Oh, gross!” she blurted. 
 
    Bobby knew he was thinking wrong, but he couldn’t stop himself. 
 
    “It’s okay, honey,” I patted Tina on the shoulder. 
 
    “No, it’s not. Doesn’t he have a girlfriend?” 
 
    With that thought the body on her knees in his mind morphed again, and this time into Tanya. 
 
    “That’s better,” sighed Tina. “Stay here and get your blow job, but remember, no cumming.” 
 
    Bobby stood there, his hands as if holding his girlfriend’s head, his hips moving back and forth, and he gave a little squeak of a sob from the back of his throat. 
 
    Tina and I left the room. Outside in the hallway. “Jeez, Mom. He loves us more than his girlfriend.” 
 
    “We’re just the women he knows the best. And he did come up with her right after us, so he’s learning, growing. I’ll bet that on the day he thinks of her first, and not us, you’ll be a very sad woman.” 
 
    She frowned, and would have said something, but we walked into my bedroom. 
 
    “Hi, Tom. How’s it going?” 
 
    He was dazed and drooling. His hips went back and forth and his lips were puckered and searching for the kiss that would never come. 
 
    “Wow,” blurted Tina. Then: “Man, look at his cock!” 
 
    His cock was so purple, so large, and there was a big, damp spot on the carpet under it. 
 
    “Yes, he’s got a big one. Unfortunately, he thinks he can put it in anybody.” 
 
    I stepped in front of him. “Say good bye to Scarlett, honey. Come home to Mama.” 
 
    He blinked, his visions faded, and he focused on me. “Jane?” Then: “JANE! I’m sorry! I didn’t…where’d she…what is…” 
 
    “Aw, did Scarlett leave you? Wasn’t your dick big enough?” 
 
    Tina giggled, and Tom finally realized that she was standing to one side. 
 
    His arms jerked, tried to move, but he was horny, and he was under my control, and I had told him not to move form this spot. 
 
    “Put your hands to the side.” 
 
    He extended his hands. He tired to look at me, at Tina. At me. 
 
    “Tina, go to your room!” He blurted. 
 
    “Not a chance, Daddy.” 
 
    I stepped back. “Handle your father, dear.” 
 
    Tina said, “Limp.” 
 
    Tom actually managed to move, he looked down at his rapidly shrinking dick. 
 
    “Boner.” 
 
    SPROING! 
 
    “Limp.” 
 
    He stared at her as his penis dwindled. 
 
    “Boner.” 
 
    “Oh, no!” he breathed. “Not…not you!” 
 
    “Yes, me, Daddy dear. And while you’re still my father, our positions have changed.” 
 
    “But…but—“ 
 
    I put in, “Women are in charge, dear. You can still play the father, and Tina has said she will listen to you as long as you’re polite. But if you’re impolite, or unfair in your demands as a father, well…” 
 
    Tom: “This isn’t right!” He sobbed. Tears were coming freely now. 
 
    Then something happened that I didn’t expect. 
 
    Tom began to rise in the air. He panicked, but not even panic could rescue him. 
 
    I stared at Tina, and I realized that she was younger than me, and she had youth on her side, and she was terribly stronger than me. I mean, she was actually levitating him! 
 
    She turned him towards her, she made him lay back, then she turned him over. He was on his belly, his monster dick pointing at the floor. 
 
    “Daddy, I want you to cum one drop.” 
 
    I had to make myself be quiet. She wasn’t doing anything wrong, she was just stretching her ‘muscles.’ 
 
    Tom surged, his whole body gave a wave, culminating at his penis, and a big drop of sperm dropped out of his penis. It splattered on the floor. 
 
    Oh, my God! 
 
    She turned him back upright and set him down. 
 
    “Now, Daddy, I love you dearly. I always will. But sometimes you look down on me, like I’m a kid, or…or just a girl. Those days are through. Do you understand?” 
 
    Tom was in shock. He blubbered incoherently. He didn’t even try to grab his pulsing penis. 
 
    Tina turned to me. “Is that okay, Mother?” 
 
    “Honey, that is perfect. Control with compassion. No nonsense, yet understanding. Today you are a woman.” 
 
    She smiled and hugged me, and that sort of surprised me, and then I realized that she was hugging me not just as a daughter, but as a woman made equal.  
 
    And I realized: Children must grow, and they must outgrow their parents. 
 
    “Shall we go see to Bobby?” 
 
    I smiled and said, “One last thing.” I turned to Tom, who was shaken and blubbering. 
 
    “Stop crying.” 
 
    He stopped. 
 
    I went to the closet and got out a negligee. I tossed it to him. “Put this on.” 
 
    The question was in his mind, why? But he put the negligee on. I realized that this was truly devious. If my commands weren’t enough, the flimsy material would rub his penis all day, would drive him half insane. Heck, maybe all the way insane. 
 
    “What are you doing?” 
 
    “Tom, you cheated on me, and you can’t believe how that hurts. You will wear articles of women’s clothing until I feel you have grown up and started acting—and thinking—like a man. And, I’ll tell you, hubby of mine. I like this look. It makes me sort of horny. So the more girly stuff you wear, the hornier I will get, and the more I will go out and find men to fuck. Do you think I’ll be able to fuck as many men as you’ve fucked women?” 
 
    A far away look came into his eyes. He was thinking of all the women he had boffed, and how feminized I could make him. 
 
    “Now then. You will wear panties when anybody can see you, say you’re mowing the lawn or something, but that’s all. Just this negligee, and panties outside. Do you understand.” 
 
    He nodded, a look of profound misery creeping into his eyes. 
 
    “Good. Today you will clean all the windows and screens. If you get done you will ask me or Tina what next to do. If we are gone and you are finished you can watch Sex and the City.” 
 
    Tina giggled. She knew, we all knew, how much Tom hated that show. Giggly girls obsessed with sex. Women’s porn, he called it. And now he was going to have to watch it. 
 
    “Okay, now that we’re all on the same page,” I glanced at Tina and winked, “I want you to go have breakfast, two hard-boiled eggs with no salt, lemon juice, and a Viagra pill.” 
 
    Tina held her mouth and a laugh squirted around the edges of her hand. 
 
    “Okay, scratch he viagra. But after breakfast you will clean the kitchen, spotless, immaculate, and then you will see to the screens and windows. You may move now.” 
 
    I turned and left the room and Tina followed me. Behind us we could feel Tom walking towards the door. SEX! SEX! SEX! in his mind, his hard on raging, his whole body quivering with the desire to cum. 
 
    We walked into Bobby’s room. 
 
    Bobby was standing there, much the same as Tom had been standing. He was fucking the air, and, in his mind, Tanya’s mouth. His penis was monstrous! It was flicking off bits of pre-cum.” 
 
    “Wake up, Bobby boy.” 
 
    Bobby’s eyes snapped open and he realized what he was doing. He stopped moving and his face was filled with humiliation. 
 
    “Brother, dear, you will wear panties and my bra under—no, make it one of Mother’s bras.” 
 
    I blinked. Once again my daughter was outdoing me. 
 
    “She’s slightly bigger than me.” 
 
    “Do you want to put anything in the cups, dear?” 
 
    “Uh, not now. But you’ve given me some ideas.” Back to Bobby. “Today you are going to pick up my clothes—and yes, you may sniff my panties—and then you will do the laundry. After that you will move all my furniture into the hallway, put a drop cloth down, and wait for me. I’m going to get paint, and if you are done before I get back you may stroke yourself, slowly, but no cumming. I want my room painted today. And if you do a good job I will help you catch up with your homework.” 
 
    Well, that was a blinker! My daughter might be a bit more perverse than me, but she had a finely tuned sense of responsibility. 
 
    “Are you ready to start?” 
 
    Bobby waited a moment, figured out he was supposed to respond, and nodded his head. 
 
    “You may start.” 
 
    With a barely concealed sob, Bobby left the room. 
 
    Tina turned to me. “How was that, Mother?” 
 
    “Honey, that was marvelous!” 
 
    And we grinned at each other.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    Tina took Tom’s car. Normally he didn’t let her drive his Mustang, but things were different now. She even honked the horn and waved to him when she left, and he almost fell off the ladder he was climbing. 
 
    I took a last look at Bobby’s mind, he was moving furniture, and his erect penis was actually getting in the way, heh heh. 
 
    I went out to where Tom was climbing the ladder to a screen. “Tom, I’m going to go find somebody to fuck now. I’ll be bringing you home a nice, tasty treat.” 
 
    He turned to me, to beg, his face tormented, but I just waggled a finger ‘no’ and left. I could feel him on ladder, his heart sinking like the sun in the ocean at sunset. 
 
    I didn’t care. 
 
    I could see in his mind now, and I was finding some interesting things. For instance, he was thinking SEX! SEX! SEX! every five seconds. But when I said I was going to fuck somebody else his SEX! SEX! SEX! went to every three seconds. 
 
    Could the thought of me fucking somebody other than him actually turn him on? 
 
    Heck, if I’d known that I would have been out boffing the world a long time ago. 
 
    I drive a Beamer. It’s an old model, with all the bells and whistles, and it’s a convertible. 
 
    My favorite sport was driving around with the top down, letting the wind take my hair, ruling the world in my mind. 
 
    Now I was ruling the world for real. 
 
    I went to the Cow Shed Tavern. Yeah, I know. what a name, eh?  
 
    Anyway, it’s a small joint, intimate, and they served good hamburgers and delicious beer and drinks. 
 
    I giggled as I pulled into the parking lot. I never drank beer because I didn’t want to turn into a cow. But now, with my new found powers, I could. After all, Tom could never fall out of love with me now. And in the far fetched chance that he could, I could make any man in the world fall in love with me. 
 
    I walked into the bar, saw Sandy sitting at a booth, and sauntered over to her. She saw me coming, waved to me, then waved to the waitress. 
 
    Sandy’s my besty from forever. 
 
    In high school we had fought over the same boys, until we realized that most boys weren’t men. By then we were ready for college, and there were more than enough shallow men to go around. 
 
    Physically, we were close. Her boobs were a little bigger than mine, but so was her butt, which I delighted in telling her. She was brunette to my blonde and wore her hair a little longer and fluffier, the better to hide her weight problems. 
 
    She stood up when I reached the table and we hugged and air kissed, and she pinched my bottom. 
 
    We sat down and grinned. 
 
    “Well, girlfriend? How’re they hanging?” 
 
    I hefted my boobs and said, “You be the judge.” 
 
    We giggled, and the waitress arrived. 
 
    “Hamburgers,” we announced together, and I asked for no pickles. I confided to the waitress, “Pickles are like cheating men, you don’t want them around.” 
 
    She winked, and I surprised Sandy. “A couple of shots of whiskey, when we’re about done with the burgers.” 
 
    The girl nodded, smiled, and left. 
 
    “Drinking this early in the day?” 
 
    “Cause to celebrate.” 
 
    “Oh? What’s up?” 
 
    “I’ll tell you in a minute. Let’s eat, first.” 
 
    At that moment a group of men entered the bar. They were middle-aged. One was redheaded, one bald, one was thin with dark hair, and the last was chubby with dark hair, They were a little loud, full of themselves, and they took a table across the room. Their boisterous chatter sort of ruined the ambience of the bar. 
 
    “Great,” muttered Sandy. To me: “You want to go to the patio?” 
 
    “Oh, no. I want you to watch something. See the redhead?” 
 
    She looked. “Yeah.” 
 
    “He’s going to jump, maybe even yelp. Are you ready?” 
 
    “Huh?” 
 
    Now, I couldn’t pinch him from all the way across the room, but I could put a sexual thought into his mind. The sexual thought was of somebody biting his ass. 
 
    “Hey!” The red headed fellow jumped, rubbed his butt and looked around. 
 
    The others looked at him questioningly, but he just said he sat on something. Maybe a nail, and it must have fallen on the floor and rolled away. Leastwise, nobody could find the nail. 
 
    Sandy stared at me. “How did you know that was going to happen?” 
 
    “I caused it.” 
 
    She stared at me. Then she grinned. “Yeah, right. Jedi mind tricks.” 
 
    “See the bald guy?” 
 
    She looked and saw. 
 
    “He’s going to start to sweat inside of thirty seconds. He’s going to look very uncomfortable. He might even pull his collar out.” 
 
    Sandy stared at the men. 
 
    I sent a message to the bald guy’s libido. SPROING! 
 
    I could see the tell of reactions and I turned up the juice. I made soft tongues circle his cock head. I stuck a ghost tongue right into the slit on the head of his cock. 
 
    At one point the man looked at his lap. He started to fidget, and he finally pulled out his collar and even wiped his forehead. 
 
    “How are you…?” Amazement in her voice. 
 
    “See the skinny one?” 
 
    She nodded, and I realized that she was now speechless. 
 
    I put the image of a sexy woman blowing on his cock, and he felt the sharp wind, the cool breath, and his cock went SPROING! Then I slid a cool finger under his cock, under his balls, and up his crack to his asshole. 
 
    “AIEE!” He jumped up. 
 
    The men were looking around now, and starting to compare notes, and I could make out the word ‘haunted’ being bandied around. 
 
    And our hamburgers arrived. 
 
    I put extra mayo on the bun, and tossed the tomato. I like tomatoes, but this was too thick and a bit green. But the onions, mmm. 
 
    Sandy just sat there, staring at me. 
 
    “Eat, girlfriend. Pad your stomach for the booze. We’re going to have fun today.” 
 
    The men across the room were all leaned together, talking animatedly in low voices. I could have listened in through their minds if I wanted, but I didn’t care. I knew what they were discussing. Then I noticed that the chubby, dark-haired one was scoffing. 
 
    Scoffing. Hmm. 
 
    Without saying anything, I was content to let Sandy eat, I stuck a mental digit up his ass. 
 
    Oh, how he jumped, and that was the end of his scoffing. 
 
    We ate, and I nibbled a couple of fries, and the drinks arrived. 
 
    I sat, and anticipated, and more people came into the bar. 
 
    Good. I wanted more people. I was going to have to convince Sandy, and the more men I goosed, and which I would teach her to goose, the easier it would be. 
 
    We finished our burgers, licked our fingers, and she blurted, “Okay. Now…what gives?” 
 
    “Sandy, what if you could control men?” 
 
    “Yeah, right.” She laughed. “That would be like controlling the wind. You never know which way they’ll blow.” 
 
    “You just saw me control them.” 
 
    She blinked at that. Yes, she had seen me predict behavior and reactions, but…she was having a hard time with that. 
 
    “I came into a power. I can hear men’s thoughts. Their sexual thoughts specifically, but that opens the door to hearing all their thoughts, and even controlling those thoughts.” 
 
    She lifted up her whiskey and looked at it. “Any LSD in this?” 
 
    “Would you like me to demonstrate again?” 
 
    She said nothing. Like Tina, she was freaking a little bit. 
 
    “Pick out a man.” 
 
    She pointed at the bartender. I smiled. it was the same one I had seen on a night previous.  
 
    “Go up and ask for a bourbon and Coke. While he’s making it watch his crotch.” 
 
    “His…crotch?” She was incredulous. 
 
    I smiled. 
 
    “Okay,” she sounded dubious. 
 
    She got up and walked to the bar. The hunky bar man came to her and smiled and asked what he could get for her. 
 
    “Bourbon and Coke,” I could see her mouth move, and I blasted the barkeep. 
 
    I grabbed his cock with my mind and I twisted. I slapped his balls,  and screamed SEX! into his mind. He jumped, and groaned, and looked down. 
 
    Sandy looked down, then she turned and looked at me. I could see the shock on her face. 
 
    The guy was red-faced, but he managed to turn a bit and keep his erection out of things, and mix a bourbon and Coke. 
 
    Sandy brought the drink back, sat down across from me, and her mouth was still open. 
 
    “Your treat,” I toasted her. “Thanks.” 
 
    “You’re…welcome. I think.” 
 
    “Now, do you need more demonstration? Or can I get on with the explanation?” 
 
    “Please. Tell me.” She actually gulped. She was nervous. This was beyond crazy for her. 
 
    “Okay, I bought a pair of earrings the other day, and…” I told her about the old lady who gave me the earrings. I told her about hearing men’s thoughts, and how men couldn’t help but think SEX! SEX! SEX! every seven seconds. Then I got into it. 
 
    “Look, Sandy. These are my earrings, but I’m willing to share on a couple of conditions.” 
 
    “What conditions?” She wasn’t suspicious, she just wanted to know. 
 
    “When you are done with them, and that means when your ability to hear men’s minds is stable and you don’t need the earrings, you have to give them back to me.  
 
    “These are powerful, and I don’t want to risk some crazy bitch getting ahold of them. I don’t want anybody abusing men just because they can. I don’t want some cuckoo nut job going around and giving men boners and then castrating them.” 
 
    “This sounds like you have a deeper plan.” 
 
    “I do. But for me to make that plan work I need good women, strong women who are willing to use sex to train men, and who won’t abuse the privilege.” 
 
    “And you think I’m that trustworthy.” 
 
    I gave a lopsided grin. “I’ll take a chance.” 
 
    We chuckled. 
 
    Then: “Now, we can go into my plans later on. Right now, would you like to experience this new power?” 
 
    “Does the Pope have hemorrhoids?” 
 
    I reached into my purse and took out a pair of earrings. These had a little emerald on the end of the danglies. 
 
    “I’ll have to wear green,” Sandy mused, examining them. She looked up. “What do I do?” 
 
    “Put them on, and get ready to hear a whole new level of voices. You’ll start to hear men all over the bar, just like they’re talking to you. Don’t freak. Just sit there and wait, and let yourself get used to the voices. It doesn’t take but a minute and you’ll be able to sort them out. 
 
    Sandy nodded, and I handed her the earrings. 
 
    Looking very intense, Sandy put one earring in. 
 
    “They look good with your eyes.” 
 
    She nodded. She put the other post through her lobe and…click! 
 
    The world changed for Sandy, and her eyes opened in shock. 
 
    I knew it was a lot, the confusion of hearing the thoughts of a dozen different men at once, and I though maybe I should find a better place than a bar to give women their first earrings. 
 
    “Oh…oh.” She turned her head, then her whole body. Within a half a minute I knew that she was separating voices. “That man,” she was staring at a businessmen. “He keeps thinking of sex.” 
 
    “Every seven seconds,” I agreed. 
 
    And…he’s planning to cheat on her!” She was staring at a couple in a corner booth. The man was holding the girl’s hand and pledging eternal love, and in his mind he was fucking some slattern. Even paying for it. 
 
    “We’ve got to tell her! Warn her! 
 
    “No.” 
 
    Sandy asked, “Why? He’s going to hurt her!” 
 
    “I’m going to give him a command, watch him, listen carefully.” 
 
    I thought; you will be limp for one year. 
 
    Sandy’s mouth dropped open again. She looked at me, startled, and started laughing. “You…you really…” and she laughed some more. 
 
    “Okay, see that delivery man that came in?” 
 
    She turned around. “Yes, oh, he’s thinking SEX! Do they all?” 
 
    “Every seven seconds. Listen and count.” 
 
    She did, and after fourteen seconds she saw the pattern and grinned. “I knew they were horn dogs, but…every seven seconds?” 
 
    “If they thing SEX! SEX! SEX! faster than every seven seconds you’ve got a pervert on your hands. That one I just made limp, he wasn’t thinking faster than seven, but you could see how filthy his thoughts were.” 
 
    “It was like his whole mind was a ball of slimy mud.” 
 
    “Exactly. Now, the delivery man. Give him a boner.” 
 
    She concentrated, and I could tell she was forcing the thought. The delivery man ignored it. He went on with his SEX! SEX! SEX! thought every seven seconds. 
 
    “Gently. No effort. Just think it, like you’re saying it to me in passing conversation.” 
 
    She got it quickly then, and the delivery guy blinked and straightened up, then he adjusted his crotch. 
 
    Sandy giggled.  
 
    “That guy at the bar. Imagine a finger tickling his butthole.” 
 
    She looked at me, aghast, but in a good way. “Really?” 
 
    “It’s only sex,” I responded. 
 
    She thought, and the man jumped and looked behind him. Then he headed for the bathroom. 
 
    Sandy and I went into hysterics. “He thought he crapped his pants!” 
 
    “Did you see the look on his face!” 
 
    Chuckling, we settled down and we looked at each other. 
 
    “Now, you can do this to Jim, he’s your hubby. And you can do it to your boys, but be careful. Make sure they’re old enough to handle being manipulated. I mean, you can manipulate anybody—any man, that is—but you don’t want anybody finding out, unless you’re working with them on a personal level and you know they won’t be gabbing.” 
 
    “That should be easy. Men don’t talk about sex much. And…I could do my brother, my older boy, and Jim. But I’ll be careful.” 
 
    “And call for help, advise, or just a shoulder to cry on.” 
 
    “I will.” 
 
    We drank then, got a little loopy, and we messed with men’s minds, and their sex, and the afternoon whiled away. Finally, it being late, Sandy headed for home, and new adventures with the men of her life, and I looked around for a man to fuck. 
 
    Men, men, everywhere, and which one do I fuck? 
 
    I went to the bar and camped on a barstool and inspected the offerings. 
 
    That one was a bit ugly. Had bad teeth. 
 
    Too old. 
 
    Oh, yuck! That one was thinking of doing my butt. 
 
    As I sat and perused, I became aware that men were gravitating. Not physically. They didn’t jump up and run and fight to sit next to me. But man after man, especially after I inspected them for a few seconds, turned and invariably made eye contact with me. 
 
    I started being more careful, and more circumspect. 
 
    That one was too young. That one was too fat, that one was…I stopped. I retracked. Too young? 
 
    He was only 20, got in on a fake ID, but, Lord, he was handsome. He was Brad Pitt handsome, with a grin that would melt hearts. 
 
    I put the thought in his head, MILF? 
 
    He wasn’t even looking at me, and he started nodding his head and smiling. 
 
    I put the idea of SEX in his head…but over to the left of his head. I didn’t want to wait for him to happen on me. I was a little drunk, and I was horny, and I was in a hurry. 
 
    After all, Tom was waiting for a good meal. Heh. 
 
    He felt the SEX in the air, in his mind, and he turned and looked at it, and right at me.  
 
    I smiled. 
 
    He smiled. 
 
    I waited. 
 
    I could feel him trying to work up the courage. After all, I was an older woman. What if I freaked on him? A lot of women would. But he finally threw all hope aside and sauntered over to me. 
 
    “This seat taken?” 
 
    I shook my head slowly, meeting his eyes. I enforced the SEX! SEX! SEX! in his mind. I shaped his thoughts and focused them on me. 
 
    When I smiled I gave him a boner. When he asked if I wanted a drink I tapped my glass, nodded, and ghosted his cock. 
 
    Oh, he could feel it. He could hardly concentrate for the feeling of fingers trailing along his meat, but what thoughts he did have were solely about me. 
 
    Our drinks arrived and I leaned to him and asked, “So you have a thing for MILFs?” 
 
    He was nonplussed, but game. 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    “Honey?” I grinned. “I’m your meat. I love young men, if they’re big enough. Are you big enough?” 
 
    I had already looked into his mind and I knew he was big enough. 
 
    He licked his lips, tried not to be nervous and said, “I hope so.” 
 
    I laughed, took his hand in mine and said, “Would you like to fuck me in the bathroom? Or would you…yeah. Let’s take a short drive.” 
 
    I had seen he was scared of fucking in the bathroom. 
 
    We walked out of the bar and over to my car. He looked at it and frowned, but I had him by the balls, literally, and he relaxed and got in. 
 
    Inside the car I put a hand on his stick shift and took off. 
 
    I wheeled it through turns, went into the hills, and searched for a spot to have my fun in. Every once in a while I glanced at my young lover, and he was having the most delightful thoughts. He wanted a MILF, but he was a bit shy. He had had two drinks in him before he braved me. 
 
    I would have to see what I could do to make this a wonderful experience. 
 
    I found a turnout with a little path that led to a barbecue area. It was small, and I was surprised the state hadn’t dismantled it. 
 
    We walked down the path, him following me, and we reached the cooking area. Nobody was there. 
 
    I turned to the man, I didn’t even know his name, and I didn’t care to. I planted a kiss on his mouth that was so hot he didn’t need me telling him to have a boner. I told him anyway, though. 
 
    Then I slid down his body, to my knees, and unzipped him. 
 
    His mind was blown. He was in awe before I even started in on him, and that happy frame of mind built up my moves in his mind. He was shortly gasping, holding my head, and he felt like his dick was going to explode. 
 
    I rose up, “Honey, don’t you cum now.” 
 
    He shook his head and we went back to kissing. 
 
    What he lacked in experience he made up for with youthful energy.  I let him bend me back onto the picnic table, then I pushed him away. 
 
    “Let’s do the dog,” 
 
    I turned around, pulled my skirt up and my panties down, and he charged in with his mouth. Oh, Lord. It was wonderful. His mouth kissed my snatch like we were Frenching, and his nose was pressed right against my crack. I could feel a thrill shooting through me. 
 
    Then he was standing behind me and pushing his big cock into me. I gasped as he filled me, then I wiggled back. 
 
    He leaned over me, reached around and cupped my boobs. His big hands held me, and his palms roughed up my nipples. I groaned and pushed back harder. His cock came in further, and it felt like he was stirring my insides. I could feel all that heat and excitement like stew in the cauldron. 
 
    “Oh, God!” he whispered, and he rammed me. 
 
    Man, I was glad I had had the forethought to tell him not to cum, because it felt like he was right on the trigger. He kept shoving and shoving, eventually flattening me out on the table. My cheek was on the green painted wood. My hips were hard on the planks, and he crawled up and lifted my hips with his hands and kept slamming and slamming, using my buns like they were trampolines, bouncing and then diving in for more. 
 
    I loved it. This was what I needed. Not a husband who was lazy and bored by sex. I needed a man to treat me like a woman that needed to be fucked. 
 
    We fucked long. Not five minutes, or ten, or even fifteen. We fucked for a half hour, and I mean hard fucked. He was feeling the desperation. He should have been able to cum before this, but he couldn’t, and the longer it took the harder he worked. 
 
    Sometimes it takes a little longer for a woman. Sometimes she needs that little extra. I was getting a lot extra, and loving every minute, every inch, every bead of hot sweaty fuck. 
 
    But finally, I knew it was time. I relaxed, took a few extra strokes, and the big O jumped up and bit me. God, my whole body froze, spasmed, and I actually cried out. My eyeballs rolled up, and for a second the man thought he had actually hurt me. 
 
    Then my eyes, a bit dazed and rolling around, came back into a sort of focus. My pussy stopped clasping and pulling greedily, and I released my hold on his cum. 
 
    BAM! The sperm shot into me like a firehose. I had fucked him so long, made him so desperate, that he had a massive load. I lay back and enjoyed the semen he was pouring into me. I know that some women go ‘yuck!’ and don’t really want it. Not me. I always feel that the amount of semen you can pull out of a man decides the worth of the fuck. And, man, was he worthy. 
 
    Finally, I lay there, breathing hard, all scrunched down against the picnic bench, my tits flattened out and my buns up in the air. 
 
    He pulled out of me and began tucking himself in. 
 
    I groaned and rolled over, his semen was pouring out of me. I squeezed my legs together and pulled my panties up. A minute later we were walking back to the car. We held hands, our arms swung, and we grinned at each other. 
 
    “How was this MILF?” I asked. 
 
    I had been in his mind and I knew the answer. 
 
    “I only want MILFs from here on out. If some chickie wants me I’m going to tell her to wait and grow up a little.” 
 
    I chuckled. “So I’ve ruined you for anything except MILFs.” 
 
    “Totally,” he nodded, and he meant it. 
 
    I dropped him off at the Cow Shed and headed for home. 
 
    I felt happy, sated, and well fucked. And, here’s the thing with good fucking, you always want more. 
 
    I pulled into the driveway, got out of the car and walked up to the house. 
 
    The windows were sparkling, the screens were brushed and washed clean. I smiled happily. All the sex I wanted, and I get a clean house, too. 
 
    I walked into the living room and Sex and the City was playing. 
 
    Tina was sitting with Bobby on the couch, and I grinned. 
 
    Tina was naked, and proud of it. Bobby was naked too, except for the bra and panties. It looked like Tina had put something in the bra. I made a mental note to get him some breast forms and his own bra. 
 
    He was painting her toenails. She looked at me and gave me a thumbs up. Bobby looked at me and had that thousand yard stare. He was in combat, and hadn’t figured it out yet. Well, he would, as soon as he gave up resisting and began learning how to behave. 
 
    “Where’s your father?” 
 
    “Upstairs.” 
 
    “Mom?” Bobby pleaded. 
 
    “I told you no whining to Mom!” 
 
    Bobby groaned, and I saw what Tina had done. She had warmed one ball and cooled the other one. The result was like a Florida rain, but with lots of thunder and no lightening. 
 
    “You’re going to have to do that one again. Then I’ll do yours.” 
 
    Bobby groaned. 
 
    Happy with the progress I’d made, with the new direction of the family, I headed upstairs. 
 
    I could feel Tom’s thoughts as I walked down the hall. SEX! SEX! SEX! Every five seconds. Tinged with desperation. His dick was as hard as I had ever seen it. And dripping. And I could feel phantom hands puling on it, base to tip, base to tip, a never ending stroking that was driving him crazy. He must have pissed Tina off, and I made another mental note. Remember that particular stroke and keep doing it to him. 
 
    I went in, pulled off my panties and laid on the bed. My pussy smelled ripe form the work out I had given it, and cum dribbled out of me. 
 
    Tom was in the shower. He wasn’t singing, and he wasn’t happy, and yet he was pulling on his cock like he thought he might be able to make it cum. 
 
    Ha! Fat chance. 
 
    He pulled and stroked and even slapped his own balls, and finally, when the water turned cold, he got out. Glumly, he dried himself off, then stepped into the bedroom and stopped. 
 
    Me. 
 
    “Hello,” I said cheerfully. 
 
    “Hi.” He had that haunted look. Then: “You saw me in the shower.” 
 
    “Was that you fapping? I thought it might be. Did you have a good cum?” 
 
    “Oh, God! Jane. Please.Let me cum.” 
 
    “I certainly will.” 
 
    “You will?” Hope. 
 
    “Some day.” Hope dashed. 
 
    “But, while you’re waiting,” I flashed SEX! SEX! SEX! in his mind. Not that I needed to, he had lots of sex on his mind, but I wanted to direct it towards me. 
 
    “You’re going to have to learn that even if you were able to jack off in the shower, that would be cheating.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Sure. We’re married. Community property. Your car is our car. Of course my car is my car, but…” I grinned, “Your semen is my semen. And I certainly don’t want to waste my semen down the drain. Right?” 
 
    He didn’t say anything. His mind was like a cloudy day. Not dangerous or ominous, just…murky with suppressed feelings and hidden urges. 
 
    “Now, Tom. Speaking of cum…” 
 
    I spread my legs and waited. 
 
    With a moan he came to me. SEX! SEX! SEX! leading him by the nose. And I realized what was happening. 
 
    He was equating sex with eating another man’s cum. 
 
    It was a heady moment, because I realized, if I was so inclined, I could make him eat cum straight from the source. I could blast SEX! SEX! SEX! into his mind and lead him to a man’s penis, and he would…suck it. Because he thought it was SEX! SEX! SEX! 
 
    Of course, I wasn’t a mean person. I could do that, but a person’s sexual preferences should be his own. 
 
    And that was why I had to be very careful in who I selected to wear the earrings. 
 
    Tom was licking me now, and here’s the funny thing: I was almost ready to cum again. 
 
    Of course, women, once they start to go multiple, often have less and less trouble having orgasms. If they were just doing sex every once in a while, then it was hard to cum. But when they got warmed up and started going crazy, the cums got easier and easier. 
 
    Already I could feel the warm urge in me, the ocean of O waiting to come up and snag me, pull me under, drown me in pleasure. 
 
    Tom was sucking the young man’s cum out of me now. I had kept my legs closed tightly on the way home, and there was still a lot in there. I could feel it, now that my legs were open and Tom was sucking, flowing. I felt a large clump ooze out, and Tom sucked it up. 
 
    I smiled. What a life. A man to work for me, support me, love me…and now I could always go out and get something different. A bigger cock, a smaller one. A crooked one a colored one. 
 
    Tom made grunting sounds. He was eating me so hard he was forgetting to breath, and I felt the orgasm sweep up and over me. I grabbed his head, squeezed with my thighs, then pushed him away. I laid on my side and held my legs together. My thighs were shivering and the muscles inside my pussy were quivering like a fat lady’s belly. 
 
    Tom had fallen on the floor when I pushed him, and he slowly stood up, licked his lips, and watched me come down. 
 
    “Was it good?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah.” 
 
    “Can you let me cum?” 
 
    “Of course.” I smiled. “One drop.” 
 
    It was so quick he didn’t have time to roll his eyes back. One drop spurted out of his hard cock. He gave a choked cry and watched it fall from the end of his dick and land on his foot. 
 
    There was certainly no relief there, and I grinned. 
 
    “Tom, are you sorry you cheated on me?” 
 
    “Oh, yes,” he said sadly, his whole body slumping. That one drop hadn’t dented his big supply of squirtem one iota. He was probably already generating twice as much to replace it. The body does that sort of thing, you know. 
 
    “Will you ever cheat on me again?” 
 
    He shook his head. “Not a chance.” 
 
    “Good. Maybe someday I’ll believe you.” 
 
    He turned away, headed back into the bathroom to wash his face. 
 
    I laid back on the bed, stretched, luxuriated in my new found paradise of a life. 
 
    The funny thing is…I believed him. 
 
    What I had done to him, keeping him hard, not letting him cum, making him eat other men’s cum out of me…it had only taken a couple of days to put him back on the straight and narrow. 
 
    So why didn’t I forgive him? 
 
    Well, me bad, I liked him like this. And aside from the fact that I had probably a thousand fucks to go before I caught up to him…in a perverse way he liked it. 
 
    Part of it was that people like to do the right thing. They like to walk the straight and narrow. 
 
    Part of it was that he was lazy and bored, and there was a certain excitement in being denied, in being force fed other men’s sperm. 
 
    So maybe I believed him, but he wasn’t done with this little journey. Not by a long shot. 
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    FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 
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    THE classic of feminization. 
 
    Alex is ensnared by an internet stalker. Day after day he is forced to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife is due home, and he doesn’t know what to do. What’s worse, he is starting to like it. 
 
      
 
    Sissy Ride: The Book!  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 
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    Randy catches his wife cheating, but a mysterious woman is about to take him in hand and teach him that when a woman cheats…it is the man’s fault. 
 
      
 
    The Big Tease! 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 
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    Sam 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 are. 
 
      
 
    Too Tough to Feminize 
 
      
 
    Carol said: Ms Mansfield certainly understands the full force of female superiority and empowerment ! 
 
    I felt myself surrendering to the 'woman in me', and wanting to be a part of a dynamic woman's world.

  

 
   
    FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 
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    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. 
 
    The Feminization Games 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

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