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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    JANE’S STORY 
 
    I was sleeping a sound sleep, probably snoring like a lumberjack sawing wood, but who listens when they’re asleep, right? 
 
    Then I wasn’t asleep, and I was alarmed. 
 
    What had woken me? What had alarmed me? 
 
    I looked into Tom’s mind. He was dreaming, Scarlett Johanssen again. She was using her plump lips on his penis and running a fingernail over his butthole. He was shivering and drooling, and asleep and not even knowing what pleasure he was garnering unaware. 
 
    I sat up and looked for Bobby’s mind. 
 
    It wasn’t there. 
 
    But…I could feel it. Somewhere. 
 
    I leaped out of bed and didn’t bother with clothes or shoes or anything. When a woman’s child is in danger she doesn’t sweat the small stuff, she just attacks. 
 
    But, attack where? 
 
    I ran out of the bedroom and into Tina’s room. My daughter slept in the nude, and blankets were tossed every which way. I couldn’t look into her mind, but she was here, and not at risk. Still, she might be able to help me find Bobby. 
 
    “Tina!” I hissed, kicking her bed. 
 
    “Huh? What?” She came awake pretty fast. I had a feeling she was feeling Bobby. 
 
    “Bobby’s gone. Help me find him.” 
 
    She didn’t even hesitate. She sat up and her face became unfocused. I knew her mind was becoming very focused. 
 
    I had found the earrings that unleashed out mind power, and I was good, but Tina was strong. She had a young person’s power, and if anybody could find Bobby— 
 
    “There.” 
 
    “Where?” 
 
    But she was out of bed. Pulled a robe on and threw one at me. I knew then that Bobby was outside. 
 
    We raced down the stairs, through the front door. Out in  the night air I started to feel Bobby. He was down the street…and something was wrong! 
 
    We ran, our feet pattering on the cement, and I could see the shape of a car up ahead. Then I could see three shapes next to the car, and one laying on the ground. The sound of voices penetrate to me. 
 
    “You’re coming with me, bitch!” 
 
    I looked, and saw a chaotic, mentally unbalanced mind. 
 
    SEX! SEX! SEX! ran through his mind. 
 
    Faster than the every seven seconds of SEX! that a normal man’s mind ran at. It was running about every five seconds. Much too fast, and I knew I was dealing with a mentally unbalanced thug. 
 
    As I closed I took note of the other man. He was standing there, a tire iron in his hand. 
 
    “Let me go! You’ve hurt him!”  
 
    It was Tanya! Bobby’s girlfriend! 
 
    I looked for Bobby’s mind, and sighed in relief. In his mind he was watching little birdies fly around his head. SEX! SEX! SEX! happened only every 10 or 12 seconds. But he was alright. Just cold cocked. 
 
    The guy with the tire iron was also a low brow. A thug. He was going SEX! SEX! SEX! every five seconds, but also, tinging the SEX! SEX! SEX! was a chaotic nimbus of violence. I could see his mind, I could read his history. He had no idea that I was there and he wasn’t trying to cover up his thoughts. 
 
    “You ain’t goin’ with no chump!” the big kid holding Tanya snarled. 
 
    “Hey!” the two kids, both bigger than Bobby, turned to see two avenging angels coming down on them. Of course, they didn’t see us as avenging angels. They just saw two grim faced women in flapping robes. I realized they could even see our bodies, because neither Tina nor I had tied our robes closed. 
 
    “Let’s—“ the kid with the tire iron stepped forward, his lips curling back and gripping the tire iron like he meant to use it. 
 
    I kicked him in the groin. Oh, not really. My feet were busy running. But my mind saw his mind and I gave the command, saw myself kicking him in the groin, and, here was where it got interesting, when that phantom foot hit his mind in the groin he oofed and actually lifted up, and then I redoubled the power. 
 
    Normally, I don’t think I could have done such a thing. Maybe Tina could, Definitely Tina could, but I was in a rage, and as he thought of his SEX! SEX! SEX! organs that empowered me, and I turned up the juice on his pain. 
 
    “Gahahahahah!” he fell to his knees, fell on his side. His face was white, but I wouldn’t let him go unconscious. His whole world was one of pain, pain, pain. 
 
    At that, I was gentle compared to what Tina was doing. 
 
    The fellow holding Tanya turned to face her, and she simply stopped and smiled. 
 
    He grew confused, then he grabbed his groin and started hopping. He hopped to a tree and started humping it. 
 
    I turned, and couldn’t figure it out, the man’s mind was in so much pain it had reduced to a chasm of screams and shards.  
 
    “What did you do?” 
 
    “Wait a minute, I’ll turn his pain down.” 
 
    Tanya fell to her knees over Bobby and started sobbing. I could feel his awareness starting to come back. Interesting, his SEX! SEX! SEX! started speeding up. Yep, he was waking up. 
 
    And the man who had been holding Tanya stopped humping the tree and just stood there, sobbing, hugging the tree. And he was calm enough that I could see inside his mind. 
 
    My sweet, lovely daughter had made him think his penis was being stretched out. In his mind it went into a knothole on one side of the tree, and out a knothole on the other side. And on that far side it was tied in a big knot. 
 
    Every pulse of blood made a scream in his mind. Every throb of his abused pecker brought a whimper. And it was locked solid. We could leave him there for the police. And when the police came he would probably scream and cry about how his penis had been tied through a tree, which would cause them to send him for a psych eval. Poor boy. 
 
    “You are a nasty bitch!” I chuckled. 
 
    “Well, I didn’t want to just kick him in the balls. That was really caveman of you, mother.” 
 
    We turned to Bobby and Tanya was holding him, helping him sit up. 
 
    “He okay?” worried Tanya. 
 
    “Sure. Look inside his mind.” 
 
    She did, and nodded. “Let’s get him home. Here, let me help, Tanya.” 
 
    Tanya knew Tina and me, and she nodded gratefully as we lent our strength to helping my still dazed son stand up. 
 
    “Did I hit anybody?” Bobby asked,  looking around. 
 
    “You laid ‘em out cold, tiger,” Tina giggled. 
 
    “Oh, good,” and then Bobby asked, “I just wanted to help Tanya.” 
 
    That was my boy. Fighting the good fight, even though it had almost cost him his brains. 
 
    We started walking back to the house, and then I stopped. The others stopped and looked at me. 
 
    “Mom?” asked Tina. 
 
    I went into the thug with the weenie tied through the tree. I blasted a command straight into him. I blasted harder than I had kicked the tire iron boy. Being polite = cumming. Not being polite = limp. 
 
    Tina giggled. “And you said I was nasty.” 
 
    “I’m not nasty…just a little devious. But maybe this will save the next woman he fixates on.” 
 
    Tina nodded, she understood, and she agreed once she knew what I was doing. Then I turned to the tire iron boy.  
 
    I could see his mind. Sexually disturbed with a propensity for violence. Hmm. And I came up with a command. Whenever you think of violence a big weenie will come out of the sky and slap you on the head. 
 
    Now Tina guffawed. “I still say nasty, Mom.” 
 
    Tanya was still holding Bobby. She didn’t know what we had done. She was just worried about Bobby. I could feel true concern for Bobby. And when I looked into Bobby’s slowly functioning brain I could see that she occupied his thoughts, and in the nicest way. 
 
    “Come on. Let’s go take care of the champ. We have to make sure he stays awake, we might need to call a doctor, we need to sit down and have a cup of Coke.” 
 
    Tanya, tears still pouring from her eyes, looked at me. “Coke?” 
 
    “I hate coffee.” 
 
    “Oh,” and she focused on helping Bobby walk. 
 
    Tina glanced at me, and I knew what she was thinking. Tanya might not remember everything, but she would remember enough, and that meant she would have questions. Questions that we couldn’t answer unless we told her the truth. 
 
    Tina tilted her head in question, and again I knew what she was thinking. Was Tanya a candidate for earrings? For learning the secrets of sexually mind controlling men? 
 
    I thought she might be. The way she cared for Bobby was certainly a huge vote in her favor. I nodded to Tina. 
 
      
 
    “What were you doing out on the street at this time of night?”  
 
    We were sitting at the kitchen table, Coke all around, and I was face to face with Tanya. 
 
    Oh, Lord, did she look guilty. 
 
    “Uh, we were just talking.” 
 
    “And then those two lugs showed up? Why? And what are their names?” 
 
    Tanya looked back and forth between Tina and I. Her eyes were scared, and that was interesting. Why should she be scared of Tina and I? But I sort of knew. 
 
    “The one holding me was Biff. He’s had the hots for me, I went out with him once, and I didn’t like him, but he won’t let go.” 
 
    Tanya was a quite beautiful girl. Sandy, blonde hair, pale blue eyes, and she that requisite of all horn dogs, a big chest. And I knew that my son was a horn dog. But, horn dog or not, big chest notwithstanding, Tanya wasn’t being forthcoming. 
 
    “So in the middle of the night you and Bobby are talking, and Biff comes up and starts beating up Bobby.” 
 
    “Uh, yeah.” 
 
    I rolled my eyes. Even if I couldn't read her mind, I could read Bobby’s, and he was now awake and starting to sweat. 
 
    Tina was leaning back and snickering. 
 
    “I don’t see what’s so funny?” Tanya tried to mock up a little anger, to change her defensive position here. 
 
    Tina leaned forward, a glint of humor in her eyes. “So you weren’t sneaking out to sit on my brother’s dick?” 
 
    Tanya actually looked shock. Then she looked at me and bit her lip. 
 
    I said, “Tanya, honey, this is a family that has learned that it must be totally honest with each other. No lies. You haven’t learned this, and so we forgive you your lies.” 
 
    She huffed up and looked about ready to get angry and make a stand, but I held up a hand to forestall her and turned to Bobby. 
 
    “Bobby, tell the truth. Now.” 
 
    Bobby knew we could read his mind. He also knew that either Tina or I could turn him inside out. We could make him stand on foot and have a boner and drip, drip for as long as we wished. 
 
    He looked down at the table and whispered, “We were going to do it.” 
 
    Tanya looked at him, and the look on her face was one of betrayal. I could tell she was investing more and more emotion into Bobby. She was making a commitment, and I didn’t want my son to lose her. 
 
    “Tanya, I am going to tell you something now, and you’re going to realize why Bobby just told the truth, and you’re going to understand why we are the way we are.” 
 
    “Well, uh—“ She was flustered, and kept glancing at Bobby reproachfully. 
 
    “In two minutes my husband is going to come down to the kitchen. He will be naked and have a huge erection. He will start doing push ups on the floor, then realize where he is and become incredibly embarrassed. Once he is done I will you how I managed to do that. What I need for you to do is stay calm, to not get freaked out. But, first, I want you to switch places with me.” 
 
    She blinked, and obviously wondered, and not so obviously that we were all cuckoo. 
 
    I stood up and she stared at me. 
 
    “Or I can call your mother, or maybe even the cops.” I shrugged. 
 
    Moving slowly, warily, she got up and I got up and she sat where I had sat and I sat where she had sat. 
 
    “Tina, sit down.” 
 
    Tina knew what I was doing, trapping Tanya so she couldn’t run out screaming. She slid in quickly and Tanya was trapped. 
 
    Upstairs Tom was close to screwing Scarlett. He had convinced her to lie down, she was naked, and he was lowering himself onto her, and I squirted her right out from underneath. She stood at the door to the bedroom and beckoned him with one finger. ‘I’m down in the kitchen.’ 
 
    Tom stood up, not a glance towards the bed where I wasn’t, not a thought for clothes, just a frantic SEX! SEX! SEX! blasting through his mind. 
 
    “I’ll fuck you in the kitchen. Come on!” 
 
    Scarlett walked down the hall, and though she seemed to just walk, and Tom seemed to run, his big cock flapping around, he couldn’t seem to catch her. 
 
    Down the hallway, then the stairs. Tom was awkward because of his boner, but he was obsessed. If he could only catch her…but he would get her in the kitchen. She would lie down and he would put his dripping cock into her, and…he skidded to a stop. She was lying on the floor, naked, legs spread, her bush so inviting, her breasts sweaty with excitement. Her mouth curved with desire. 
 
    He got down on his hands and knees, stretched out, his cock dangling, pointing at her pussy. 
 
    “Come on, Tom…” 
 
    He pushed down, thought he was entering her, sighing as he was engulfed by the heaven of her pussy, and…woke up. 
 
    “Oh, fuck,” he whispered. He had done a perfect push up, and he turned his head to stare at me. And Tina and Bobby. And then he saw Tanya. 
 
    “Oh, crap!” He whirled around, tried to cover himself. 
 
    “Good morning, Tom.” 
 
    He started scrabbling across the floor, and I mentally grabbed his balls and squeezed. 
 
    “Oh!” he groaned, and curled around himself. 
 
    “You know Tanya?” 
 
    I let up on his balls and he sat up, head between his knees, and sobbed. 
 
    “Now stand up and bow like a gentleman.” 
 
    Tanya was staring so hard I thought her eyes might fall all the way out. Maybe roll across the floor and out the door. 
 
    Tom stood up. I held his hands at his sides so his boner couldn’t be covered, and I made him bow. 
 
    “Say good morning, Tanya.” 
 
    “Good morning, Tanya,” he croaked. 
 
    Tanya’s mouth started moving, and if Tina hadn’t been sitting there, hemming her in, she would have run shrieking out the doorway. 
 
    I turned to Tanya. “Now, one last thing, before I explain everything to you.” I turned back to Tom. “Tom, get soft.” 
 
    Like magic, Tom’s big cock shriveled up. Shrunk like a cotton dress. Became a prune. 
 
    “Get hard.” 
 
    SPROING! 
 
    “Go limp.” 
 
    Schweee! his cock went flat like a tire with air escaping it. 
 
    “Hard.” 
 
    SPROING! 
 
    I turned to Tanya. “Now then, Tanya, the other day I went to a yard sale…” I told her about the old lady and her husband who had invented earrings, and how the old lady had dropped dead and I had gotten the earrings. I ended up with, “They give you all sorts of powers. I can do what I did to Tom, make him do anything I want. Tanya is very strong. She can actually lift male bodies in the air, make them levitate. The trick is to remember that men are seven second horn dogs. Every seven seconds they have a sexual thought. That’s really how you control them. Watch Tom.” 
 
    We all turned to Tom and I gave him a mental suggestion. When you hear SEX! SEX! SEX! in your mind you will bob your dick. It will immediately go limp until the next seven seconds. 
 
    Tom didn’t know what I had put in his mind, but suddenly his cock drooped. It just descended to the vertical and started to shrink, when…SPROING! 
 
    Then his cock started going limp, and seven seconds later…SPROING! 
 
    And it started to go limp again…SPROING! 
 
    Tom groaned. I could feel his unease, but I could also feel his enjoyment. 
 
    I looked at Tanya, who was staring at my husband’s cock with opened eyed fascination. 
 
    “And he’ll just stay that way?” 
 
    “Until I tell him not to.” For proof I said. “Tom go stand in a corner and stroke yourself, but no cumming.” 
 
    I didn’t have to tell him no cumming, he already had a block against cumming, but I knew that Tanya would be impressed and understand better. 
 
    Tom went to a corner of the kitchen. He sighed, and with one hand began stroking his penis. 
 
    “How does it work?” 
 
    Good. Still fearful, but curiosity meant that her sense was working to override her fear. 
 
    “I’m not sure. I’ve been researching on the internet, and all I can figure is that the two earrings act like a motor, two terminals, and they cause an energy to go through our heads, which energy wakes up our mental powers.” 
 
    “Wow.” 
 
    I could see her eyes glazing a bit as she considered the power of the earrings.Then she focused on me. 
 
    “Why are you telling me this?” Suspicion. 
 
    I leaned forward. “Tanya, this is a dangerous world.” Those two men hurt Bobby, and they were going to hurt you. At least have their way with you. And you would have been helpless meat to them. Bobby couldn’t help you, nobody would have helped you…yet one of those men is humping a tree, thinking his cock has been stretched three feet and tied in a knot.” 
 
    Tina snickered. 
 
    “Would you like to be able to do that?” 
 
    “Sure,” breathed, but there was still a wariness to her. 
 
    “There are certain conditions.” 
 
    “Yeah?” 
 
    “Yes. First, you can’t use the power to hurt men. Second, you can use the power to defend yourself. Third, you can protect Bobby.” 
 
    Bobby looked up and blinked. “Hey!” 
 
    “Yes, I know. You can take care of yourself. You’re a big, strong, husky lad and you can beat up anybody. Except there were two of them, and they were both bigger than you, and one of them snuck up and clonked you with a tire iron.” 
 
    He frowned. 
 
    “You might as well admit it. Girls are now officially stronger than men, and guys are the ones who need protection.” 
 
    “Well, I…uh…” he struggled to come to grips with the idea of suddenly being the second class citizen. No longer would girls look up to him and squeeze his biceps and pursue him. Now girls would inspect him for worth, and he would do what they said, and that’s the way it was. 
 
    I turned to Tanya. “So, you love Bobby. I, as a mother, hope that will last. But once you have worn a pair of earrings you will understand that you have power, and responsibility, and choice, and I trust you will take care of Bobby. If you decide to leave Bobby, then he will have to understand. And if you decide to fuck other men, he will have to understand.” 
 
    “But won’t he get to fu—make love—to other women?” 
 
    “I don’t think you understand. He can’t cum unless I let him. You will have that much power over him.” 
 
    She blinked. 
 
    “Over his boners?” 
 
    Tina laughed.  
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “Oh.” 
 
    “Would you like to try a pair of earrings on?” 
 
    Her eyes shone, and I could see her concealing eagerness. “Okay.” 
 
    I went upstairs and got one of the pairs of earrings. I came downstairs and faced her. “At first it will be scary. You will hear all sorts of voices, you may even want to talk to them, but they are nothing more than the thoughts of the men in this room. It takes a minute, but you will quickly learn to differentiate between which man is thinking what.” 
 
    I handed her the earrings. They were silvery with a small pearl in a cage. 
 
    She looked at them. “They’re pretty.” She was awed, but scared. 
 
    She put one earring on, slid the post through her lobe and clicked it. Then she put the other post through and …click. 
 
    Her face lit up in wonder as the world changed. 
 
    “Oh!” she looked at Bobby, then at Tom. She waggled her head back and forth for about ten seconds, then she smiled. She was quick, and I knew she had heard their individual voices. Then she frowned. 
 
    “What is it?” 
 
    “I can hear Biff.” 
 
    I could barely hear a murmur, and thought it was just my natural hearing listening to the world.  
 
    Tina focused, then nodded. “He’s messed up.” 
 
    I looked at the two girls. They were so strong I couldn’t believe it. 
 
    “Okay, Tanya. Let’s go on a tour. Take a look inside Tom’s mind. 
 
    Tom was stroking slowly, his hand sliding up and down. Pre-cum was coming from the end of his cock in a long drool. his eyes were closed. 
 
    “Is he…he’s thinking of Scarlett Johanssen!” 
 
    “My husband is a dirty, little fantasizer,” I grinned. “He loves Scarlett; he’s got a bad case of erotomania.” 
 
    “What’s that?” asked Tanya. 
 
    “It’s the belief that somebody loves him. Somebody better than him, more exalted. Usually its women that have this condition, but…” I shrugged. 
 
    “So he really thinks that Scarlett Johanseen loves him and will…will…” 
 
    “Screw him.” I finished. “Suck him, love him, do nasty things to him.” I grinned. “And I’m sure the real in the flesh Miss Johanssen is entirely unaware of his obsession.” 
 
    Tanya giggled. “We could get him arrested for mentally stalking a celebrity.” 
 
    “Now there’s an idea.” 
 
    Meanwhile, Tanya was done looking at Tom’s fascinations and fantasies. She turned her attention to Bobby, and I watched her carefully. 
 
    I liked the look in her eyes. Concern. Maybe it was just puppy love, but I hoped not. I hoped they were old enough, mature enough, and had really found each other. 
 
    I glanced at Tom and was sad. We had found each other, and then he had found a thousand other girls over the years.  
 
    I turned back to Bobby and Tanya. Her eyes were softening and she murmured. “He feels that way about me?” 
 
    “It looks like love,” I observed, “though love can be fickle sometimes.” Again I glanced at Tom, mumbling and in love with another woman, a woman he could never have. Would he ever rally love me again? Love me in the pure way that we had once had? 
 
    Tanya leaned across the table and took Bobby’s hand. He smiled, and I could feel him becoming aware of a headache. Poor boy. That idiot had really clobbered him. I was tempted to go stretch that guy’s cock, maybe tie it to the bumper of a bus and watch him run screaming down the street. 
 
    “Mother?” 
 
    “Yes?” I turned to Tina. 
 
    “Yesterday I abused the earrings.” Now, truth, I wasn’t worried. I had been changing, I could see Tanya already changing, and there were bound to be mishaps along the way. 
 
    “I was driving to the mall, and I made every man I pass get a boner. Then I went into the mall and…I went a little wild. I made boners, I made men cum. I…and I told Marcie about the earrings.” 
 
    I frowned. I expected mishaps, but I also needed everybody to be circumspect. 
 
    Tina was head down a bit, staring up at me, hoping I wouldn’t ding her too badly. 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “But she promised she wouldn’t tell anybody. And…Mom, she wants to talk to you.” 
 
    I sighed. I turned to Tanya. “Why don’t you take Bobby upstairs. He can lay down, but I don’t want him sleeping for a while. He might have a concussion. So keep him awake.” 
 
    Bobby yawned. A big yawn. 
 
    “How do I do that?” 
 
    “Oh, I don’t know. Practice on him. Tease his penis, I’ll send Tina up in a minute to help you.” 
 
    Tanya took Bobby’s hand and led him upstairs. When she was gone I turned to Tanya. “I don’t care about you making cocks hard or soft. You can stick your fingers where the sun doesn’t shine on every man in town, for all I care. But letting people know what we can do is dangerous. 
 
    Tanya nodded, but I could see she didn’t see the danger. Heck, she was full of her own power, and like children everywhere, she was possessed with the idea of her own immortality. 
 
    “Have you ever heard of the Salem Witch Trials?” 
 
    She blinked. 
 
    “That’s what happens to women who have powers, who upset the status quo, who threaten the power of men.” 
 
    That’s when she got it. 
 
    I said, “Now, I want you to research the trials, educate yourself on what might happen, and then think twice before you tell anyone, even your friends, perhaps especially your friends, about the earrings.” 
 
    She agreed, and I sent her upstairs. 
 
    I pondered for a minute, thinking things through, then I decided to do a little peeping to see how things were going. I looked into Bobby’s mind, sort of moved back a little, and experienced the world through his eyes. 
 
    “Oh!” he grunted, and Tanya giggled. They were sitting on his bed and she had his cock in her hand. Mentally. 
 
    “Please, Tanya, can’t I cum?” 
 
    “So this is why you weren’t able to squirt the other day. Your mother put a cum lock on you.” 
 
    Tina was sitting on the floor across from the bed. She had a big smile on her face. “Nasty, isn’t it?” 
 
    “But handy. Now when I want him to hang out with me, instead of going out and drinking with his friends…” 
 
    Drinking? Bobby was drinking? I suddenly realized there were things I didn’t know about my children. 
 
    “Watch this,” said Tina, and she began to pull cat claws along the sides of Bobby’s cock. 
 
    “OW!” 
 
    Tina immediately stopped. “That’s only for when you really need his attention.” 
 
    “Show me that thing you do with his balls again.” 
 
    Tina gave subtle commands, and Bobby started to twitch and wiggle around. 
 
    “On ball hot and one ball cold.” 
 
    “Let me try that. I’ll switch which one is hot and which one is cold.” 
 
    I watched while Tanya wormed around and figured out the right way to do it, then I felt Bobby’s mind sort of convolute. “Hey!” he blubbered. “Can’t I go to sleep?” 
 
    “Not a chance, puddin’ brains. You got conked and now you have to stay awake until we know you’re not going to die.” 
 
    “I promise not to…eek!” 
 
    Tanya was mentally slapping his balls. 
 
    “Sorry, that was a little too hard. How about this?” 
 
    Bobby sighed, and jerked, and I could tell his cock was leaking fluid. 
 
    Tina started feathering his cock, sliding a big ostrich feather along the underside of his penis. 
 
    “Oh, crap!” Bobby started wiggling around, but Tanya had her arm around him and wouldn’t let him get up. “That’s crazy! Let me cum!” I could feel the pleasure shooting through him. 
 
    “I’ve got an idea,” said Tanya, “Let’s see how crazy we can make him!” 
 
    Tina grinned. “Okay, how about this…” 
 
    And it hit me. I suddenly knew what Bobby’s secret was. I knew what he had been shuttering in his mind and stopped me from seeing. 
 
    I sat back and was stunned. So simple, so profound, so unexpected. 
 
    If they hadn’t been playing with him, taking his mind off me, I might never have seen it. 
 
    And, I hate to say this, maybe if he had never been conked on the head I wouldn’t have seen it. 
 
    But I knew what was bothering Bobby, and on the deepest level. Oh, man, this was going to change everything, and I felt a surge of panic. 
 
    Suddenly I was aware of Tina leaning down and looking into Bobby’s eyes. “Mother? Are you in there?” 
 
    I flashed SEX! SEX! SEX! over Bobby’s head and he looked up, then I put it below his face and he looked down. I made him nod. 
 
    Suddenly Bobby’s mind went black to me. 
 
    Not blank, it was still there, but black, and I realized they had put a pair of panties over his head, obscuring his vision. I couldn’t see through his eyes anymore. But…it didn’t matter. 
 
    I stood up and looked at Tom. he was still standing in a corner and stroking himself. 
 
    “Scarlett’s upstairs, dear.” 
 
    He turned and ran, still stroking his cock. He looked so uncoordinated trying to run and jack off at the same time. 
 
    Then I sobered up and followed him. Bobby. He had a problem, and I was going to have to take a deep breath and look into it. 
 
    As I passed Tina’s room upstairs I heard the girls talking in low voices, giggling. And I heard Bobby begging. I didn’t need to get into his head to hear the frustration, he was broadcasting it. 
 
    I went into my bedroom and Tom was humping on the bed. I could see his mental projection of Scarlett under him. Writhing and twisting and telling him how much he loved her. 
 
    “She’s not there, Tom,” I said sourly. 
 
    His mental projection disappeared and he looked around. “Where is she?” 
 
    “Go stand on your head in the corner and jack off. No cum. 
 
    He immediately headed for the corner and tried to stand on his head. He was falling all over the place trying to get a hand on his cock. 
 
    I lay down and thought. 
 
    Bobby. My boy, and he…he had fantasies. Were they harmful? I didn’t know, but I remembered Sandy calling me and asking for advice, and I remembered the advice I had given her. Take a look at his fantasies. Understand them. 
 
    Oh, crap. I was going to have to follow my own advice. 
 
    Tom kept falling over. 
 
    “Tom. Come get in bed.” 
 
    He got in bed. I could feel his body heat. He was laying face up, his pecker tenting the sheets.  
 
    “Tom, pretend I’m Scarlett.” 
 
    He turned over and whispered, “Scarlett!” 
 
    “Just hold me,” I said. 
 
    He did. He spooned me, and I could feel his Scarlett Johanssen inspired cock poking me between the buns. 
 
    I sighed. His was a warm body, and I needed comfort. Bobby. I almost sobbed. I had expected sexual changes, but not this… 
 
    “Do you love me, Tom?” 
 
    “Yes,” he kissed the back of my neck. I could see him saying this to Scarlett in his mind. 
 
    “Then fuck me.” 
 
    I rolled over and he climbed aboard. It was his fantasy, and it was a crude series of actions. He pushed his dick in me, he grunted and slobbered. 
 
    I felt him inside me, and, in spite of the circumstances, I liked it. 
 
    Yes, he had erotomania, and he wanted Scarlett, but…but I was getting the benefit. I was getting a good dicking. 
 
    “Oh, baby…baby…Scarlett!” He pumped away, fueled by his imagination, believing that he really was fucking a movie star. 
 
    And I gave up. I was tired of considering him as Tom my husband, Tom the cheater, Tom anything. I just wanted his big cock to drown my miseries, to take my troubles away. 
 
    And we fucked and fucked and fucked, and I came four times. 
 
    Poor Tom, he was still climbing the mountain, trying to prove his love and impregnate me when I pushed him away. 
 
    “Go to sleep,” I murmured. 
 
    He did, and I watched his mind slide into dreams of Scarlett. 
 
    I wondered about Scarlett Johanssen. She was beautiful, and I wondered if she would be upset at men fantasizing about her this way. Probably. And that was too bad. But that was the price of fame. 
 
    I started to drift off, and my last thought was…Bobby?

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    JANE’S STORY 
 
    Tanya had gone home when I awoke. Bobby was finally allowed to sleep, but it was a restless sleep, and I knew what was making it restless. He had a conflict. 
 
    I woke Tanya, who grumped a bit, but joined me in the kitchen. Tom was still sleeping. He had been allowed to think he was with Scarlett last night, and though he hadn’t cum, he was tired. He was tired because I had demanded that he bring me to endless orgasms. 
 
    “Bobby has a problem,” I said. 
 
    “You mean aside from being conked on the noggin?” 
 
    I set bacon and eggs out and said, “His fantasies…I didn’t see them at first, he was hiding them. But I caught a glimpse of them last night.” 
 
    “You mean the gay thing?” 
 
    My jaw dropped. “You knew?” 
 
    “Not really. I don’t see gay, actually, I just see a fascination with women’s clothes and getting poked up the butt.” 
 
    “But isn’t that…?” 
 
    “Gay? Nah. If he was gay he wouldn’t be with Tanya. He’s just…I don’t know…following our lead.” 
 
    “What does that mean?” 
 
    “Well, Daddy isn’t a strong role model. You’ve got all the juice in this family, and I know I can be so bitchy Daddy backs down, so Bobby is following after us. We’re the strong ones, so he wants to be like us. He wants to be strong. Did you see how he perked up when you told him he was going to wear panties?” 
 
    That stopped me. What had I been responding to? Was I being clever? Or had I just picked up on what was going on in his mind and gone with it? 
 
    I was silent, I ate, I contemplated. 
 
    “So what do we do?” 
 
    “Let him be. I already painted his toes. I was thinking about bras, maybe a dress around the house. But now that I am the protector I don’t need to worry about anybody picking on him. And, I’ll tell ya, a lot of my friends are really turned on by men wearing women’s underwear and things.” 
 
    Well, knock me over with a feather. I was blown away, but relieved at the same time. 
 
    The funny thing was that I was very tolerant of gays, Lesbians, whatever…until it was own boy. 
 
    And somewhere deep down I exulted that…I would have grandchildren. 
 
    Still, I was a bit daunted by my own display of intolerance. 
 
    But, that aside…hmm. “You sure you want to take charge of him?” 
 
    “Of feminizing him? Sure. Are you going to do it to Daddy?” 
 
    Tom. The other thorn in my paw. I decided. “Yes.” 
 
    Tina studied me, then: “Mom, I know you’re pissed off. So how far are you going to take this?” 
 
    That was the question. And I couldn’t decide about that. There was teaching Tom a lesson, and then there was being mean. 
 
    And, there was the faint niggle in the back of my mind: if Bobby had a bit of the pink in him…where did he get it from? 
 
    Not from my example. Well, maybe, but he was also half Tom. Was Tom passing down pink genes? 
 
    “Well, you think about it, Mother. I’m going to go to the mall and turn boys on.” 
 
    “Okay,” I said absently. 
 
      
 
    I finished breakfast and started washing the dishes, and then I asked myself: why am I doing this? 
 
    In my mind…in Tom’s mind…wake up! 
 
    Half a minute later Tom was stumbling down the stairs. He was wearing a negligee, as instructed, and his bone was hard as ever. 
 
    “Do the dishes, honey?” 
 
    He started to object, but he could se Scarlett Johanssen sitting on the sink, smiling at him. He quickly went and began washing dishes, and I could hear him murmuring endearments to his one, true love. 
 
    Funny, I had talked to Sandy the other day, and when I had hung up I had been so glad that my husband didn’t have all these weird fantasies. but it turns out he did. My hubby was in worse shape than Sandy’s. 
 
    I sat at the table and watched him. He had a sexy butt under the flimsy material, and his spike had been very useful the night before. But did I just want to use him as a dildo? 
 
    He finished the dishes and kept muttering to his ghost celebrity. 
 
    “Tom, let’s go into the living room.” 
 
    I walked, and he didn’t follow. I sighed, and made the image of Scarlett in his mind get up and walk into the living room. Tom followed. 
 
    I sat down and spread my legs. “Eat me.” 
 
    Tom knelt and ate, and he thought I was Scarlett. He was transferring everything into this one image of his fantasy. 
 
    He licked up the length of my pussy, and it gave me a shiver. 
 
    “Tom. I’m not Scarlett.” 
 
    He blinked, and looked around. “Where’d she go?” 
 
    “It’s been me all the time.” 
 
    He laughed. His face was right above my pussy, he could smell me, he could smell my sex all over his face, and he wanted somebody else. 
 
    “Come on. Where’d Scarlett go.” 
 
    I began to feather the underside of his cock. I blew on his balls. I mentally twisted his nipples. 
 
    He groaned, but still looked around. I was there; I was giving him pleasure; he wanted somebody else. 
 
    It made me feel like I had a dark part to my mind. A part that was intolerant and wanted to hurt somebody. But who was there to hurt? Some feeble minded man who could no longer differentiate between reality. 
 
    In frustration, I poked a mental finger up his ass. 
 
    “What?” He looked at me. “Jane?” 
 
    Oh, the things that went through my mind. He was suddenly not thinking of Scarlett, and all it had taken was a poke in the butt. 
 
    “Come along, Tom.” 
 
    I walked up to our bedroom, opened a dresser. 
 
    Tom, looked confused, was right behind me. I took out a butt plug. It had been a gag gift from one of his friends. 
 
    I opened the jar of lube in the top drawer of the side table and slathered it up. 
 
    “Bend over, Tom.” 
 
    “Not a chance!” 
 
    I smiled. I ignited the SEX! SEX! SEX! in his head. He smiled and bent over. 
 
    It went in smoothly. He grunted, but I could feel the pleasure in his head. 
 
    I thought, Tom? Is this the part of you that Bobby has got? 
 
    “Go take a shower, and use the Nair.” 
 
    Blinking, not wanting to and wanting to, he headed for the shower. 
 
    While I waited for him to grow hairless, I chose his clothes for the day. Bra, panties, garter and nylons. A pretty dress. Then I added a corselette. A short corset for under the boobs to over the waist. 
 
    Twenty minutes later he was out of the shower and drying himself off, and he was body bald. I indicated the items he was too wear, and slowly, hating it but loving it, but still Tom, shocked into his real personality by a poke up his butt, he put the items on. 
 
    I had to laugh. He looked a little silly. 
 
    And he felt silly. 
 
    “I’ll get you your own clothes. But this will do for now.” 
 
    “Why are you doing this to me?” 
 
    “Because if I don’t you think you’re a man and you want to fuck Scarlett Johanssen.” 
 
    Face red, he wanted to object, but he remembered enough of what was going on to understand. 
 
    “As a woman,” I added, “you remember that you’re Tom. So you’re going to be a woman.” 
 
    “But…but what about sex?” 
 
    I just shook my head. “Don’t worry. I’ll keep you hard and dripping, but I don’t want you coming like a man. That might drive you back into your fantasy world.” 
 
    “Honey, I think—“ 
 
    “Sit down over there,” I indicated my vanity table. He sat, and I began working on his nails. 
 
    “What are you doing?”  
 
    I smiled, “Making you pretty.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    Then he didn’t say anything, just watched as I put long, red nails on him. 
 
     
 
    An hour later I was done. He was wearing a wig, a dress, and looked like a woman. Yes, he had an Adam’s apple, and his hands needed some softner, and his skin some lotion, and several other feminizing things. 
 
    But he was looking like a woman. 
 
    “Okay, honey,” I said. “Time for you to get on with your cleaning and dusting. Whole house. Every surface. And polish the wood with Pledge. 
 
    He stood in high heels and wobbled. 
 
    He made me smile. I had been dour while doing this, but now that I was done, and he was fulfilling an image I had of him in my own mind, I sort of liked it. 
 
    And, it sort of turned me on. 
 
    Big strong man becomes a dainty girl. Heh. 
 
    I walked out of the bedroom and started down the hall. Tina heard me, and she called out, “Mom?” 
 
    I went into her bedroom and stopped. There was Bobby. Wearing a dress. And make up. And his nails were longer than Tom’s. 
 
    “Oh, my gosh!” I walked around him. Being younger, having softer, more youthful skin, he looked even more like a woman than Tom. 
 
    Like father like son. 
 
    “Tom! Come here?” 
 
    Tom stepped into the hallway, I could feel his wobbling gait in my mind. I could feel a childish pride in his now feminine appearance. “Tina’s room!” 
 
    He came down the hallway, stopped in front of Tina’s room, and didn’t want to come any further. 
 
    I made his dick harder, pulled it with feathery hands, and he stumbled, cock first, into her room. 
 
    And stopped. 
 
    And stared. 
 
    “Bobby?” 
 
    “Hi, Dad.” 
 
    Both their faces were red. 
 
    Tina giggled. “They look like mother and daughter.” 
 
    And they did. The family resemblance was uncanny. 
 
    “We should have gotten together, given them matching outfits.” 
 
    “Can I go back to being a man?” Bobby asked. 
 
    Yet I could feel his pleasure. His humiliation was a green, little, translucent pea inside his brain. His pleasure was a big, golden, opaque watermelon-sized glow. 
 
    “Some day, maybe. You’ve got a lot of growing to do first.” 
 
    “I don’t want to be a woman,” mumbled Tom. 
 
    “The plug in your butt says otherwise.” 
 
    Tina stared at me. “You gave Daddy a butt plug?” 
 
    “Well, he needed one.” I explained how he stopped fantasizing about Scarlett when I poked his butt, how he came back to being himself. 
 
    Tina turned to Tom. “Daddy,” she shook her head, “you are one kinky cookie.” 
 
    He wanted to get out of there so bad he actually asked, “Can I go do housework?” 
 
    “Go,” I said. 
 
    “Bobby, you might as well help Daddy. Go vacuum and stuff. Keep cleaning until I tell you.” 
 
    Bobby nodded. His face was sad, but his mind was hopping and skipping and jumping with glee. 
 
    The men gone, Tina and I faced each other. 
 
    “Sounds like we need to go shopping.” 
 
    Tina grinned. “I’ll show you how to turn on every man in sight.” 
 
    I grinned. I opened my mouth to say what fun that would be, and… 
 
    Ding a doot doot! Ding a doot doot! 
 
    Sighing, I took my cell phone out. It was Sandy. Oh, man, I had forgotten about her. I should have checked back with her. 
 
    I answered, “Hey, girlfriend, how are they hanging?” 
 
    Her voice was so low, so miserable, and she said, “We’ve got a problem.” 
 
      
 
    SANDY’S STORY 
 
    I awoke, and Jim was laying there, face up, boner poking the sheets up. I didn’t think he had slept. Looking into his mind, I was sure that he had not slept. 
 
    His mind was fuzzy and confused. Yet he was happy. Well, his butthole was happy. I had finally realized what the man needed. Anal sex. Me dominant and him submissive. 
 
    “Good morning, dear.” 
 
    “Good morning.” he smiled at me. 
 
    “Why don’t you go fix breakfast.” 
 
    He gave that wan smile and got out of bed. He put on his pink tummy shaper, then man clothes. And he sighed. but he went. 
 
    I was confused. Jim was a mystery. I had gotten to the root of his problems, and all he needed was to be penetrated. To be on the bottom and ruled. 
 
    Yet, he wasn’t entirely happy. Later, I would realize that I just needed to work him through the doldrums. Right then, still new to the earrings and their power, I made a bad decision. 
 
    I decided to take him to see a psychiatrist. 
 
    But right then, I needed some happiness myself. 
 
    I sent a mental call out, signaled that there was SEX! in the bedroom, and Jim came back.  
 
    I was waiting, naked, my legs spread. “Pleasure me, big boy.” 
 
    Mentally, he flinched when I called him ‘big boy.’ 
 
    But I was too horny to notice that. And what should I have done, anyway? Called him ‘little girl?’ 
 
    He came to the bed, and he did have a small smile. What man doesn’t smile when they are about to go face to face with a hot, dripping pussy? 
 
    He crawled up on the bed and nuzzled between my thighs. 
 
    Ah, yes. I felt his tongue slide along the labia, flick the clit, and poke right into me. 
 
    “Fuck!” I wheezed. 
 
    Yes, it was men that were the seven second horn dogs, but that made women horny. They responded, and I was responding to the intense sex of the last few days. 
 
    Looking into his mind, into my son’s mind, being lambasted with their sexual thoughts, and then finally butt fucking Jim…I was horny. 
 
    “Do me, bitch!” I groaned, and I held his head to my groin. 
 
    He reached under me with his hands and cupped my buns. He lifted me so he could get better access. He arched me, and went to work with that magic tongue. 
 
    I felt shards of sexual tension shooting off my pussy. I was wet, dripping, and I wanted this. 
 
    I really wanted a cock, but a tongue would do. 
 
    I wondered briefly about Jane, fucking strange men, and wondered if I would have to do that. 
 
    Then the white hot pleasure of being eaten out consumed me. I began to orgasm. Man, I was ready, and I writhed and clutched his head to my pussy. 
 
    “Urk…snurk…guggle…” he made sounds that would have made me giggle, but it’s hard to laugh when you’re getting a world class orgasm. 
 
    “Yeah, baby.” 
 
    I felt it coming again. I had been too long without. I needed more. 
 
    “Grum….slobber…unkle…” 
 
    I grinned and would have laughed at the obscene sounds he was making, but then another orgasm overtook me. I cried out and thrust my pussy into his mouth. 
 
    Oh, God…I was in a frenzy. It rarely happened, but when it did, all I could do was sit back and take it. 
 
    “Mmmm!” He pushed his tongue in and swirled it. He sucked. And I began to cum yet again. And again. 
 
    Oh, I loved it when I went multiple orgasm. I wished I could be this way all the time. 
 
    But I couldn’t. So when I was, I made the most of it. 
 
    I thrust my torso up, and again he slobbered and drooled and made a mess of me. but, God…what a delightful mess. 
 
    An hour later, getting a little sore, I managed to push him away. He had never eaten me out for so long, but then every time he slowed down I simply stimulated the SEX! occurring in his brain. 
 
    He was beside himself with lust. In addition to being face to pussy for so long, he was possessed of a hard on that just wouldn’t quit, and which I kept telling to get harder, get harder. 
 
    A little later I was sitting in the kitchen sipping coffee while he vacuumed. I thought about my decision to see a psychiatrist. 
 
    I had to do it. Jim was going through stuff. Hell, I was going through stuff. I had to get professional help. 
 
    He was happy, he was unhappy. Was I doing right? Or was I making mistakes? 
 
    I didn’t know. And who better to tell me about the mind than a psychiatrist. 
 
    I picked up my phone and googled and selected a woman doctor. I had more confidence in women; women understood women better than a man could. 
 
    “Doctor Vanez?” 
 
    “This is her.” 
 
    “I have a pretty severe problem that I would like to discuss. Would it be possible to see you today?” 
 
    “That’s pretty short notice, but…uh…” 
 
    “Please. It’s pretty important.” 
 
    “Is it a psychiatric emergency?” 
 
    “Well, yes. You could call it that.” 
 
    Five minutes later I had an appointment for one o’clock that afternoon. 
 
    And Roy came in. 
 
    “Mom?” 
 
    He looked stressed. Oh, no. I didn’t want anymore problems! But he was my son, so, “Have a seat, Roy.” 
 
    Roy sat down opposite me. He was a handsome lad. Strong. intelligent. And having a SEX! thought every seven seconds. Poor boy. 
 
    “What do you need?” 
 
    “Well, uh…I…uh…” 
 
    He was flustered and embarrassed, and I thought it was sort of cute. but I needed to get things done and head for the doctor’s office. 
 
    “Speak up.” 
 
    “Um…I need…uh…” 
 
    Exasperated, I looked into his mind. The cock block was big and fat and ruling his life, and I understood what his problem was. He had a big, fat boner and he needed relief. I kept my smile hidden. And I truly enjoyed the heat radiating off him. It made me feel powerful, and like I was a good mother. 
 
    But I wasn’t about to help him unless he could grow up and frame the words to describe his problem. 
 
    “You’d better speak up, mister. I have an appointment.” 
 
    “I need to, uh…get…relief.” He spit out the last word, and I could feel how much it took for him to say that. 
 
    “And why do you need relief.” 
 
    “Mom! A guy shouldn’t be stopped up! We’ve got needs! And it hurts!” 
 
    But I was looking into his mind. It didn’t hurt, it was just frustrating. 
 
    “Does it hurt, or just feel so good you want to finish?” 
 
    “Well, uh…it hurts!” he almost wailed. 
 
    “Does this hurt?” I put phantom lips on his penis and nibbled. 
 
    He sat up, his eyes wide. “Mom!” 
 
    “What?” I asked innocently. “Are you feeling something?” 
 
    “You know I am!” 
 
    I ran a tendril of hot around his penis. I tapped his balls gently. 
 
    “Oh! Oh!” He was sitting up even straighter. I had just found the cure for slouching. “Stop!” 
 
    “Oh, you don’t like this?” I put a clamp around his dick and closed it. His eyes bulged. 
 
    “Mother,” he whimpered. 
 
    I backed off a bit, just left him with a world class boner, and I said, “Honey, the reason you’re in this state is because you think of sex too much, and you give in to those thoughts. You need to relax, take your mind off it. Read some books. Go out and play. Sitting around wanting to masturbate is no way for a young man to live.” 
 
    “But…sex is natural.” 
 
    “And you’re having sex. All the sex you want. Or don’t want.” I smiled indulgently. 
 
    “But I need to…to go all the way.” 
 
    “All the way? Do you mean to say you want an orgasm?” 
 
    Oh, his face was redder than an embarrassed tomato. 
 
    “But don’t you understand that that would be wasting all your youthful energy? Why, if you jack off you’ll turn into an old and wrinkled man. That’s why people age, you know. They masturbate too much.” 
 
    Okay I was just being a little mean. But this whole scene of being responsible for everybody’s sex, everybody who was being irresponsible…it was making me a wee bit cranky. 
 
    “Mom!” Roy whispered desperately.  
 
    I tried a little humor to lighten the situation. “Besides, you don’t have a license to ejaculate yet.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    I kept my smile inside. “That’s right. You have to go down to the department of ejaculation and apply for a license. They’ll check your references, and if they decide you can be a responsible masturbator…there you go.” 
 
    He said nothing. His mouth was open and closing. His cock was rising and falling. 
 
    I tickled under the head and he jerked, but he didn’t say anything. 
 
    And: “When do I finally get to masturbate. For real.” 
 
    “You don’t. Masturbation is not a necessary part of growing up. When you get married I will turn you over to your wife and if she thinks it’s a good ida to masturbate, then…maybe then… 
 
    His face had gone from red to ashen. His cock had gone from merely hard to extremely hard. I put a phantom hand around it and stroked. I could feel him trying to cum, but the lock was holding just fine. 
 
    “But any time you want me to play with you, I’ll be glad to.” 
 
    He stood up, and was shaky. His legs were trembling and I could see a wet spot on his pants. 
 
    “Will that be all?” 
 
    He didn’t say anything. He just turned and stumped off. His mind felt dazed, and his frustration was in the red level, but he’d get over it. They all did.  
 
    I had gotten over it. I had managed to curtail my masturbation until I got married. 
 
    Huh. Funny, now that I was married I made up for my earlier lack of masturbation. 
 
    So thinking, I picked up my purse and headed for the Doctor’s office. 
 
      
 
    Dr. Wilma Vanez 
 
    Licensed MD ~ LMFT 
 
      
 
    Her office was in a little complex on the south side of town. It was a pleasant place. Oaks, wooden buildings, a cement walkway that meandered from office to office. 
 
    I knocked on the door, and opened it, and found myself in a small room. Only a couple of pieces of furniture, including a table with psychiatric magazine on it. 
 
    I sat down and waited, and five minutes later a young woman opened a door and smiled at me.  
 
    “Sandy?” 
 
    “Hi, Doctor Vanez. Thank you for seeing me on such short notice.” 
 
    She walked me back to her office and it was a pleasant place. Comfy chairs, a couch, a wall full of diplomas. A very impressive place. 
 
    “Now then,” she said, settling into her swivel behind a desk. “You said something about a psychiatric emergency. 
 
    I studied her. She looked okay. Slender, good figure, shoulder length, brown hair and intelligent, brown eyes. 
 
    “Well, I have a friend, and she went to a yard sale and…” 
 
    It wasn’t a long tale, but I had to spend a little time telling her about Jim being punished as a boy. About his mother spanking his penis, and sticking fingers up his butt, and finally just spanking him. 
 
    She had no response to any of this. She just sat and nodded and had no expression. 
 
    When I was done she said, “And these earrings enable you to hear men’s minds, and to actually control them.” 
 
    “Yes. Through sex. Once you get used to it you can even control their bodies, make them lift into the air, all sorts of things.” 
 
    “That is amazing. And I can understand the problems you’re having with your husband and son. Men can be very obstinate, and they do have their own set of problems. Not like us.” 
 
    That made me feel good. I smiled. “So can you help me?” 
 
    “I’m sure I can, let me take a look at the earrings.” 
 
    Nothing went off in my head. No alarm bells. I simply didn’t think of what Jane had told me, of not letting anybody see the earrings. I simply took them off and deposited them in her outstretched hands. 
 
    She examined them. Even took out a magnifying glass and peered at them. 
 
    “They look quite normal. May I?” She held an earring up to an ear. 
 
    “Of course.” 
 
    She posted one earring. Looked around as if she expected something to happen. 
 
    “You have to have them both on,” I suggested helpfully. 
 
    She put the other earring on, and I could see her eyes widen. She looked at a wall, and I knew she could hear the minds of whoever was on the other side of the wall. 
 
    She looked at me. She gazed into the distance, then she made a couple of notes on a sheet of paper. 
 
    She took off the earrings and I held my hand out. 
 
    She held them up, considered them, then swiveled around, popped them into a wall safe and closed the safe. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    She spun the dial, then turned back to me with a wan smile. 
 
    “Give me my earrings back!” 
 
    “Sandy. I’m a health care professional. I deal with problems of the mind, and you’ll have to trust me.” 
 
    “You just stole my earrings!” 
 
    “They require dedicated study by a mental health expert. You have already admitted your ignorance in this manner.” 
 
    I was on my feet. “You open that safe right this minute!” 
 
    “Please understand, Sandy. I can do much more good with those baubles than you ever can.” 
 
    “Give them back!” I was getting shrill. 
 
    “I think that concludes the session for today.” 
 
    “Give me back those earrings! I’m calling the cops!” 
 
    “Yes, the police would be quite interested in earrings that enable a woman to control a man’s mind. If you could leave now…” 
 
    She came around the desk and opened the door. 
 
    I continued screaming, and a door down the hall opened. 
 
    “Need help Dr. Vanez?” 
 
    “Yes, please, John. If you could escort Sandy out. And I won’t be seeing her again.” This last for my benefit. 
 
    John was bigger than me, and he maneuvered me around and pushed me down the hallway and out the doors. All the way I was screaming. “I’ll get you, you bitch! You give me those earrings! You haven’t heard…” 
 
    The door closed on me. 
 
    I stood, gasping for breath, staring at the door. On the other side of the door John hung a sign. Closed. 
 
    Finally, nothing for it, I took out my cell phone and called Jane. When she answered I said, “We’ve got a problem.” 
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    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! 
 
    [image: Stepforth cov use.jpg] 
 
      
 
    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 
 
    [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 
 
    [image: ifem cov use.jpg] 
 
      
 
    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 
 
    ‘Scarlett Dreams!’ 
 
    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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