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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    It wasn’t a black and gloomy day the day the world as we know it  ended. It was bright and sunny. It was a get up and go day. It was the kind of day that kittens and puppies are born on, that little boys go swing bats and run bases, and girls play with their Barbies. 
 
    It was the kind of day that I went to garage sales. 
 
    Tom didn’t want to. It was the kind of day that he played golf on, so he went to trot around on long green lawns and I was left to myself.  
 
    And, before I tell you what I did to Tom, I should tell you what kind of guy he is. Maybe then you’ll understand what I did, and why. 
 
    Tom is a wonderful man who forgets anniversaries. He works as hard as he has to, but that’s all. He’s not abusive, he’s just…lazy. 
 
    I know, lazy isn’t always all that bad. But in his case it was! When life goes by like a snail, and all you have to look forward to is the clubhouse picnic, and maybe a poke on the weekend, if he’s up to it, that lazy is bad. 
 
    And the shame of it is that lazy leads to boredom. My boredom. And that’s not the way I wanted my life to be. 
 
    In that bored frame of mind, desperate for a little fun, I went looking at yard sales. And, man, what I found! 
 
    It was over on Gardner St. A little house that looked a little shabby, that had a garage that was shabbier, and the tables were lined up on the cracked tarmac of the driveway. 
 
    There were boxes of books. Blankets and clothes. Mismatched dishes of every kind. There were little statues of Bo Peep, centennial platters for some defunct company, kid’s toys and tools. 
 
    In other words, it was the usual bric a brac. 
 
    So I went up one row and down the other, and other people were going up the rows and down the other, and this little, old lady was watching from a saggy beach chair just inside the garage. 
 
    Everybody was sort of avoiding the old lady, she was old, had warts, looked a little sickly. She was so ugly that I knew she must have a boring life. And me feeling about boredom the way I do, I said, “It’s a beautiful day.” 
 
    “It certainly is.” She had a strange accent, her eyes were a bit rheumy, but I could tell she was glad of a kind word. 
 
    So, having hit four garage sales prior to this, and my feet being sore because, silly me, I had worn high heels, I plopped down in the chair next to her and we started chatting. 
 
    Nothing deep. No words concerning whether the universe really exists, or things like that, just the usual stuff. 
 
    Her children never visited. Her husband had died—did you know he was a great inventor? My house has got mold and I don’t know what to do about it. You can get rid of warts if you soak an onion peel in vinegar and put it on the wart over night. That sort of thing. 
 
    And I commiserated, and told her my husband was kind, but a bit boring, and she remarked, aren’t they all—my husband was a great inventor. 
 
    And she offered me lemonade, and I took her up to it and we sat and sipped. 
 
    And customers wandered by. Every once in a while somebody would buy something, and the day was passing in a most boring fashion. But that was okay, I had made a friend, and I was thinking about the fact that being bored might make me lazy. 
 
    And she mentioned that her husband was a great inventor. 
 
    Huh! A great inventor. She had mentioned that several times, and she was pretty proud of that. Hmm. 
 
    “What did he invent?” 
 
    “Oh, he invented new type of ball bearing for skateboards.” 
 
    I smiled. “He must have got rich off that.” I was well aware of her shabby house. 
 
    “No. Well, yes. He like the girls. He spend everything on wine, women and song.” 
 
    That sort of set me back. How do you respond to that? 
 
    “Well, what else did he invent?” 
 
    “He invent a pogo shoe. You take ten foot step.” 
 
    “Oh, my gosh! He must have gotten rich on that!” And I wondered where these fabulous pogo shoes were. 
 
    “Car company buy. They don’t anything to replace cars.” 
 
    “Hunh!” I grunted. “Well, it’s a man’s world.” 
 
    She snickered at that. 
 
    “What happened to his money? Don’t tell me it was…” 
 
    “Wine, women, song. He cheat on me. Cheat everywhere. He see skirt he chase.” 
 
    “Well, that’s too bad. But that’s men for you.” And I wondered about Tom. I always suspicioned him of cheating, probably the only non-lazy thing about him. But I never had proof, he paid the bills, and…it was just a niggle in the back of my mind that I regularly ignored.  
 
    Of course, if he did cheat, it might explain why I was getting poked so infrequently. 
 
    “What else did he invent?” 
 
    But she was done with inventions. I had started her, and she began telling me of his infidelities. And though she spoke gently, it was plain that she wasn’t happy about it. 
 
    “He see red headed girl in town. He go see her on Tuesday for a year, then he dump her and find a blonde. He come home with lipstick on his mouth, not even care enough to wipe off, and…” 
 
    She went on and on, and I started getting antsy, so when she wound down a little I said, “Well, it sounds like it’s a man world, and sure would be nice to do something about it, but…” I looked at my cell. “The time. I need to go.” 
 
    I started to get up and she placed a hand on my wrist. “It used to be man world, but I fix him good.” 
 
    She was intense, her eyes glittered, and I couldn’t help myself. “What did you do?” 
 
    She looked around, made sure there were no shoppers around us, and whispered, “I change his mind.” 
 
    I chuckled. “Now you’re talking impossible. Men are set in stone. You can’t change a man’s mind.” And I whispered jokingly, “They may not even have a mind to change!” 
 
    She grinned, I wanted to stand up, but her little claw held me down. And she said, “Husband invent way to make change mind. I use it to change his.” 
 
    “You changed a man’s mind?” My grin was wry. 
 
    “Oh, yes.” 
 
    “How much did he get for this invention.” 
 
    “I not let him. He just spend it on wine, women, song. So I change him.” 
 
    She laughed again, and I noticed her false teeth were in bad repair. 
 
    “Well, why didn’t you sell this invention?” 
 
    She regarded me silently. Then said, “Come with me.” 
 
    She stood up, and nothing for it, I followed her. 
 
    She led me into her house, and it was stacked with more boxes. And bags. And rickety furniture. She had a year’s worth of yard sales here. 
 
    We went into the dining room where she moved a stack of ancient magazines off the dining table and lifted a box and placed it there. She reached into the box and took out a tiny, little jewelry box. I could tell the bigger box was packed with these little jewelry boxes. She opened the one she had and took out a pair of quite pretty earrings. She handed them to me. “Put on.” 
 
    Well, I blinked, and I thought of hemming and hawing and getting the hell out of Dodge, but the look in her eyes…she was very intense. 
 
    I took my own baubles off and inserted the poles of her earrings through my ears, closed them, and…stopped. 
 
    I heard things. Little whispers. Little voices just out of range. Little…somethings. Just like voices, but not voices. It was in my head. 
 
    I started to take the earrings off. They were scaring me, but the old lady gripped my wrist and shook her head. “Wait. Relax. Breath. It get better.” 
 
    Better? Than this spooky, weird shit going on in my head? 
 
    I was going to pull my hand loose and take them off, and the heck with what she said, but she pulled me towards the garage. “Listen. Not be scared. Listen. 
 
    She opened the door and the world ended. 
 
    I mean, it changed and there was no way it was going to go back. 
 
    I could hear the men thinking. 
 
    Not the women. 
 
    Just the men. 
 
    And their thoughts…they were crazy. 
 
    ‘Wonder what this is worth?’ a man thought, picking up a deck of playing cards. The cards had pictures of naked women on them. 
 
    And the man thought ‘SEX!’ 
 
    Then he placed the cards down and walked on to the next table. 
 
    I looked at the women, no thoughts. Just mild interest in this or that, and that recognizable by their attitude. 
 
    I looked at another man. By focusing my attention I could pick up his specific thoughts and the rest of the men faded into the background. 
 
    ‘I could get this barbecue for Shelly, but then I’d have to get the rust off it, and….’ yada yada yada, finished up with, ‘I don’t want to do all that work.’ And he looked at the next item on the table and…’SEX!’ He was looking at a rolling pin. A damned rolling pin, and I could see the images spouting out of his mind. Laying on the bathroom floor and putting that rolling pin…oh, my God! My eyes widened as I realized where the dildo shaped handle of that rolling pin was going to go! 
 
    I shifted my attention to another man. He was looking at magazines. He glanced at a woman, and I could feel his boredom. She had dragged him along, and…he reached into his pants and started playing with himself. SEX! 
 
    I looked at the first man. ‘SEX! roared through his mind. He was checking out a woman with a baby. 
 
    A woman with a baby? What kind of man… 
 
    The little old lady tapped my arm and I looked at her. She smiled at the shock in my eyes. “You make do what you want.” 
 
    “What? How?” 
 
    “Man looking at tools. You think he horny.” 
 
    I looked over at a chubby guy in coveralls. He was examining  a set of sockets. Now I didn’t intend to think him ‘horny.’ But it’s like that purple thing. 
 
    If you tell somebody not to think of the color purple they have to think of the color purple before they can not think of it. 
 
    And the old lady had told me to make him horny, and I could help it, that thought was in my mind. 
 
    Suddenly I felt him twitch. And his head started to look down. And he felt this bump growing in his groin. He started to look around, adjusted his crotch, looked around, put the tools down and started to leave. 
 
    And his mind was screaming SEX! SEX! SEX! 
 
    But then he suddenly relaxed, turned around, and came back to the table with the tools on it. 
 
    “What happened?” 
 
    “I take sex out of his mind.” 
 
    “You can do that?” 
 
    “Took out of husband’s all time. No more wine, women, song. He stay home and do dishes.” 
 
    “You’re saying you can control a man? Completely?” 
 
    “Easy.” 
 
    All I could do was stare at her, and she started wheezing.  
 
    And I finally asked her, “But you’re not wearing earrings!” 
 
    She started coughing, but managed to say, “Wear earrings long enough don’t need.” 
 
    “How long?” 
 
    “People…” cough, cough, cough, “…different.” 
 
    Cough. 
 
    “Are you all right?” 
 
    She nodded, but she had one hand to her chest. “Just need to sit.” 
 
    I took her arm and walked her back into the house. 
 
    Cough, cough…cough…wheeze. Ack… 
 
    I helped her sit. 
 
    She smiled and said, “You keep earrings.” 
 
    Then she died. Just slumped over and croaked. “Ma’am? Lady?” I shook her, but…she was gone. 
 
    I went to the sink in the kitchen and grabbed a towel, wetted it, and went back. Now she was on the floor. Cooling. 
 
    “Oh, lady.” I breathed deeply. Sadly. 
 
    I put the wet towel on the back of a chair and sighed. I took out my phone and dialed 911. 
 
    “What’s your emergency, ma’am?” 
 
    “A lady just dropped dead. We were talking, then she started coughing and—“ 
 
    “Your location?” 
 
    She was abrupt, but I understood. “I’m at a house on Gardner. Just off Lincoln. There’s a yard sale here so it’s easy to see.” 
 
    “Please stay there ma’am, until the ambulance arrives.” 
 
    I said I would and hung up. 
 
    I actually wanted to be somewhere else. But…she had been a nice lady. What a shame. 
 
    I wandered out and there were a couple of people waiting to pay. 
 
    “Who do I pay for this?” The man held up the rolling pin and I saw SEX! in his mind. 
 
    “Everybody? Everybody!” 
 
    They all quieted and looked at me. 
 
    “The old lady who was doing this has just died. An ambulance is on the way.” To the man with the rolling pin and the neon SEX! above his head: “Why don’t you just take what you want, but, uh…could you help me move the tables back into the garage. 
 
    Nobody said anything. 
 
    Crap. Lazy. Just like Tom. So I don’t know what possessed me, why I did what I did, I thought, ‘Moving tables in makes you horny.’ 
 
    SEX! SEX! SEX! lit up over the heads of all the men. 
 
    “Yeah. I’ll help.” The chubby man who had looked at tools licked his lips. 
 
    “Sure, I can lend a hand,” said the rolling pin man. 
 
    “What the hell…” 
 
    Men everywhere, suddenly motivated, began moving tables in, picking up the old ladies stuff and putting it in the garage. 
 
    I stared in wonder, shocked at what I had made happen, and I heard the sound of a far away siren. 
 
    Within minutes everything was inside the garage and the men just stood there, looking at me, big shit eating grins on their faces. Waiting. 
 
    But what were they waiting for? 
 
    And then I knew. They were horny. And though they didn’t know I had given them that silent, mental command, they were fixated. 
 
    The ambulance arrived and a pair of hunky EMT got out and started walking up the driveway. They were young, and they were healthy, and every seventh step SEX! blasted through their brains. 
 
    Oh, my God! 
 
    EMTS scanning for pussy. A crowd of middle-aged men waiting for…for…and I did it. 
 
    And I had the thought, ‘I wish they would just cum.’ 
 
    And every one of those men began twitching, their eyes got a far away look, and they staggered a bit…and they began to disperse. 
 
    Stunned, I saw wet blots appear on their groins.  
 
    I had made them cum in their pants! 
 
    “Ma’am?” The two EMTs stood in front of me. I was standing on the doorstep to the house, and I appeared to be in charge, and I looked at the EMTs and…I started getting horny! 
 
    They were young, handsome, rippling with muscles. The one on the right was a towhead with a grin that you wanted eating your pussy. The one on the left was dark-haired, with a wry mouth that you just wanted to kiss. 
 
    And, as I got horny, I was blasting out commands, and they started getting horny. 
 
    They stared at me, fidgeted, and the bulges in their pants grew. 
 
    Almost gasping, I forced myself to turn and open the door. “She’s in here.” 
 
    The EMTs followed me in, their legs a little weak for the raging boners in their pants. 
 
    I led them to the old lady, and I tried to control my own sexual lust. I gave them commands to calm down, and, eventually, it worked. 
 
    But they kept looking at me, and there was hunger in their eyes. They had looked at me, had severe boner reaction, and now they were fixated on me. 
 
    Yes, I could drive them away. A few curt words would discourage them, but I realized that once I bonerized a fellow they were somewhat obsessed with me. They didn’t know I had done anything, but, maybe subconsciously, they did. 
 
    Still, since I had calmed them down, they were able to bend down and attend to the old lady. 
 
    One took the pulse, the other used a little electrical box, about the size of a computer printer, and listened to her chest. 
 
    They looked up, “”Sorry, ma’am. She’s gone.” 
 
    Wow. Go to a yard sale and watch people die. That was not my idea of a good garage sale. I sighed, and they took over. They brought in a gurney and loaded her on it. They covered her face, and they rolled her out. 
 
    And…that was it. 
 
    I was left alone in a house that no longer had an owner. 
 
    For a moment I just thought about getting out of there, but…but I felt I had to do something. 
 
    I rummaged through a couple of kitchen drawers, saw bills with her name on it. Esmerelda Took. I found a couple of old letters, mostly advertisements for car insurance. But there was no sign of anything about relatives. 
 
    Crap. Well, I was going to have to call the police and let them take over. I certainly had no idea how to—I stopped. I stared. The box of earrings. 
 
    Hey, I don’t think I’m a bad person, but…I picked up the whole box and took it out and put it in my trunk. 
 
    Stealing from a dead person. Is that really a crime? Well, I guess it is. But I didn’t feel like a criminal. 
 
    So I called the police, reported what had happened, and was told to wait there. 
 
    I didn’t feel like it. I went out to the car, hopped in, and drove off. Just like that. 
 
    In the coming weeks and months I would keep an eye on that house, and I even went to an auction, but the earrings were apparently the only thing of interest. 
 
    Of interest to me, that is. 
 
    And as I drove home I thought about…SEX! 
 
      
 
    “Honey! I’m home!” 
 
    No answer. I didn’t expect any. Tom’s car was still gone. He must be playing the full 18 holes. 
 
    I walked upstairs, and slowed down. Then stopped.  
 
    I was still wearing the earrings, and I could hear a loud whisper. 
 
    Sex! Sex! Sex! 
 
    Down the hall, in the bathroom. And I saw it in my mind’s eye. Bobby. My son. Just turned 18 and…he was jacking off! 
 
    Masturbating! Beating his meat! 
 
    As I focused on him I realized that I could perceive his thoughts ten times better than any stranger’s. I knew him. He was my own blood. I could look right into his mind. 
 
    He was holding his cell phone. The cell phone we had bought him for Christmas, with the understanding that he would be responsible. No hacking. No swatting. It was for communication. 
 
    Well, he was communicating all right. He was communicating with his dick. 
 
    I could feel him fapping. His right fist pounding up and down, stroking his…my God! He had a big dick!  
 
    I stepped closer, but kept quiet. 
 
    I focused, and I could see through his eyes. He had a porn site on his phone, and he was watching some girl…she was masturbating, too! 
 
    It was his girlfriend! Tanya! It wasn’t a porn site, he was just talking to her, and they were mutually masturbating! 
 
    I cleared my throat, and he was oblivious to it. 
 
    His thoughts, ‘Sex! Sex! Sex!’ mingled with his muttered voice. “Oh, baby. Come on, let’s do it together. Come on.” 
 
    I cleared my throat loudly. 
 
    He froze. “Wait!” He whispered hoarsely. 
 
    I could hear Tanya’s voice. “Wait for what? Baby! I’m close!” 
 
    “I heard somebody.” 
 
    I smothered a laugh. I was a fly on the wall, but I was a fly who could control everything. 
 
    After a minute he started jacking again. 
 
    Now, I have said I’m not a mean person. And, to tell you the truth, I’m a fairly sexual person. And, I know it was my son, but…try not to get excited when you’re in somebody’s mind and that mind is screaming SEX! SEX! SEX! 
 
    So, I was intrigued, and a bit horny, but…I was also mischievous. 
 
    I thought, ‘You can’t cum.’ 
 
    “Oh, baby. I’m almost there!” 
 
    “Me, too!” 
 
    “Huh…huh…huh…” 
 
    I watched, and I heard her cumming. She moaned like a whore with sand in her vaseline. And, poor Bobby, he kept beating and beating and beating. 
 
    “Oh, baby. I can’t…I can’t… 
 
    “Oh, Bobby, that was so fucking good!” 
 
    “Baby…I can’t…” 
 
    I snickered, a hand over my mouth. 
 
    “You can’t what?” 
 
    “I can’t, quite…I…oh, shit!” 
 
    I could feel his rising heat. I could feel his hand pounding away, almost like it was my hand and I had a penis. I could feel his rising frustration. And I felt him getting so frustrated that he was going to stop. 
 
    ‘You can’t stop,’ I thought. 
 
    He kept pounding. 
 
    “Well, I’ve got to go, Bobby.” 
 
    “But…I need…can’t you…” 
 
    But there was nothing she could do, and, let’s face it, she was done. 
 
    “Got to go, baby. Talk to you later.” She hung up. 
 
    Bobby kept stroking and stroking, he was almost in tears. I decided to take mercy on him. But not the kind of mercy he wanted. 
 
    I opened the door. 
 
    Bobby sat on the toilet. His pants down. His hand stroking his penis, up and down, up and down, and…he couldn’t let go. 
 
    His face turned the most delicious red. It was redder than my reddest lipstick. 
 
    “What are you doing?” I spoke conversationally, as if I couldn't see with my own eyes. 
 
    “I’m…I’m…I’m…” 
 
    “It looks like you’re abusing yourself. Is that what you’re doing? Bobby?” 
 
    “Uh…uh…” Funny. His grunts were synchronizing with his hand strokes. I could see the head of his penis, and it looked deliciously purple. 
 
    “Speak up, son.” 
 
    His face was a marvel of contortions. 
 
    After a moment I asked, “Is this really what you want to do?” 
 
    “I…I’m sorry…sorry…” 
 
    I could feel his thoughts, blasted into a dust of confusion. He was horny, and couldn’t stop being horny, and…I started laughing. 
 
    I know. Me bad. But it was so…strange. And…it was powerful. But, it was my own son. I mean, enough is enough. I had thoroughly embarrassed him, and there was nothing he could do, so I said, “Go on. Cum.” 
 
    His pecker exploded. All that pent up energy. And his eyes rolled back, and if I was to give that a score, on a scale one to ten, that was an eleven. 
 
    His semen shot across the little room and splatted on the wall, then it dribbled, and his hand slowed down, and he tried to catch his breath. 
 
    “I guess you were horny.” And I closed the door and went snickering down the hall. 
 
    Now, a part of me felt guilty. There is no denying that. But a bigger part of me, a much bigger part, was dazed by my power. Inside I was exulting. I had stopped man from cumming, then I had made him cum, and just from a word. A thought. 
 
    But, it was my son, and that caused me to start thinking. 
 
    And thinking and thinking. 
 
    And Tom walked in. And I knew, instantly, that he had been cheating. 
 
    I stared at him. 
 
    He grinned, secure that I couldn’t read his mind, not knowing that his thoughts were all laid out for me to peruse. 
 
    First, he didn’t have that SEX! blasting out of his head every seven seconds. 
 
    That’s right, just from my quick studies of men on the street, at the garage sale, I knew that men have a sex thought every seven seconds. They couldn’t help it. And that, I smiled, made them meat for me. 
 
    But Tom didn’t have that SEX! thought every seven seconds. He didn’t have it hardly at all. All he had was a lazy lassitude. 
 
    He wants to roll over and go to sleep. To have a cigarette. To go to a bar and smoke cigars and laugh with the men. 
 
    Who’d you boff today, George? 
 
    Some little bitch I met at the…at the store, at the movies, at the cafe, at the bar… 
 
    How about you, Sam? Stuck your pecker in a pussy lately? 
 
    Sure. There was this slut down at the gunshop. 
 
    Met a girl on the street. 
 
    An old flame from high school. 
 
    She works at a dress store…a pharmacy…the library. 
 
    Tom kissed me on the cheek and said, “I’m going to take a shower.” 
 
    He didn’t notice the way my face had frozen. Or maybe the way my mind had frozen. He was oblivious. He had had his ashes hauled and he didn’t care. Life was a peach…and I felt like the pits. 
 
    I listened to the shower start up, the glass door opening and closing. Him singing. 
 
    In my husband’s mind I could read all-l-l sorts of thoughts. Lazy thoughts. 
 
    I was good for fixing dinner, but past that I just wasn’t very…exciting. 
 
    That was a blinker. I wasn’t exciting? I was boring. 
 
    And, in his mind I was a bit frumpy. He liked to be with women who painted their nails all the time, wore make up all the time, dressed sexy, with their tits hanging out and had a propensity for saying ‘yes.’ 
 
    No ‘I’ve got a headache tonight’ for him. Didn’t matter that headaches were real for women, and especially once a month. 
 
    I was in his mind, watching him wash his balls off. Feeling him stroke his cock. And I got pissed. 
 
    ‘ERECT!’ I thought. 
 
    Then I began getting dressed. 
 
    I could feel him in the shower, a bit bemused. He had just cum, and he was proud of the fact that he was already hard again. He had no idea that I was doing it to him. 
 
    I wiggled into a corset. I hadn’t worn it for years, but it made my waist slim right down. And it made my boobs stand right out. 
 
    I put on a half bra, and my tits, looking larger than life, suddenly pointed, and the nipples were hefty pointers. Ready for a mouth. 
 
    But I wasn’t going to get a mouth. Not right now. Not from Tom. 
 
    I had the thought: ‘Don’t cum!’ 
 
    He was stroking himself, lathering up the soap and soaping away. Stroke, stroke, stroke. He was going to be stroking that puppy for a long time before I let him cum again. 
 
    I wiggled into a skirt, then put on a blouse. A thin blouse. My nips poked right out and I felt a surge of heat. 
 
    Not just the anger heat I felt for Tom, but a sexy heat emanating from between my thighs. 
 
    I thought, in the most errant fashion. Sex is power. 
 
    And now I had the power, and I was going to go get the sex. 
 
    I slipped into my nylons, then high heels. I sat down at my make up table and went to work. 
 
    In the shower Tom was stroking. Funny. He knew he couldn’t cum, but the feeling of his hard dick, the throb and pulse, it was too much. He had gone from a no SEX! thought to SEX! SEX! SEX! every seven seconds. Back to normal. But I was going to push him past normal. Way past. 
 
    I thought, ‘Don’t touch.’ 
 
    He let go. Looked at his hands in shock. His penis pulsed, and I thought, ‘Drip.’ 
 
    His penis started dripping pre-cum. A drop every ten seconds or so. He couldn’t tell in the shower with all the water, but he would realize it soon enough. 
 
    I shadowed my eyes, grinned at my earrings, then put on some lipstick. Nice, bright, red lipstick. The kind of lipstick that promises blow jobs and mind popping sex. 
 
    The shower door opened, and closed, and he stepped into the doorway. 
 
    “Honey, there’s something wrong.” 
 
    I looked at his penis. It was purple. I could see the slightly slick color of the drop forming from his slit. 
 
    “Looks fine to me,” I screwed my lipstick tube closed and turned to him with a wan smile. 
 
    “But…I’m…it’s hard!” 
 
    “Oh, goodie.” I spoke with a yawn. 
 
    “This is serious!” 
 
    “I know. It’s called priapism. But you’re in no danger.” 
 
    “But…I can’t…it won’t…” 
 
    “Go soft.” 
 
    His dick drooped. 
 
    “Oh!” he sighed in relief. Then he was startled and looked at me. 
 
    “Erect.” 
 
    SPROING! 
 
    “What?” His eyes were wide. 
 
    “Soft.” 
 
    When his dick went limp he panicked. Not from the dick, but from the idea that I was controlling him. 
 
    “Erect.” 
 
    “Stop that!” 
 
    Good. He knew. 
 
    “I’m going out now.” 
 
    “But…I need to…where are you…my penis…” 
 
    “Your penis will be erect, but you can’t touch it. You will drip, and you will throb…” 
 
    I thought of the sensation of a feather tickling up the underside of his cock. He shuddered uncontrollably. I decided to put a command in his head. Every minute he would get the feather. 
 
    I smiled. 
 
    “Honey, what is going on? How are you doing this?” 
 
    “How was golf today?” 
 
    “Golf? It was fine! but…” 
 
    I could see him trying to shutter part of his thoughts, pull a curtain over his cheating. 
 
    “And did you run into anybody?” 
 
    “Just the guys.” 
 
    His cock was pulsing so hard it was almost bouncing. Rising and falling, and I could feel his SEX! thought ruling his mind. It was hard for him to even think, and yet he kept dissembling. 
 
    “So you played the full 18 holes?” 
 
    “Of course,” he lied. I could see in his mind, like it was in my own mind. Her name was Lisa, and he had driven out to the hills with her and she had leaned over and bobbed her head on his penis. So he hadn’t fucked her, not this time, but he had gotten a blow job. And she had swallowed and smacked her lips. I could see her happy face in my mind. 
 
    “So you didn’t run into anybody special?” 
 
    “No! Are you doing this to my dick? How are you—“ 
 
    “Somebody named Lisa?” 
 
    He turned ashen. All emotion left his face. He stood there, his hands at his side, unable to speak for being caught, unable to stop his dick from throbbing, unable to touch himself and finish himself off. 
 
    I turned back to the mirror and inspected myself. I was a good looking woman. Yes, I had had two children, a boy and a girl, but I was healthy in the hips, rotund in the butt, hefty in the boobs, and I had a nice face. 
 
    And my reward was a cheating husband. 
 
    I looked at Tom in the mirror. Caught and helpless. A man. Weak. Driven by SEX! Not able to do anything. 
 
    Was it his fault? 
 
    Sure. 
 
    But…should I dump twenty years of marriage? 
 
    No. 
 
    But I could teach him a lesson. 
 
    I sighed. 
 
    “Honey?” he tried. 
 
    “Shut up,” I murmured, and he did. And I realized that with more sexual frustration, the more the man would do what you wanted. He would even do things that had nothing to do with sex. 
 
    “Stand on one foot.” 
 
    He stood. 
 
    “Hop up and down.” 
 
    He hopped. 
 
    “Stop.” 
 
    He stopped. 
 
    I stood up and went to him. I faced him, inches away, kissing distance away, and I whispered. 
 
    “You are erect. You can’t touch your penis. You can’t cum. I want you to do the laundry, cut the lawn, feed the children do the dishes, then go to bed. You will do this naked, except for the lawn, or when you might be seen by neighbors.” 
 
    He managed to ask, “What are you doing?” 
 
    “I’m going to go out and get fucked. Then I’m going to come home and let you eat me out. Then I’m going to sleep while you continue cleaning the house. Tomorrow morning I will talk with you. Until then, shut up.” 
 
    His mouth slapped shut and his eyes grew big. 
 
    I turned around and headed for the door.

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART TWO 
 
      
 
    I strode down the hallway. I was pissed off, happy with what I’d done with Tom—the man needed a firm hand, I realized that now—and ready to party. 
 
    A deserved party. He had cheated enough, and now it was time to find out if sauce for the gander really was sauce for the goose. 
 
    “Bobby! Tina!” 
 
    My voice was strident and they popped out of their rooms. Tina popped quickly, but I think she might have been about to go out with her friends. Bobby was a little slower, but then he was still red in the face when he looked at me. 
 
    “Yes, mother?” 
 
    Tina’s a dear. She’s a bit of a smart ass, but she’s smart, has a sense of humor that would make a goat laugh, and…she’s got my looks. Big boobs, oval face framed by luscious hair, plump lips. 
 
    Bobby, on the other hand, was taking after his father. Played video games all day, didn’t want to help around the house. He was handsome and hunky, lots of muscles and a rugged face the girls loved, but…he was lazy. 
 
    “Children, your father will be naked today, and he will have an erection. Just ignore him.” 
 
    “Ignore him?” asked Tina, a bit befuddled, not to say confused by the simple act of me referring to sexual apparatus so freely. 
 
    I mean, Tom and I weren’t prudes, but we watched the sex talk. Right now I was so mad I didn’t care, and I was going to talk sex as much as I wanted. 
 
    “Totally. If he even tells you to do something, you can ignore him. And tell him that I said so.” 
 
    I knew Tom could hear me, but he didn’t say anything. 
 
    “Tom! Come out here!” 
 
    A sound of shuffling feet, then Tom stepped into the hallway. 
 
    The children’s jaws dropped. They simply opened their faces and their bodies slumped a little, and they stared. It was one thing to hear me talk about Tom, to say he would be naked and bonerized, but it was another thing to actually see him. 
 
    As for Tom, his whole body was red. His face was distraught. Yet my command was working well. His dick kept bobbing up and down. 
 
    “I told the children to ignore you. All right?” 
 
    Tom mumbled and fumbled and tried to say something. 
 
    “All right?” I snapped. 
 
    It was a question, not a command, but I had said it with enough zip that it worked like a command. He quickly nodded and said, “Okay.” 
 
    I turned back to Bobby and Tina. “Okay, Tina, are you caught up with your school work?” 
 
    “Of course, mother.” 
 
    “And your grades are good?” 
 
    “All Bs with one A.” 
 
    “Excellent. You may go out with your friends.” 
 
    She was blinking. Usually I was much more strict, but I had seen what was in men’s minds, and I knew what was in women’s minds. 
 
    Men: SEX! Seven seconds. SEX! Seven seconds. SEX! Seven seconds. SEX! 
 
    Women: Sex. Sort of. Maybe a couple of times a day. Unless, of course, men started picking on them. Then they would respond. but…my girl was good, she wasn’t a man, and I had the feeling she would listen to me and conduct herself appropriately. 
 
    “Bobby?” 
 
    “Yeah?” His face was embarrassed, and now a bit sullen. Maybe he was just seeing what was happening to my husband, and was worrying that it was going to happen to him.  
 
    And it would happen to him if he didn’t straighten up. 
 
    “Are you ahead on your homework?” 
 
    “Uh…yeah. Sort of.”  
 
    I could feel him prevaricating. 
 
    “That’s nonsense. And how are your grades?” 
 
    “They’re okay.” 
 
    “More nonsense. You have all Ds and one F. You will stay home and do school work.” 
 
    “All right.” 
 
    Then I let the other shoe drop. 
 
    “You will not play video games. You will not talk on the phone.” 
 
    Tina snickered. 
 
    I smiled at the look of helplessness on his face. 
 
    And I knew he would ignore me. I could see it in his mind. I could see him running to play video games as soon as I left. 
 
    Now, I could make him do things, but I didn’t want to. I didn’t want a robot following instructions. So I had to figure out ways to make him pay heed, but without squashing. 
 
    Bullying was okay, in a sexual sense. But squashing? That’s not the way to raise healthy sons. So I said: “Get naked.” 
 
    Tina gasped and stared at me. 
 
    Bobby couldn’t help himself. A shocked look on his face as his hands did things he wasn’t telling them to, he took off his shirt, then his pants. He tried to stall then, but I snapped. “Everything, mister!” 
 
    He took off his underpants, and I grinned. “Boner up.” 
 
    SPROING! He turned to jump back into his room. 
 
    “Stay here!”  
 
    He froze. 
 
    “Take your hands away from your groin. Stand up straight!” 
 
    He stood, and Tina and I stared. He had a very nice cock. 
 
    Of course, as mother and sister, Tina and I had no sexual interest in Bobby, but I realized that I should have had a good, long birds and bees talk with my children after this. 
 
    “Mom!” he whimpered. 
 
    I faced my husband and children. “Sex is natural. It is nothing to be ashamed of. Men, however, have a sexual thought every seven seconds. That doesn’t make them bad, it just is what it is. Unfortunately, that means they are frequently out of control. It is up to women to control them. Do you understand that?” 
 
    Everybody nodded. 
 
    “Now, we are going to be talking about sex a lot, and you fellows aren’t going to be wearing clothes much, and you are going to learn to behave yourself.” 
 
    I turned to Tina. “I will be asking your help in this, and I’ll talk to you more about it later. Right now I need to go out and fuck a man.”               
 
    If jaws could possibly drop further I didn’t know how. 
 
    “Your father has been untrue to me, and I’m going to see if sex with somebody else other than your mate is really all that good. 
 
    “Tina, I trust you to be circumspect and choose wisely before having sex. I trust you to control the young men you will come in contact with, and I will show you how to control them tomorrow. 
 
    “Bobby. I am not going to curtail all your activities. From here on out you will have an erection, and if you start talking to a girl about sex, even seriously thinking about it, your penis will go limp. 
 
    “Tom, you already have your orders. 
 
    “Now, I’ll be late tonight. See you then.” 
 
    I turned and marched out, and I could feel the dropped jaws, the staring eyes, the wonder in their shell shocked brains. 
 
    And it made me grin. For the first time in my life I. felt truly in control, not the victim of sex crazed idiots who have an impulse every seven seconds. 
 
      
 
    I walked into the Cow Shed Tavern—I kid you not, that is the name of the place—and sat down on a stool at the bar. 
 
    “Bourbon and Coke,” I asked the barkeep. 
 
    He was young, probably 22 or 23, and I saw the SEX! go on in his mind. 
 
    I watched him, and frowned. I was fed up with men. ‘Boner,’ I thought. 
 
    He looked down at his apron. It started to grow and he blinked. I grinned. He had boners before, probably even instant ones, but never like this. 
 
    A bit confused, a bit red in the face, he placed a glass on a napkin. then he turned and went to the end of the bar. I watched him in a reflection of the mirror against the back wall. He was rubbing the front of his apron. Heh. 
 
    The bar was dimly lit, an argument for saving energy, or perhaps obscuring ugly girls until the men were too drunk. 
 
    Not that a man would turn up his nose at an ugly girl. SEX! you know. 
 
    I sipped and swiveled around. 
 
    The bar was maybe twenty feet long, highly polished. The glasses were neat and shiny and ready for use. There was no dance floor, but there was a space at the far wall which could be used for one. There were booths against the wall running next to the street, and a big potted plant next to the entrance. 
 
    One table held a couple. 
 
    One table held four men chatting, looked like golfers. Big pitcher of beer and continuous chuckles. 
 
    One table held a lone man. Sipping his whiskey morosely, thinking the world was against him, no doubt. 
 
    And I blinked. What was I doing guessing at what men were thinking? 
 
    I looked at the barkeep. He was actually humping the corner of the ice machine. Grinned, I thought, ‘limp.’ 
 
    Sure, he was a sex crazed maniac, but, when you think about it, even though driven by SEX! every seven seconds, he had paid me a compliment. He had admired me. And if I punished every man who admired me I would shortly be a lonely girl. And bitter. And I would be the one punished. 
 
    I looked at the couple. The girl was a blank to me, but being a woman, and having been a girl, I had a feeling what was going on. I listened to the man’s mind to see if I was right. 
 
    I could hear his thoughts like a voice. ‘…know you’re married. But I love you, baby. Let’s go to a motel and talk about it.’ 
 
    Hunh! A motel? They’d make it out to his car and he would have his pants down and his dick out and…and I smiled. I ran an invisible feather under his penis. 
 
    He jerked. He didn’t spin around, he just started blinking. 
 
    I could see her asking what was wrong. 
 
    ‘Nothing…nothing…I just felt…something.’ 
 
    ‘Every minute you will feel somebody blow on your cock like this.’ 
 
    I pursed my lips and blew, then, an after thought, I stuck out my tongue as if I was licking the underside of a penis. 
 
    He jumped again, and now he did look around. 
 
    So I gave the command, ‘If you get her in bed, or the car or wherever, you will go limp.’ 
 
    I suppressed a giggle, and turned to the four golfers. 
 
    Hmm. I listened, and there was a gabble of voices. I blinked and backed off. That had been pretty confusing. I focused, and tried to listen to just one. I could, but…but it would take practice. 
 
    SEX! Just talking to the others he had had his seven second impulse. 
 
    There I was, in the sand, and Charlie, he says… 
 
    And, seven seconds later…SEX! 
 
    Just normal. Weird, but wow. 
 
    I focused on another. Listening…listening…SEX! 
 
    I sat through the seven seconds a couple of times, but there was nothing there. 
 
    I listened to the other two, but it was exactly what it looked like. Four guys out for golf and beer. No funny business. No cheating or mistresses, and then I figured something out. If I didn’t ask questions, or catch them in the act, they wouldn’t think about it. There might be a cheater or two there, or maybe all four, but out of sight out of mind. Hunh! 
 
    I didn’t bother giving any of them a boner, or setting up some sort of phantom blow job or anything.  
 
    “Can I buy you a drink?” 
 
    It was the lone guy. While I had been conjecturing over the four guys he had walked right up next to me. I had a sudden thought that he was sneaky, and wondered if I could set up some sort of alarm system. Train myself to catch lurkers and stalkers and such. 
 
    “Bourbon and Coke,” I smiled, and looked inside his mind.  
 
    Oh, Lord. He was a horn dog. He was the kind of guy that epitomized ‘love ‘em and leave ‘em.’ 
 
    He would lie, he would cheat, and he would do anything, just to get his cock fucked. 
 
    And he masked it all with a bored but handsome face. 
 
    And his mind wasn’t going SEX! SEX SEX! every seven seconds. It was every two seconds. This guy had literally nothing else in his head except his rutting urge. 
 
    I considered him, sipping his bourbon so happily, waiting for his next squirt. No allegiances. No girlfriend, and certainly no marriage. 
 
    On one hand, it was sort of disgusting. 
 
    On the other hand, wasn’t this why I was here? 
 
    I turned to him, put a hand on his thigh and asked, “If you could stop being such a damn horn dog…would you?” 
 
    “No.” He didn’t hesitate. Didn’t prevaricate or lie or do anything except tell the absolute truth. 
 
    “Doesn’t it bother you being a male slut?” 
 
    No hesitation, just a shrug and, “I am what I am.” 
 
    I ran my hand up his thigh. He was hard already, and here was a problem I never would have imagined. 
 
    I couldn’t blackmail him with boners. Well, I could, but it wouldn’t be the same. 
 
    Then I wondered…could I blackmail him with limp? 
 
    Probably. But if he lost his hard on he would probably go insane. 
 
    But, here’s the thing: he was more honest than most men I had ever met. Sure, he was a pervert, and if I fooled around inside his mind long enough, poked at all the things that made him the way he was…I would probably get disgusted. 
 
    He smiled. “We going to waste time talking? Or can we just be grown up about this?” 
 
    “Your car or mine?” I asked. 
 
    He actually had a van, I could see it in his head. 
 
    “Yours,” I answered before he could, which goes to show how horny I was. 
 
    We walked out of the bar, and sauntered, his arm around my waist, across to his van. 
 
    It was more than a van. It was a pussy wagon. It was one of those camper type vans, complete with mini-kitchen, toilet and bedroom. Needless to say, I was more interested in his bedroom than his mini-kitchen. 
 
    I threw myself on the bed and turned over, faced him with a big grin. 
 
    He slid the door shut and smiled. Then he took his pants off. 
 
    And I cringed. He had a small weenie. 
 
    But I didn’t say anything. That’s something that every woman learns early on. Don’t tell a man he’s got a small dick, even if he has one. 
 
    Now, thus far I hadn’t used my earring power. But seeing his tiny weenie, and realizing that that was probably the reason he was a horn dog, to make up for being short changed, I gave the silent command. ‘HARD!’ 
 
    He was erect already, but now he was like steel. 
 
    He grunted as the surge hit him. 
 
    I grabbed it and deep throated. I couldn’t normally deep throat, but then I’m not normally confronted with a four inch weenie. 
 
    It was actually sort of fun, feeling his balls, which were regular size, and being able to take his whole cock in my mouth. 
 
    He pushed back and forth, fucking my face, and I felt like such a slut. And, dammit, it felt good! 
 
    And I thought of Tom at home. And then I didn’t think about him. 
 
    “I think…I’m….you’re…” 
 
    “Don’t cum,” I whispered, and he was somewhat amazed when the desire, so close, receded. 
 
    It turned into a wild party. I didn’t expect much from a shorty, but I would realize that he made up for his shortcomings by being very intense and educated with his love making. 
 
    He pushed me back and went to eating me, and suddenly it didn’t matter how long or short his dick was, I just knew that he was doing magical things with it. 
 
    I mentally stroked his asshole, and he lurched forward, his eyes widening in surprise. 
 
    He finger banged me, two fingers, scooping upward, against my G-spot. 
 
    I heated up his balls until he yelped. 
 
    He put his whole fist to me, and pushed like he wanted in. I wasn’t that loose, yet, but I countered by giving a mental squeeze on his cock that took his breath away. I could actually feel his panic, as the thought that his cock might actually separate from his body shot through him. But it didn’t separate, and he slipped into me. 
 
    I couldn’t feel much of him, but what I could feel was incredible. He licked my tits as he ground into me. He pulled on my nipples with his teeth and pushed a finger up my butt. 
 
    He was insatiable. He was a goat, a satyr. He fucked, and he fucked so hard that it felt like his short length was going in as deep as a guy with a normal cock. 
 
    And the longer I lay there, the harder he tried. It was like he was the Energizer Bunny, put on an endless loop of rutting, and suddenly I realized…I had denied his cum. He was responding like any guy, trying harder. 
 
    I laughed, and it felt like I was close. 
 
    “What?” he grunted, seriously trying to stick his dick all the way through me. 
 
    “You’re fucking fabulous!” I came, and it felt like somebody had blown up a firecracker in my pussy. It just blew, and I was suddenly arched and gasping as the heat went through my body. 
 
    He smiled, was proud, and I took off my command. “Cum, you asshole.” 
 
    He came, and for a guy with a short dick, he sure had a lot of semen. He just kept shooting and shooting. Amazing. 
 
     
 
    I pulled into my driveway and sighed. That had been a good fuck. Was it better than fucking Tom?” 
 
    Yep. Not even close. My hubby was not just lazy, he was lazy in bed. 
 
    Well, that was going to end. 
 
    Entered the house and Tina was still out, but as I approached the stairs Bobby came to the top stair and begged. “Can I put on some clothes?” 
 
    I ascended the stairs, and as I approached the second floor I could see his naked body up close. His erection sprouted out, throbbed, and juice dripped from the tip. 
 
    “Go limp,” I said. 
 
    He looked down and actually gave a jump. 
 
    I remembered I had given him the blow job every minute, and I took that off. 
 
    “What did you say,” 
 
    He looked up, tormented, tortured, and said, “Please, let me wear clothes.” 
 
    “Do you promise to be a good boy and follow directions.” 
 
    “Yes.” 
 
    “Did you do your homework?” 
 
    “Yes. 
 
    But I could see the shade of a lie in there. 
 
    “And what else did you do?” 
 
    “Nothing!” a bit of panic in his mind. 
 
    “I can see you’re hiding something from me. What did you do that I wouldn’t like?” 
 
    But he wouldn’t tell me. But I could tell it was sexual. Sex. Subdued. Ashamed. Didn’t want to tell me. 
 
    “Stay naked. And…” I considered it. It was late, no more homework, I might just as well have fun with him. “Stay hard.” 
 
    SPROING! 
 
    “And don’t touch it.” 
 
    He gawped at me as I walked past him. I could actually feel the heat of his red face. his hands were scrabbling around, but coldn’t manage to touch himself. 
 
    “Mom?” Such a whimper. 
 
    I walked into the bedroom. Where was Tom? 
 
    I walked out and asked Bobby, “Where’s your father?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    I searched through the house. Now where in heck was that man. 
 
    Interestingly, I wasn’t mad at him any more. I had had my fuck, and I just wanted him to eat me. 
 
    I found him in the garage doing the laundry. 
 
    “Hello, dear.” 
 
    “Uh, hi.” He was so cute, all humiliated like that. 
 
    “Let’s go upstairs.” 
 
    He trailed along behind me. “Did you…did you…” 
 
    “Yep.” 
 
    I felt his mind deflate. Aha. So he like cheating, but he didn’t like being cheated on. 
 
    “Honey, I’m sorry.” 
 
    “Okay,” I took my cum drenched panties off and tossed them on the floor. He stared at them. He could see the semen on them. His face looked like the Titanic had just sunk. 
 
    I lay back on the bed and spread my legs. “Do a good job, honey.” 
 
    He tried to stop himself, but he had had all night long to think about it, and that had really sexed him up. Even as he tried to refuse his mind was going SEX! SEX! SEX! 
 
    “Feel this?” I ran a feather on the underside of his cock. 
 
    “Oh!” 
 
    “Or this?” 
 
    I twisted his balls gently. I could feel the semen in him wanting to burst out. 
 
    “Or…” 
 
    “Stop!” 
 
    I waited. 
 
    “Can’t we—“ 
 
    “Or this?” 
 
    I gave his cock sensations of cold, like ice cubes running down his penis, then circling his balls, and finally heading for his asshole. 
 
    “Oh! God!” he moaned, jerking as the sensations motivated him. But when the icy feeling heading for his bunghole he panicked. “Stop!” 
 
    I waited. 
 
    “Okay…okay…” 
 
    He moved slowly, but that was okay. I was all for ripping the bandaid off slowly.  
 
    He placed his hands on my knees, moved his head forward. his eyes were begging. Mine were nonchalant. He moved slower and slower, and the anticipation become more and more delicious, then I felt his mouth on me. 
 
    Oh, crap! This was exciting, not lazy, not boring, but an explosive adventure in excitement. And now that he was down there he became more and more excited. He licked, he slurped, and I even heard him gulp. He cleaned me out. He sucked all the cum out of me, and now I felt close. I had had a cum with the horn dog, but now I wanted another one. Greedy me. 
 
    “Fuck me,” I said. 
 
    He jumped up and his cum covered face was grinning. 
 
    “But don’t cum.” 
 
    He almost cried. And he put his penis in me, a full sized penis, and it felt fantastic. I felt full. I felt complete, and I put my arms around him and willed him to rut ruthlessly. 
 
    His hips started moving, driving his cock into me savagely. I gasped, and it was amazing. I felt his prick slide through my ring, play against my walls, and then start to slide back. Again and again. 
 
    “Come on, Tommy. Do a good job!” 
 
    He redoubled his efforts. He was a jackhammer and I let myself go limp and just enjoy it. I suppose, in a way I was being lazy. But he was so fucking hard it didn’t matter. I almost couldn’t move, the way he was a pile driver, excavating me, scooping me out, driving me senseless with pleasure. 
 
    I came. And I came again. And this after cumming with Mr. Short Dick Horn Dog. 
 
    Finally, exhausted, and quite satisfied, I said, “Stop.” 
 
    He froze. 
 
    “Get out.” 
 
    “But…but…” it was in his mind, I could see it. “I haven’t cum!” he waited. 
 
    I lay back, hands behind my head, an amused smile upon my face. “How many times have you cheated on me.” 
 
    He wouldn’t have answered, but it was in his mind. I gasped. And suddenly I was mad all over. 
 
    “You cheated that many times?” 
 
    He looked down, mortified, “I didn’t mean to,” he whispered. 
 
    “Oh, I know, you were just walking down the street when they kidnaped you and fell on your dick.” 
 
    “Well, no, but…” 
 
    He mumbled inane excuses, and I just stared at him. Then, I wasn’t mad. 
 
    He was, like most men, a seven second horn dog. He couldn’t control himself. Every seven seconds…SEX! 
 
    “Shut up,” I casually mentioned. 
 
    His mouth snapped shut. 
 
    I laid back and said, “Eat me some more.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    I just looked at him. 
 
    He crawled between my legs and started licking me.  
 
    It felt good, his tongue lapping and slipping around inside me. No, he had already cleaned out Mr. Horn Dog’s cum, but it was still humiliating, and a bit disgusting, for him to be forced to eat me, and as he ate me I considered my options. 
 
    Get a new hubbie. But that wasn’t much of an option. Any man I got would be a seven second horn dog. 
 
    Treat him like shit. Deprive him of orgasms forever and make him clean the house, and…and…and it hit me. Make him dress like a girl. 
 
    I stared down at the top of his head, moving around while his tongue paid worshipped my pussy. 
 
    Make him dress like a girl. Hmm. 
 
    Humiliating, shaming, mortifying. 
 
    And I didn’t have to deprive him forever, that might be too hateful. But I could make him give me orgasms. Lots of orgasms. And I could make do chores, clean the house, that sort of thing. And the world didn’t have to know.On the surface we would be a perfect married couple. But I would know, and he would know. 
 
    And I considered the third option. Cheating on him as many times as he had cheated on me. 
 
    Nope. I might have been a slut when I was young, but those days were passed. I was a housewife now, and I had responsibilities. 
 
    But I could have an exciting sex life. And so could he, whether he agreed with the type of excitement I was dishing out or not. 
 
    So I settled on the second option. Keep him horny. Play with him. Limit his orgasms so he was always frustrated and desperate. Get all the sex I wanted, and give him more sex than he wanted. 
 
    And maybe I would even make him dress like a girl. 
 
    I smiled, and listened to the sounds of his slurping. 
 
    Tomorrow I would talk to the children. I would begin my son’s education, and I would decide whether to give Tina a pair of earrings. I sort of thought I would need to, because I thought I would need help working my two men. Besides, she could help take care of her brother, which would prepare her for the day she took a husband. 
 
    Having reached these conclusions I pushed Tom away. 
 
    I stood up and began getting ready for bed. 
 
    Tom was thoroughly hornicized now, and he stared in hunger as I took my clothes off, revealed my big boobs and round ass. 
 
    And he said, “Please, honey, can we stop this? I love you!” 
 
    And I said, “Because I love you…I won’t stop this.” 
 
    He sat on his knees, in the zen position at the side of the bed. His shoulders slumped and he began to cry. 
 
      
 
    THE END 
 
      
 
    Would you like a part two to this saga? 
 
    Would you like to see where Jane and Tom end up? 
 
    Would you like to see what Tina does with her earrings? 
 
    Check on Amazon for part two! 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
     
 
    A Note from the Author! 
 
      
 
    I hope you liked this little story of Jane and Tom. 
 
    Make sure you check out the rest of this series. 
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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! 
 
    [image: funny breast cov use.jpg] 
 
      
 
    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 
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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 
 
    ‘The Seven Second Horn Dog!’ 
 
    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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