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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. 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Section Two 
 
    Mind Controlled Sex! 
 
    Jedi mind tricks enable women to control men!

  

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

  

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

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
    PART FIVE 
 
      
 
    TINA’S STORY 
 
    My mind was officially blown. I mean, my mother was a sex maniac! Well, I should have known, because I‘m a sex maniac, so who do you think I got it from? 
 
    “Wake up, honey!” Man, I didn’t want to wake up. I wanted to sleep. I snuck out the night before and had sex with Jason for hours! He’s a year older than me, and he really knows how to use that cock. 
 
    “You want your room painted? By your brother?” 
 
    Oh, man! Did birdshit transmute into gold or what? 
 
    “Sure, Mom,” and I put on the sweet and innocent face. Sucker Mom always believes me. She thinks that anybody who gets good grades is a nice person. If she only knew. 
 
    But then, at breakfast, when she laid that stuff about buying earrings and having special powers over men, I thought she was crazy. I thought she had LSD in her Coke! 
 
    Blew me away when I found out it wasn’t LSD, it was the actual truth! I put those special earrings on and I could hear everything! I could hear Daddy thinking Scarlett Johanssen was giving him a blow job. And I could see my numb nuts brother Bobby dreaming that his girlfriend was giving him head. He has no clue; he has no idea that Tanya is just stringing him along because he’s popular and goes to parties. 
 
    And then, the icing on the cake, to find out that I could actually give commands to Daddy and Bobby, and they had to obey…that was the living end. And that’s where my story starts. 
 
      
 
    Mom was upstairs playing with Daddy. Man, that poor chump. She had him hard as a rock, dripping like a faucet, and totally blocked and locked. 
 
    I could feel him struggling to grab his pecker and stroke it, but she was blocking him. Then I felt him trying to cum, but that was the lock. Heh. Cock blocked and locked. Couldn’t have happened to a nicer Daddy. 
 
    Well, while Mommy was playing with Daddy, she was probably too busy to notice me. I sauntered into Bobby’s room. 
 
    “Limp!” 
 
    He was sitting on his bed, humbled and crumbled, and he stared at his cock as it shrunk into a little prune. That’s the thing with cocks. They look real big, but once they aren’t hard they have all this extra skin and they looked like they’ve been ‘prunerized.’ 
 
    Heh. Prunerized. Good word. 
 
    He looked up at me and his face was all set to protest. 
 
    “Boner.” 
 
    SPROING! His cock sprang up like it was spring released. 
 
    I giggled. 
 
    “Hey, come on.” 
 
    I went to his bed and sat down next to him. Just a few feet away, on the other side of the wall behind me, Daddy was begging. Too bad, so sad, no cum for you. I giggled again. I love a desperate man. 
 
    “Okay, baby brother. Feel this.” I made mentally pinched his cock and he jumped. 
 
    “Hey!” 
 
    Then I began to stroke it. And stroke it. And stroke it. All with my mind. 
 
    He couldn’t fight back, all he could do was lay back and watch his cock trembling. 
 
    “You can’t do this!” he begged. “You’re my sister.” 
 
    “No, I’m your mistress, and the fact of blood means nothing. Get on your knees,” I pointed to a spot right in front of me. 
 
    He didn’t want to, but I blasted his mind with SEX! and he blubbered and found himself moving around and bending at the knees. 
 
    “That’s a good dog,” I laughed silently. I didn’t want Mom to hear. “Now lick my toes.” 
 
    He licked, and his tongue felt so good cleaning my tootsies. His tongue was soft, and it slobbered between my toes so delightfully.  
 
    “Suck toes,” I lay back, my hands behind my head. 
 
    He looked up, and had a wonderful view of my crotch. I had clothes on now, but he could see a little spot of wet where I was dripping. 
 
    I fondled my tits, played with the nipples, and sighed. I was close, but I didn’t want to get off on my own brother. A girl’s got to some standards, you know. 
 
    I raised my foot, put it in the center of his chest and pushed. 
 
    “I’m going to get the paint now, so get busy.” 
 
    I walked out of the room and, as per my earlier instructions, he headed for my room. By the time I reached the ground floor I had a mental image of him picking up my clothes and stuffing them in a hamper. 
 
    I could see through his eyes and I gave him the command to smell the crotch of my panties. 
 
    I could feel the extra pulse of hardness that gave him, so I told him to lick the crotch. When I got into Daddy’s car downstairs I could feel him. He was desperate. Horny. Wanting to cum worse than any boy I had ever seen. 
 
    I cranked up the Mustang, and waved to Daddy when I took off. I even gave a little squeal of the rubber. Daddy hated it when I drove his car. But what was he going to do now? 
 
    I thought of all the times I had been talked to, lectured, told I couldn’t stay out late. Who’s the bitch now, Daddy?” 
 
      
 
    I returned a half hour later, and, man, did I feel good. I had tried out my powers on every man I saw. Lucky men. I left a trail of boners a mile wide. 
 
    As I parked the car I saw Daddy standing on a ladder and taking off a screen. I sauntered over to him. “Hey, Daddy, how’s the boner?” I got into his head and caused a surge into his penis. Mother had left him horny, but not horny enough, in my opinion. 
 
    “Please Tina. Don’t do that.” 
 
    “Come down here, Daddy.” 
 
    He was halfway down the ladder, and he descended the rest of the way and placed the screen on the ground and came to me. 
 
    Man. I loved this power. 
 
    “How do you feel about all this sex you’re getting.” 
 
    He was conflicted. On one hand, he didn’t want to talk about sex. On the other hand…he was having sex. And, because of my power he couldn't not talk about sex. 
 
    “Uh…” 
 
    I watched his mind, watched him try to slide out of the discussion, change the subject, but it was only working in his own mind. I knew what I wanted. 
 
    “Daddy, I love your cock.” 
 
    He grunted and his hips twisted. His eyes half closed. 
 
    “It feels good, doesn’t it?” 
 
    Deeply embarrassed, he nodded. 
 
    “Excellent. You stay on my good side I’ll give you lots of sex. I might even let you cum.” 
 
    His eyes snapped open and he focused on me. “Please,” he breathed. 
 
    “Of course, you’re going to have to kiss my feet, lick my panties, give me a long body massage.” 
 
    I put it in his mind, him sitting on me, naked, his big penis hanging down, trailing along my young flesh.  
 
    He gasped, and I could feel even more embarrassment. Embarrassment actually turning into a bit of shame. A father is not supposed to do such things to his daughter. 
 
    I patted his cheek and said, “But you are not to tell Mom about us. Okay?” 
 
    He shook his head, gulping. 
 
    “Okay, in fifteen minutes you can take a break. I’ll have Bobby handled by then, and I’ll be waiting naked on your bed.” 
 
    Again with the gulps. I smiled and gave his cock a mental tug. I must have been a little hard because he staggered a bit. Or maybe he was just that horny. Mom really had been working him over. 
 
    I turned and walked into the house. I was smiling because Daddy was going to anticipate, and get harder and harder, and when he got upstairs I was going to work him over like he’d never been worked over. 
 
    I entered the house and walked upstairs. I could feel Bobby as I approached my room. He was sitting down, back against a wall, and thinking about his dilemma. His cock was not as hard as it had been, the commands were light and starting to wear off.  
 
    SEX! I thought at him, and SPROING! 
 
    He groaned and leaned half over, and I walked into the room. 
 
    He straightened up and stared at me. “Hey, Bobby. How’s it hanging?” 
 
    He sighed, then jerked as I ghosted his cock with a juicy blow job. 
 
    Believe me, I know about blow jobs. I had spent one whole summer perfecting them on the kid next door. I knew how to suck, to fondle, to spank the balls and bring a guy right to the edge and over. And the last time I had given him a. blow job I had gotten him to the knee trembling finale, then ran out giggling, leaving him frustrated and desperate. 
 
    “Come with me.” 
 
    I headed for our parent’s bedroom. Confused, he thought he was supposed to paint, he followed along, and groaned when I took off my clothes and hopped onto the bed. 
 
    “Okay, boner boy, time to give me a massage. If you’re good I’ll even let you get me off.” 
 
    He didn’t want to, and he wanted to. Poor boy, two steps forward and one back in his mind. In reality he shuffled across the room. He was naked and I grinned as his cock twitched. 
 
    “Work on my back. Pay attention to my legs. I’ll give you sex according to your ability to please. Do good enough and who knows…I might let you cum.” 
 
    His hands were strong, and he stood to one side and leaned over and began kneading my young and nubile flesh. 
 
    “Come on, climb aboard. Just be careful not to let your cock in me. If you try to stick your dick in me I’ll blow up your balls.” 
 
    He groaned, and started climbing aboard. I grinned inside. I blocked him from putting his dick in me. He was my brother, after all, and, like I said, a girl’s got to have standards. 
 
    I felt him sit on my butt and lean forward. That made his cock lie on the upper part of my buns. I could feel how hot it was. I could feel it like an iron rod, fresh from the fire. 
 
    His hands worked my back and I gave a little moan, which made him give a bigger moan, which made me giggle. 
 
    I commanded him to get harder, and I immediately heard him gasp. 
 
    “So how is it being so horny and on top of the hottest body in the world?” 
 
    “It’s…it’s torture.” 
 
    “Yet it feels good, doesn’t it?” 
 
    He nodded, but that was okay. I could see inside his mind and I didn’t need words. 
 
    “Would I make a great girlfriend? If you were into me?” 
 
    “Yes,” he whispered. I could feel his cock rising and falling on the my back, the tip actually pressing in a little bit. 
 
    “You know, I can’t let you cum.” 
 
    “Oh, please!” 
 
    “Mom would see that you had been relieved and get mad.” 
 
    “She wouldn’t have to know! I wouldn’t tell her!” 
 
    “Okay, one drop.” 
 
    I felt his cock spurt on me, he made a sound like a strangled cat. 
 
    “That’s my lotion. Rub it in good. If you’re a good boy I’ll let you do another drop.” 
 
    I know he received no relief from a single drop. But the idea that he might get more drops, and maybe get some real relief, was hot and heavy in his head. 
 
    Suddenly I felt his hips moving very gently. They sawed back and forth and I knew what he was doing. 
 
    “Bobby? Are you trying to rub your cock off on my back?” 
 
    He couldn’t help it, he didn’t want to admit it, but I was in his head, compelling him. 
 
    “Yes,” he sobbed. 
 
    “Oh, you poor boy. This must be so terrible for you. Should I make you stop?” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    Heh heh. 
 
    “Well, okay. And I suppose you can keep rubbing your peeny on me, just as long as you don’t have an accident.” 
 
    “I’ll try not to,” and there was a piece of him that was struggling, trying not to, but he couldn’t control himself. He would try to have an orgasm on me.  
 
    “Tina?” 
 
    “Daddy! Are you taking a break?” 
 
    “Uh, yes.” 
 
    He stood at the door, quite pretty in his negligee. He must have taken his panties off when he came into the house. With his hard on they would have been very restrictive. Poor Daddy. 
 
    “How nice. Would you like to massage me with Bobby?” 
 
    Oh, that was a moment. If course he would, but to be seen in such a turgid state, such a helpless state, by his son…he hesitated. 
 
    “Bobby. Keep rubbing me, but don’t hear anything.” 
 
    Now that was a weird experience. Bobby’s mind sort of shuttered., and I felt like something in my own mind had been been jerked closed. Bobby focused on me. His sexual desires went down slightly in one way, but he became more focused on me in other ways. Hearing is not necessary to sex, but vision sort of is.  
 
    I left him alone for a moment and said, “Daddy, you’re going to have to share me with Bobby. Now, get over it and get over here.” 
 
    Oh, the back and forth in his mind. I think he might have actually backed out at that point, but I was inside his head, giving him visions of orgasms. 
 
    Then I flipped over and Bobby gasped, and I let him hear again. 
 
    “You can both do me,” I said. “You both obviously want to, so just consider it like a bag race, your legs tied together or something. Bobby, you take my left side. Daddy, you’re on the right.” 
 
    Daddy stumbled over to me, his big cock dripping, and hesitantly put his hands on my thigh.  
 
    “That’s it. Give me a good massage and I’ll let you drip a drop. Maybe even two. And pay close attention to my boobs.” 
 
    They began to rub me. Their strong hands felt my flesh, ran up and down my legs, groped my boobs, and I sighed and relaxed. I felt like I was in a giant washing machine filled with super pillows. Tumbling over and over, my muscles being teased and my flesh being tantalized. 
 
    “Isn’t it fun being a team?” I asked. 
 
    They looked at each other, and were embarrassed, but what could they do? 
 
    “And we’re not going to bother Mom with this, are we?” 
 
    They said nothing, but their minds were plain to see. They were too embarrassed to tell Mom what they were doing. 
 
    “I mean, if I told Mom what you were doing she’d be mad. Can you imagine what she’d do to you?” 
 
    They couldn’t, but I could, and I put visions of being hornicized and hung out to dry. Hanging from a clothes line, giant clothes pins holding their arms to the line, their legs hanging, and their penises poking out, dribbling endlessly, sobs racking their body in time to the sensations of having their cocks stroked way past the point of cumming. 
 
    “Please, Dad! Don’t tell Mom!” Bobby begged. 
 
    “I won’t, and you promise not to tell, either.” 
 
    “Excellent,” I said. “We’re all on the same page.” 
 
    Their hands were making me feel good. Re-e-e-a-al good. I started to feel warm down there, and I knew if I kept going, if I kept them going, I could have an orgasm. The problem, I needed some clitoral stimulation. 
 
    But, Daddy and Bobby? Hmmm. That was an intriguing thought, maybe having them lick me to a cum, but…no. Not right now. Not yet. 
 
    “Okay, boys, you’re done. Have a drip.” 
 
    They each staggered back as a drop of sperm oozed out of their cocks. Bobby was held up by the wall and Daddy simply sat down and stared at the gooey, white drop stretching down from his penis.  
 
    Giggling yet again, I slid off the bed. 
Back to work, and do a good job and maybe we can do this again.” 
 
    I tripped out of the room, at ease and supremely happy. 
 
    Behind me I could hear them regaining their feet. In their minds I could see them looking at each other, and looking away. 
 
    Here’s the trick. Mommy was sort of punishing. I was playing. And that is a huge difference. I knew for a fact that Mom had overwhelmed them, and they were a bit scared, and that made the whole experience unpleasant. But it needed to be pleasant. It needed to be pleasant and so intense that they came begging for it, not running away from it. 
 
    Well, I would talk to Mom. I was pretty sure she would be amenable once she understood. Heck, maybe I could even talk her into a double boner back rub like I had just had. 
 
    So thinking, I got dressed. I put on my shorts, and a half bra that would result in my nipples being rubbed by my blouse and made to stand. I put on a pair of heels, then took them off. I needed better heels. These were bought for me last year, and I had grown just a smidge from then. Yes, I had to go to the mall and get a pair of comfy heels. Really, when you think about it, there is nothing more important to a woman than going to the mall and getting sexy heels. 
 
    Fixing my face quickly, I headed out to the Mustang. 
 
      
 
    Driving to the mall was a hoot and a half. I know mother didn’t want me running rampant, that I should be on the down low, circumspect, not letting anybody know what I had. 
 
    But she was being silly. 
 
    If a guy gets a boner he doesn’t start jumping up and down and pointing to himself. I’ve got a boner! Look at my cock! It’s hard! 
 
    Men just don’t do that. 
 
    So I drove slowly and searched for men. 
 
    There was a man on the sidewalk, walking his dog. 
 
    SPROING! The poor fellow dropped his poop bags and looked around. 
 
    There was a mail man.  
 
    SPROING! He sagged against a mail box. Heh. that was a good one. 
 
    I saw a man talking with his wife in the front yard, on the steps of a porch. I sent a big surge to his cock and his foot slipped and he almost fell. He grabbed his groin, looked around, and grabbed her hand and ran into the house. 
 
    Heh! 
 
    I took a quick look into his mind and saw…ED!  
 
    He had had erectile dysfunction for years, and now his cock was back and hard—courtesy of me, of course—and he pulled his wife down the hallway and up the stairs. 
 
    “Max? What are you doing?” 
 
    He was so happy he couldn’t even talk. I willed him to have boners for life. Every hour on the hour. That ought to make him happy, and that made me think of something. 
 
    I was going to college and had no idea what I was going to major in. So…what about a sex therapist? I could cure men of their priapism/erectile dysfunction/perversion/whatever. 
 
    Heck, no therapist had ever been able to look into the mind of his or her patient…and I could.  
 
    I nodded to myself. It was certainly something to think about. 
 
    And, heck, an added bonus, I could find enough pervs to keep my own sexual appetites happy. 
 
    I turned left on Georgia street. I was on the main drag, and the mall was just a mile ahead. 
 
    And that mile was loaded with men! 
 
    Men getting on busses, going to work, driving to places, heading for the mall, and doing the thousand and one things men do during the day. 
 
    I smiled, and I focused on putting out a wave of sexual stimulation. 
 
    As I passed men they grabbed their groins, staggered, looked around in shock. It was like the wave caused by a big power boat, a big V of white water, except the water in this case was sexual excitement. 
 
    Boner! Boner! Boner! 
 
    Men slumping against light posts. A cop almost drove off the road, would have except the female officer next to him grabbed the wheel. A row of men standing and waiting for a bus rippled like rag dolls as I passed. The bus driver approaching the bus stop slumped over his big wheel, and I shot an extra command to him. I could see him jerk and twitch and semen filled his pants, stained the front of his grey uniform. 
 
    I laughed delightedly and turned up the music. 
 
    I happened on the Beach Boys. 
 
      
 
    Fun, fun, fun! 
 
    Till Daddy took the T-bird away! 
 
     
 
    Ha! No way Daddy was getting this Mustang back. 
 
    I relaxed my ‘Wave of Boners’ and pulled into the mall parking lot. A half a minute later I was striding into the mall. 
 
    Now, I had had fun, but it was time to be a bit circumspect. When I had driven down the street nobody would have picked out my Mustang (not Daddy’s anymore) and pointed at it and yelled There she goes! That’s the girl who gave us all boners! 
 
    But in the mall, walking instead of driving, I might be noticeable. So I toned it way down and focused on individual men. 
 
    There was a stud in front of the Mac Store, smoking a cigarette and thinking he was tough. Let’s see how tough you are now, tough guy. I bonered him and walked by as he turned and tried to hide the bulge in his pants. 
 
    Continuing on I came across an old man. Real old. Hmm. I actually wondered if it would cause him to grab his chest and have a heart attack, but…I gave him a boner. 
 
    He blinked, and his rheumy eyes opened up, and he smiled. 
 
    Ha! More sex therapy! How many old men would want a taste of their youth again? Man, I could charge a pretty penny for that one! 
 
    And down the mall I went. An erection here, a hard on there, and one guy, he looked so pathetic and unhappy shopping with his dour and mean-faced wife, I gave him not just an erection, but the full cum. 
 
    Oh, he jerked like a train had hit him. Then he looked at his wife, who was oblivious and looking at some really ugly dresses, and smiled. 
 
    Heh heh. 
 
    Into the shoe store, and here is where the fun started. I had just been walking along, hitting men at random. But in the shoe store, I was examining high heels, which were very expensive, and a sexy, handsome, hunky clerk came up to me. 
 
    “Help you, ma’am?” 
 
    Oh, his teeth glinted, his hair was a wave of surfer locks, his eyes were blue as the ocean. 
 
    I could tell that, under his work suit, he had muscles. 
 
    ‘Hey, stud. I need the most comfortable heels you’ve got, but I need my calves to pop and my butt to look really good.”               
 
    I had to give it to him, he didn’t even blink. I was so obviously sexual, and talking freely, and he just accepted it. 
 
    “Money no prob?” 
 
    “Nah.” Well, yeah, it was. But first things first. 
 
    He took me over to a corner and brought out a pair of Cole Haan Grand Ambition Pumps, only $180. 
 
    Oh, he hit a home run right off the bat. 
 
    Thus far I had just been watching him. I hadn’t wanted him drooling all over me. But now I wanted. I inserted a boner into his head, and I started stroking it. Soft, gentle tickles to the underhead. A little drip, drip. 
 
    He blinked, but his smile got a little fixed. It’s hard to be a happy camper salesperson when your dick has taken on a life of its own. 
 
    “These are good,” I put a bit of haughty but naughty in my voice. “But you really need to lower the price.” 
 
    Oh, that poor boy. His cock was dripping, he could. feel the surge of urge in the deep down, and he was expected to think? 
 
    “The price tag is…” he groaned as I tweaked his balls. I had him so horny he was failing at hiding his torment from me. 
 
    “What do you guys pay?” 
 
    “I…I’m not supposed to…” 
 
    “Oh, you can tell me.” I smiled and put a hand on his thigh, and edged it closer to where the big bulge was. 
 
    He groaned. 
 
    I put a picture of me making him cum in his mind. His eyes fluttered and he was breathing harder and harder. 
 
    “Well, the rule of thumb is everything costs half of what it is sold for. 
 
    I frowned. Ninety bucks. Still too much. 
 
    I asked, “But aren’t these irregulars? Or something? Can’t you mark them as irregulars and put them on sale?” 
 
    “I could…but…” 
 
    “And how much then?” 
 
    He whispered, “Forty dollars.” 
 
    Bingo. I smiled. “Sold for forty dollars.” 
 
    “But…but…” 
 
    I had a mouth on his cock now, and he could feel those invisible lips going up and down, he could feel the tongue lapping at his head. His balls felt so full. 
 
    “Listen, slick,” I whispered. “You sell these to me for forty, and do it now, or you’re going to cum in your pants, right now. In front of God and everybody.” 
 
    I hadn’t revealed myself, and he would always wonder, but…he knew I was in charge. He had the intuition, there was no guesswork.  
 
    I surged the sperm up the base of his shaft. He could feel the electricity down there, he could feel that ignition switch being turned on. 
 
    “Hurry up. Sell me these shoes for forty, and then run for the back room. If you don’t sell them to me now that orgasm is going to blast into you right now, and, I tell ya, it’s going to be a doozy!” 
 
    He was almost crying. He picked up the box with the shoes in it and ran for the register, holding his crotch and all bent over. 
 
    He fumbled at the register, unable to focus, his world taken over by the giant pulsing in his cock. I handed him a couple of twenties and he sagged against the counter. Down the way one of the salesgirls was looking at him and wondering. 
 
    He took the twenties, stuffed the box into a big shopping bag and handed it to me. 
 
    I leaned closer and said, “Hurry, run. You’re going to cum.” 
 
    He turned and ran for the back room. 
 
    I watched him, then turned and walked out of the store. In my mind, his mind, I could see him stumbled through the black curtain into the back room, and I let him have it. BAM! His cock blew out semen like a fountain. He tripped and fell on the floor and curled up in a ball. Semen soaked his pants, and suddenly I felt a presence. He turned his head and looked up, and I saw, through his eyes, the salesgirl who had been looking at him. 
 
    “Are you all right?” 
 
    He slipped his hands away from his crotch and grabbed his belly. I could feel that lazy lassitudious feeling overwhelm him. He had cum and he just wanted to roll over and go to sleep. With a cum as big as he had just had, he wanted to go to sleep bad. But he managed to make his smile into a grimace, and he muttered, “Something I ate.” 
 
    I grinned. Something he ate. Right. 
 
    Striding through the mall, having no particular place to go, I decided to call Jason. I took out my cell and tapped his number. Number one on my speed dial. Numbe One Cocksman in my book.  
 
    Heh.  
 
    Boy, did I have some things to show him. 
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART SIX 
 
      
 
    SANDY’S STORY 
 
    What a mind blower! I was half drunk and coming home from the Cow Shed Tavern. As I drove I was aware of snippets of men thinking in my mind. I would pass a car and listen to a man talking. Sexual talk came in loud and clear. Normal stuff, like going to the movies or something, came in barely and was easy to ignore. 
 
    But those sexual thoughts…wow! 
 
    Men have sexual thoughts every seven seconds. I never would have suspected that, but now that Jane had given me the earrings, and now that I could actually hear men thinking, I knew it was true. 
 
    How does anybody live with that much sex on their minds? 
 
    I mean, I liked sex. It was fun, and it had given me three children. but…every seven seconds? 
 
    So thinking, I turned into my driveway and stopped. I mean, literally stopped. My foot jerked and I hit the brakes and the tires gave a quick squeal. 
 
    Two men were jacking off in my house! I could feel them in my mind, hot and sweaty, hands pumping, so intent on their own pleasure they had blotted out the rest of the world. 
 
    I sat there and focused and separated the two men.  
 
    One was my son, Roy. The other was…Jim? My husband was masturbating? Why on earth…? 
 
    Well, enough of that. I snapped a blanket command into both their heads. Don’t cum! 
 
    They wouldn’t know it, wouldn’t feel it, and the way they would find out was when they kept pumping and pumping and nothing happened. 
 
    I smiled. And thought. 
 
    Roy I understood. He was Jane’s boy’s age. Eighteen, and I remembered how horny 18 year old boys were.  
 
    Okay, truth, I had been somewhat of a slut when I was young, and I remembered young men cumming too soon, they had no control, but getting hard again within minutes. And this time they lasted longer, but then they came. And, finally, after three or four cums, and a pussy filled with sloppy jizz, I got my own cum. 
 
    By then I was desperate. 
 
    So I could understand Roy. 
 
    But Jim? 
 
    Well, we would find out about this.  
 
    “Twirling the earrings Jane had given me I sauntered into through the house. Jim was still pounding away, a growing desperation in his mind, and I knocked on the door. 
 
    Silence. Even his mind shut down. Catching a man doing something he was not supposed to be doing was quite delicious. 
 
    “Jim?” 
 
    “Hi, honey,” his voice was a bit strangled, but not normally noticeable. “I’ll be out in a second.” 
 
    “Oh, that’s okay.” I grinned. “You can beat your meat as much as you want, you’re not going to cum.” 
 
    Man, double dead silence. Then I heard him moving around. 
 
    I went and sat on the bed and waited. 
 
    He flushed, and opened the door. 
 
    “What was that you said?” 
 
    Jim is a hunky sort of guy. Good muscles, happy smile, and he’s one of these guys who shaves his head. 
 
    I have never understood why guys shave their heads, but…there was Jim. 
 
    Now his face was open-eyed innocent, and previously he would have fooled me. Not now. Not now that I could look into his mind. 
 
    “How often do you jack off?” 
 
    “What? Honey, what are you talking about?” 
 
    He tried to shutter out the answer, but I had been too quick, and before he could obscure the number I saw it. 
 
    “Twice a day?” My mouth opened a bit. So many times?  He fucked me almost every night, so we were talking about…cumming twenty fucking times a week! Realizing this, my eyes got wider. 
 
    “Honey, you’re not making sense.” 
 
    Well, enough was enough. It was time to lay down the law. 
 
    “You look a little hard right now. Weren’t able to cum, eh?” 
 
    “You—“ 
 
    “Then you won’t need this.” 
 
    I sent a shrimp command to him and his big, hard boner suddenly evaporated. 
 
    He blinked, he stuttered, he knew I was doing something, but not what.  
 
    And, he was a little freaked. 
 
    “What? You did need it? Okay. Boner up.” 
 
    SPROING! His cock shot up faster than a Space X rocket. 
 
    He looked down at his groin now, dazed, a bit frightened, and totally not understanding. His mind was starting to stopper up. 
 
    “No? You want to be limp?” 
 
    Shwee….it zipped down. 
 
    “What are you doing?” His mind was blasted.  
 
    “Putting you on leash.” 
 
    We remained where we were, me sitting on the bed and him holding up a wall with one hand. Thirty seconds passed. I could see his mind coming around, trying to cope, trying to push down the panic. 
 
    “Why don’t you go get me a drink. Get yourself one, and we can talk about what a bad boy you’ve been.” 
 
    I smiled, tried not to alarm him, even as I started putting my foot on his winsome ways. 
 
    “Honey. Sandy. I…I…” 
 
    “Go. Take your time. Relax. Come to grips with it. Go.” 
 
    He pushed away from the wall, walked with a bit of a list, and headed towards the kitchen. 
 
    In the bathroom on the other side of ours I could feel Roy’s panic He always came so fast, and like gangbusters, but now, no matter how fast he stroked, the big O eluded him. 
 
    Hmm.  
 
    I stood up and walked to the second bathroom. I turned the doorknob gently, but it was locked. I took out a hairpin and stuck it in the hole in the center of the knob. Click. I walked in. 
 
    Roy jerked around, his mouth open al-l-l the way. His eyes as big as pies. 
 
    “I want you to go to your room. I’ll talk to you later. And take your hands off your cock when I’m speaking to you.” 
 
    He had stopped stroking, but he hadn’t moved his hand. Heck, looking into his mind I could see how his whole world had stopped. Busted by his mother with his cock in his hand. Heh.  
 
    I walked out of the bathroom and back to the bedroom. I heard Jim in the hall and turned around. Roy burst out of the bedroom like he was a fullback hitting the line. He barely avoided knocking Jim over, who yelped ‘Hey!’ and headed for his room.  
 
    I heard the door slam as I turned back to my bedroom. 
 
    Jim entered the room. He tried to be bold and brave and even swagger, but there was a hang dog aspect to his personality. 
 
    He handed me a drink and demanded, “Now what is all this guff?” 
 
    I sipped. Truth, I was already high from my afternoon with Jane, but there is something so delicious about bourbon and Coke that you can never get enough. 
 
    I sat down in my vanity chair and smiled at Jim. 
 
    “Take off your clothes when you talk to me.” 
 
    His head actually jerked back. He almost spilled his drink. “What?” 
 
    SEX! blasted into his mind. 
 
    “I don’t—“ 
 
    SEX! 
 
    “You… 
 
    SEX! And I added the image of me sucking his cock. 
 
    Blinking, not understanding, he found himself stripping out of his clothes. In a moment he stood before me, undressed, his cock hanging down. 
 
    “Boner,” I said. 
 
    SPROING! 
 
    His eyes were as large as plates. “How are you doing that?” 
 
    I considered how much to tell him. I didn’t want to tell him about the earrings. Being a man he might do something stupid, like try to take them off me. I remembered what Jane had initially told her daughter. 
 
    “Some women have powers. I have just come into my own. We don’t talk about it because men wouldn’t understand. Stupid men would hold a witch hunt if they knew that women were really in charge.” 
 
    His eyes narrowed. “That is so much…what are you really doing?” 
 
    “Give me one push up.” 
 
    “No.” 
 
    I smiled and imagined a beautiful woman on the floor. Naked. Legs spread, under him. All he had to do was lower himself and his cock would go in and… 
 
    Jim frowned, then smiled, and his eyes glazed, and he got down on the ground and did a push up. 
 
    “What the fuck?” he jumped up. He suddenly realized that I had made him do something against his will. He didn’t understand that when it came to sex he had no will. He was a hopeless victim to that little urge inside him that proclaimed SEX! once every seven seconds. 
 
    “I am a witch. With powers. It is in my DNA. I was just late in developing these powers. 
 
    He looked suspicious. “What if I don’t believe you?” 
 
    “Then you will be protesting what is true. Do another push up.” 
 
    Again, the image of a naked woman laying writhing on the floor, humping her hips up at him, and he found himself doing a push up. 
 
    “Fuck1” he exclaimed, and got back up. He was getting that haunted look in his eyes that Jane had described to me, and I knew I was going at this wrong. Okay. Back to sex. 
 
    “Drip.” 
 
    He looked down and his cock gave a long drool. It was a big drop, but normal for a guy who could cum three times a day. 
 
    “Nu…bu…” 
 
    “You jack off too much. Go to my drawer and take out the pink tummy shaper.” 
 
    This was a tricky one. I put the image of a big pussy, not a woman or tits or anything, but a big pussy inside my dresser drawer. It was right under my pink tummy shaper. 
 
    He took a step, stopped, his eyes were wondering, far away, another step. 
 
    This was too hard. I was doing something wrong. 
 
    But, wrong or not, he made it to the dresser. 
 
    “Want to get into my panties?” 
 
    He opened the drawer, visions of pussy rocketing through his mind. 
 
    “They’ll feel so good, all snug and comfy, your package gripped as if by a hand. Stroking you, stroking you…” 
 
    I enforced everything I said with touches, and suddenly it got easier. 
 
    Without even thinking, no resistance, he pulled the tummy shaper up. He arranged his dick to point up and pulled the tummy shaper snug. He turned to me and smiled.  
 
    And I got it. 
 
    Too much force resulting in resistance. 
 
    A lot of sex and he fell all over himself. 
 
    I wondered about Jane. She didn’t seem to be having trouble, but she had had to tell me once that I was too forceful. 
 
    But all you had to do was throw a nugget of sex in front of a man and he would do whatever you wanted. 
 
    If there was enough sex, maybe if he got acclimated properly, the force would come easier and easier, and then I could use force on him whenever I wanted to. 
 
    But why bother with force when you could just smile and lead his cock down the rosy road? but…i had this little niggling feeling that something was wrong. 
 
    “How do they look?” he grinned. 
 
    “Honey, they are marvelous. Now, here is the thing. You have to wear those all the time.” 
 
    “I do?” He frowned. 
 
    “Of course you do. Don’t you feel your cock being hugged?” 
 
    He smiled. 
 
    “And when you’re wearing them you won’t be masturbating.” 
 
    “I won’t?” He frowned. 
 
    “You don’t have to. You’re going to enjoy the feeling of not cumming, of saving it all for me. Every once in a while I will let you cum, and it will be ten times better than you ever thought.” 
 
    “Oh,” he smiled. 
 
    “Now then, let’s put your cock through its paces. Go limp.” 
 
    He went limp, and I could see him not liking it. So I…adjusted him. That’s the only way to describe it. I left a little niggle in his mind that told him he would enjoy being limp because then he could get hard. 
 
    “Get hard.” 
 
    He grinned and the outline of his cock in the tummy shaper grew. 
 
    “Now, we’re going to get you real, really horny. And you’re going to love it.” 
 
    “But I always jack off when I get horny,” he complained. 
 
    “But you’re not going to jack off anymore.” 
 
    “I’m not?” 
 
    He was confused, and dazed, and he had gone from being a resistive male, headstrong and willful, to being malleable. 
 
    But it was confusing to me…I was still bulling through. 
 
    “Can you feel the fingers on your cock?” 
 
    “What…oh!” 
 
    I had ten fingers and I held them up and pretended I was playing the flute, and he felt them on his cock. He felt sensations shooting through his groin area. His dick was throbbing and pulsing and pushing against the thick material of the tummy shaper. 
 
    “Now a blow job…” 
 
    “Oh, yeah!” and he groaned in pleasure. Then he focused on me, and it was like he was a highly strung wire on a musical instrument. “I need to cum.” 
 
    “Good. Enjoy it.” 
 
    He closed his eyes and enjoyed. 
 
    I upped the amperage, I intensified the sensations. I grabbed his balls with my mind and squeezed them. 
 
    “Oh, fuck!” He fell to his knees, but he was smiling. 
 
    “I’ve got to cum.” 
 
    “I know. Do you feel this?” I rubbed his butthole. 
 
    He squeaked and jumped. I had touched his bung hole during real sex before, and he had liked it. But his mind railed, and I realized I had been too rough. I toned down the thought and he relaxed and smiled. “Oh, that feels good.” 
 
    “Good.” 
 
    “Can you put it in me?” 
 
    Put it in him? What was he talking about? And I knew he wasn’t even with me now, he was having fantasies, and I could see him thinking things. Spanking his cock. Bad boy. And I could see his mother, when he was a child, doing that. 
 
    I blinked, that shocked me. I realized I was tapping into things that…that made me nervous. 
 
    But I was in charge, I started this. 
 
    Then I saw him, in my mind, bending over and wiggling his ass and asking me to fuck him. 
 
    What the fuck? 
 
    “Jim.” 
 
    He smiled. 
 
    “Stop fantasizing.” 
 
    He stopped smiling and frowned. “But I always fantasize! That’s what gets me hard?” 
 
    I took a breath. I asked, “Do you fantasize when we make love?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah.” 
 
    “What do you fantasize about?” 
 
    “I…uh…I…” walls seemed to be trying to slide down in his mind. I could feel him fighting. But I knew if he fought this wasn’t going to work. 
 
    “It’s okay, Jim. It’s okay to fantasize.” 
 
    “It is?” He smiled again. 
 
    “Yes, it is. And we can talk about it some other time. Right now I want you to concentrate on your dick.” I began running fingers up and down in his mind, tickling, squeezing, poking, and he giggled and laughed and…and I knew I was in deep water. I also knew I was going to have to find out about these fantasies. Then would come the question. Do I cater to his fantasies? Or do I just play with him? 
 
    I wanted to just play with him, to make him sexually responsive, and then have my way with him. But there was also the idea that I wanted to find out more about him. I wanted to look into those dark places and see what was what. 
 
    I was like a doctor who didn’t know what was wrong, so…let’s do an exploratory. 
 
    And I knew that was wrong, but I was going to have to go there. Sometime. But, right now… 
 
    “Jim.” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Did you know that mowing the lawn is sexually exciting?” 
 
    He blinked, his eyes going down and up like shades on a window. 
 
    “Oh, yes. Those blades going around and around, like…like…” 
 
    “It vibrates.” 
 
    “Yes, it vibrates. And you push, using your hips, like you are pushing a cock into a woman.” 
 
    “Wouldn’t you like to push the lawnmower?” 
 
    “Oh, yeah,” the look in his eyes was…nuts. Gleaming, shivering. 
 
    “If you push it enough you might cum.” No, he wouldn’t. But I needed to lead him, not discourage him. 
 
    “Oh, yeah.” 
 
    “Go mow the lawn.” 
 
    He moved slowly towards the door. “Mowing the lawn is like fucking the lawn.” 
 
    I stopped him. I had unleashed him, and now I was scared. “Jim.” 
 
    He turned to me, didn’t see me, visions of fucking gopher holes in his mind. 
 
    “Do you know what normal is?” 
 
    “Uh…yeah,” he looked confused. 
 
    “I want you to act normal.” 
 
    “Okay.” 
 
    “Now.” 
 
    The glaze left his eyes, he yawned, and he said, “Hey, honey, I think I’ll go mow the lawn. It looks a little shabby.” 
 
    He looked normal. He acted normal. I tried, “Better put some shorts on, and maybe a tee.” 
 
    He looked down, he saw the tummy shaper, and his cock was rock hard under it, but it didn’t really register. “Oh, yeah. Some shoes, too. What was I thinking?” 
 
    He chuckled, and I chuckled, and he pulled on some clothes and tied his shoes. then he gave me a quick kiss and headed out to mow the pasture. 
 
    I sat on the bed and was totally mind fucked. 
 
    He had responded, then he had gone over the top, but I had been able to reign him in. 
 
    I had messed up, but somehow had gotten through it. 
 
    Finally, I gave a deep breath. Enough of my husband. I would think, and maybe talk to Jane, and solve him later. Right now I had to go talk to Roy. And when I stood up and straightened my skirt to go talk to him I was worried that he would be the same way Jim was. 
 
    I left the room and headed for his bedroom. 
 
     
 
    Roy was playing a video game on his laptop when I entered his room, but he didn’t look very into it. 
 
    Of course not. His mother had caught him jacking off, and that’s what he was thinking about. 
 
    And, looking into his mind I felt a sense of relief. None of that muddle that was in Jim’s mind. 
 
    Just a nice, clean urge to rut. Every seven seconds. 
 
    “Hey, Roy.” 
 
    “Hi, Mom.” His face was redder than a cherry. 
 
    “I understand that boys jack off a lot, but I don’t want you to jack off anymore. 
 
    “Oh. Okay.” 
 
    Just like a kid, shuts up when his parents want to talk to him. But him just not talking didn’t stop me from seeing into his mind. And seeing that he was saying he wouldn’t, but he couldn’t wait to masturbate again. 
 
    And it wasn’t just the every seven second SEX! thing in his mind. It was that as a kid he was fresh and strong and youthful and had OODLES of extra energy. So the SEX! in his mind, every seven seconds, was like it was being blared out through a loudspeaker. 
 
    Poor kid. 
 
    Heck, poor kids. Every child was prone to this. I knew, from my own wild childhood, what it was like. 
 
    Still, I couldn’t have him wasting his energy, and neglecting school work, and pounding on his pud when he should be being more productive. 
 
    I put a block in his mind. No cumming. 
 
    And left it. 
 
    Oh, he didn’t know it was there, but he wouldn’t be able to get off. Pound as hard as he could…he wasn’t going to cum. Not until I released the block. 
 
    “Thanks, Roy.” I smiled and left his room. 
 
    I walked through the house, frowning. I could hear Jim pushing the mower. I looked out the window and everything seemed normal. He was just a man pushing a mower. 
 
    I headed for my cell and called Jane. 
 
      
 
    “Hey, girlfriend. How they hanging?” she answered her phone as usual, but I had the feeling she was in the middle of something. 
 
    “You have a moment?” 
 
    “Sure. Hold on just a second.” 
 
    A moment, and I knew what she was doing. She was giving a mental command. I wondered what was going on…but I had my own problems. 
 
    “Now, what’s up.” 
 
    So I told her about Jim, about realizing that force didn’t work, but sex did, and I ended up with: “He has these weird thoughts. Fantasies, and they seem to take over. Does Tom have these? Or should I ask?” 
 
    She was silent for a moment, then, “You know, I can see little things in his mind, little pictures of weird stuff, but it’s not on top so I don’t bother with it. It sounds like Jim’s fantasies are just on top.” 
 
    “So is there a way I can bottle up those fantasies and hide them, or would it be better to get them out in the open and…and look at them.” 
 
    “Wow, that is the question, isn’t it?” 
 
    We were both silent for ten seconds, then Jane said, “You know, if your car is driving funny you don’t ignore it. You get it checked over. I mean, I don’t know, but if it’s right there I would think you should look at it. But I hate to recommend that because it’s a mind, and what do we really know about the mind?” She paused, then: “Except that men have a sexual thought every seven seconds.” 
 
    “Well, I guess—“ 
 
    “Sandy?” she interrupted me. “Does he have a sexual thought every seven seconds? Or does he have the sex thoughts more or less?” 
 
    “I don’t know.” 
 
    “If he has them faster then every seven seconds you probably just have to cool him down. Get him to…I hate to call it normal, but…every seven seconds.” 
 
    We chatted a while more, but that was it, and we finally hung up. Her to go back to whoever she was ‘adjusting,’ and me to face the problem of Jim. 
 
    I went to the back door, and when Jim whizzed by I sent a sexual thought in his direction and he spun around, grinned, and pushed the mower directly towards me. 
 
    Towards me like he was walking towards sex. 
 
    I tell ya, it was almost frightening. 
 
    “Jim, come on in the house. I want to talk to you.” 
 
    “Oh, okay.” He turned and looked at the lawn. It had been cut, and cross cut, and triple cut. “You know, I felt like I was getting close to…close to…” 
 
    He frowned. 
 
    “Jim. Come in, now.” 
 
    I put the idea of SEX! in the bedroom, then turned and walked back through the house. 
 
    Jim was right behind me, grinning like a fool. A sex-crazed fool. 
 
     
 
    “Jim. Take off your clothes.” 
 
    He blinked, then did so. I realized that in just the short time I had been using the earrings that he was becoming acclimated to following my commands. 
 
    “Take off the tummy shaper, too.” 
 
    “Really?” he was disappointed. 
 
    “Really.” 
 
    He took off the tummy shaper and stood naked before me, his cock pointed and dripped. He was swaying ever so gently, and I realized that his hips were constantly trying to fuck. 
 
    I looked into his mind. 
 
    Happiness. Or else. 
 
    I blinked. Happiness…or else? What the hell was the ‘or else?’ 
 
    “Jim, we’re going to play a game.” 
 
    “Okay.” That made him happy. 
 
    Happy, goofy, distressed, weird. Those were not emotions, or conditions, that I would normally describe as my husband’s. 
 
    “When you tell the truth you get hard. When you lie you get soft. Okay?” 
 
    “Sure!” 
 
    He was bright. Happy. Like a child. 
 
    “Okay. Tell me your fantasies.” 
 
    He frowned, and the frown grew deeper and deeper, and his cock shriveled right up. It was like a prune, then like a raisin, and I thought it might shrivel up and draw back into his body. 
 
    “Tell me and your cock will grow big again.” 
 
    “Big?” He was almost crying. 
 
    I nodded. 
 
    “Can I cum?” 
 
    “Maybe. If you tell me enough about your fantasies.” 
 
    His dick stopped shriveling, held its own, perked a little, shriveled a little, perked a little. 
 
    “Tell me, Jim. Just think how big and hard your dick will get if you tell me the truth.” 
 
    It grew larger, and I could feel shards of upset splintering way back in his mind. 
 
    “What do you like to do that you don’t want to tell me?” 
 
    A grin suddenly popped, and his pecker bobbed up and down. 
 
    “Mommy used to spank my weenie.” 
 
    I froze. This was way more than I had bargained for. 
 
    “Was she punishing you?” 
 
    “At first, then, when she discovered I liked it…she stopped. But now I always like to spank the monkey. Get it? Spank the monkey? Isn’t that funny? 
 
    His cock was standing up, way up. 
 
    “Okay. Is that all?” 
 
    “Oh, no. She used to poke a finger up my butt. Until I started to like that.” 
 
    Oh, fuck. I had met his mother. A pleasant woman, always a smile, but a bit controlled. Now I knew she was totally controlled. She was controlled like a guitar string is too tight. 
 
    “Oh, okay. And is that what you fantasize about?” 
 
    “Sometimes.” 
 
    “Is there more?” 
 
    “Oh, yes. One time I had a candle up my butt and I was jacking off and Mommy caught me.” 
 
    “What did she do?” 
 
    “She spanked me.” 
 
    With dread, I looked into his mind, and I said, “And you grew to like that.” 
 
    “I do!” He nodded happily. Then he grew sad. “But nobody ever spanks me. I really need a good spanking.” Then he blew me out. “Would you spank me?” 
 
    Oh, God. I had opened this genie’s bottle. I had opened Pandora’s box. 
 
    Here was a happy go lucky boy. Then his mother spanked his penis, pushed a finger up his butt, and spanked his ass. And he had come to equate all that with sex. 
 
    But I didn’t. I had never had a bad mother do those things to me, so I knew what normal sex was. 
 
    “Jim? Do you find sex with me enjoyable?” 
 
    “Oh, yes!” He spoke brightly, and his cock drooped and shriveled until it was just a bump over his balls. 
 
    That was the moment I came to a conclusion: sex is what it is for individual people. 
 
    There are people that like the same sex. There are people that get off on tattoos and piercings. There are people that want to put their dicks up car exhausts or into swimming pool outlets. And, adding women to the mix, there were women who shoved all manner of vegetables and things up their cunts. 
 
    Who was I to judge what sex was to who? 
 
    And here was my husband, and he had grown to see sex differently than I. And he had been servicing me for years, hiding his fantasies, and himself, from me. 
 
    He had sacrificed his sexual happiness to please me, and all the time…all the time… 
 
    I sighed. I had gone digging, and I had found the treasure, but not all that glitters is gold. 
 
    “Jim.” I looked into his mind. I saw his mother calling him. “Jimmy?” 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Do you want me to spank you?” 
 
    “Oh, yes.” 
 
    Bingo and SPROING! his cock stood up like a flagpole. 
 
    “Then go get me a hairbrush.” 
 
    “Really?” And he was already to the dresser, picking up my hairbrush. Smacking the back against the palm of his hand, and handing it to me. 
 
    “Lay down across my lap.” 
 
    He did, and I felt his weenie between my thighs, poking towards the floor. 
 
    I reached under and grabbed his penis. I stroked it, and he groaned. 
 
    But I didn’t have to touch it physically. I brought my hand up and cupped his bun. 
 
    “Oh,” he murmured, not for any reason. Just a little burp of an acknowledgement. 
 
    “I’m going to spank you.” I looked at his mind. “You’ve been a bad boy.” 
 
    “I know!” he wailed. 
 
    I brought the hair brush down. Hard. No mercy because his mind wanted no mercy.  
 
    I felt the shock travel right through his buns and into his cock. Suddenly, I felt his mind change. I hadn’t been counting the seconds, but I knew he was going SEX! in his mind pretty fast. Faster than every seven seconds. But now, with one smack of the hair brush, it was at seven seconds. Perfectly normal. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    “Oh…oh…” 
 
    “SMACK! 
 
    “Yes…” he started to cry, and I could see his mind, crying was like sex for him. Crying was the relief from the punishment, like sperm was the relief for sex. 
 
    SMACK!  
 
    SMACK! 
 
    He cried, and I cried, but I could feel his mind. Relaxing, getting relief after all these years. 
 
    “It’s okay if you cry,” I said. 
 
    “Okay,” he sobbed. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    I was glad I wasn’t using my hand, because that would have hurt me. I was hitting him hard, but I had to. If I spanked him softly he would have felt it was not real. It had to be real. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    Tears, and I felt his mind surging, telling him he was close. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    His groin lurching, and then I saw what I had done. I had left a no cum block on him. 
 
    “You can cum,” I sobbed. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    And that did it. His cock erupted violently. I could feel the sperm traveling through his shaft with my thighs. I couldn’t hear it splatter on the rug, but some of it splatted on my feet. 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    SMACK! 
 
    Each stroke with the airbrush brought a fresh rope. 
 
    Each smack of the hair brush on his now red fanny brought a fuck of his hips. Each swing of my arm pounded on his ass and resulted in another squirt of his semen. 
 
    I spanked him for a long time. 
 
    And when he was done, when his balls were emptied and his mind finally and totally relieved, he got up and rubbed his fanny, and then he hugged me. 
 
    And he didn’t just hug me, he held on for dear life, and he sobbed, and thanked me for the best cum in his life. 
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    Scarlett Dreams! 
 
    Feminization through sexual mind control!

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART SEVEN 
 
      
 
    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 EIGHT 
 
      
 
    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.” 
 
     
 
     
 
    

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Section Five 
 
    Into the Sexual Mind 
 
    Sex and chastity and feminization and a bit of BDSM!

  

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

  

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

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    Section Six 
 
    Sex Crazy! 
 
    Here it is…the unbelievable CLIMAX!

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART Eleven 
 
      
 
    My daughter, Tina, drove the Mustang into the driveway and stopped. Behind her, her brother’s girlfriend, Tanya, pulled in. 
 
    I stared through the window, and they got out of their cars and went around and opened the passenger doors. Two men in grey suits unfolded themselves from the cars and looked around. 
 
    They were both large, maybe six foot, and about 200 pounds. I could see the little pistol on the hip of one, then the other, and it flashed through my head. FBI. 
 
    Oh, fuck a duck! 
 
    I opened the door and went out, but Tina and Tanya led the way and the men followed them. The men were staring at the asses of the girls. They were staring with lustful eyes, and one of them actually had his tongue lolling out of his mouth as he drooled. 
 
    I looked into their minds and saw that the girls had totally blown out the mental SEX! every seven seconds that men have in their minds. It wasn’t just SEX!, it was SEX! SEX! SEX!, on and on, overwhelming any kind of thought, and it was happening every six seconds.  
 
    And they had designated themselves as the SEX! targets, so the men were enamored, enthralled, and followed the girls like little puppies. 
 
    The girls led the men into the house and told them to sit down. 
 
    Obediently, the men sat down on the couch and stared at the girls. All they could see were Tina and Tanya’s breasts and hips, and sweet lips. 
 
    “What is going on?” I asked. “Who are they?” 
 
    “CIA.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Central In—“ 
 
    “I know what it means, but why are they here…why are they here in our house?” 
 
    “Sit down, Mother. I’ll explain.” 
 
    By that time I was pretty well mind blasted. I sat down on the Queen Anne to the right of our TV set, an uncomfortable chair if ever there was one, and shook my head. 
 
    Tina and Tanya looked at each other nervously, and I tried to get a grip on myself. “Okay…tell me what happened.” 
 
    One of the CIA men cleared his throat. “When do we get our sex?” 
 
    “Soon.” 
 
    “Is it going to be good sex?” 
 
    “Best sex in your life.” To me, “Hold on Mother, let me work for a second.” 
 
    I couldn’t tell exactly what she did, I can’t read a woman’s mind, but I could see the effects in the CIA agent on the right, and I sort of reverse engineered what she was doing. 
 
    She began pulling on his weenie and tickling under the head. He groaned, and she increased it. Then she did something I didn’t expect. She began intensifying the sensations. I saw it, and I could probably do it myself, but I couldn’t do it with the power she had. 
 
    Let’s say a normal man receives 100 units of sexual sensation, and it takes one minute at that rate to cum. The agent on the right was suddenly getting 700 units of sexual sensation. He leaned back and his mouth opened, his mind started to malfunction and he couldn’t really think of anything else except the cum that…wasn’t happening. 
 
    My daughter had just seven timed the sexual excitation in the man, far beyond the cum trigger, and yet she was holding the cum block in place. 
 
    He moaned and began to hump the air, trying to cum, trying…trying. 
 
    Then the man on the left started wriggling. I look into his mind. Tanya had seen what Tina had done and was copying it. Her man began to likewise hump the air.  
 
    Spots of pre-cum appeared on the front of their slacks. Their jaws hung open and they drooled. 
 
    “If you leave them like that too long they might go insane,” I observed. 
 
    “No, Mom,” answered Tina, watching her man carefully. “I’ve put a block on him going insane.” 
 
    That was a blinker. I didn’t even know you could do that. My daughter was not only stronger in the power than me, she was becoming more clever. Far more clever. 
 
    “Okay. Okay. So why are they here?” 
 
      
 
    TINA’S STORY 
 
    I hoped in my car—well, Daddy’s Mustang, which might as well be my car now—and headed for the mall. On the way I called Tanya. I always liked Tanya, and now that she was officially in this little adventure with Mother and myself, I wanted to get to know her better. Besides, I had seen how Bobby felt about her, and there was a distinct possibility that she might end up my sister. 
 
    “Be there in ten,” she said, when I got ahold of her. So I hung up the phone and—damn! There was a cop behind me and he turned on his lights. Blue and red flashed from behind me, and I pulled over. And started to giggle. 
 
    The cop was six foot tall and a study stud if ever there was one. His uniform was pressed and creased and he slipped his hat on as he approached the car. “Ma’am, do you know why I pulled you over?” 
 
    I looked at him with round eyes, “If you’re asking me then you must not know yourself. Can I go now?” 
 
    He blinked. What I had said was rude, and he should have whipped out his ticket book, except for what I was doing to him. 
 
    I started slow, just a little tickle under the head of his cock. Then I started pulling his penis, long, slow pulls. 
 
    “Um,” he cleared his throat, “Can you…um…show me your li…license. 
 
    “Why, sure I could.” I increased the power of the pull on the peeny. His legs shivered a little, then he got control of himself. I gave his balls a mental slap that made him grab the edge of my car. 
 
    He didn’t say anything for a few seconds, then his mind figured out that I had given him a literal response. 
 
    “Can…” 
 
    I stroked his balls and started playing with his butthole. 
 
    He actually squeaked, and his eyes got a far away look in them. I was a little surprised that he was able to keep going. 
 
    “Can you…please show me your license…” 
 
    I dug in my purse, and though my license was right there I took my time. I took his cock in my mental mouth and began sucking for all I was worth, and that was when I figured out how to intensify the sensations. If you just make a little mental squidy clamp in his mind just so…sorry, that’s the best I can describe it…then the power increases, and when I did that the cop groaned. 
 
    I took out my license, but kept hold of it. His hand was out, but I knew if I actually gave it to him he might keep it, and I would have a heck of a time getting him to give it back. Instead, while he stood there, his face sweating, his legs shaking, his cock experiencing incredible pleasure, I said, “Are you sure you want this?” 
 
    “Wha…wha…wha…” 
 
    His eyes were glazed. He started to fall and I had to stiffen his legs. 
 
    I let him have it. I made him cum, but not all at once. I felt that white hot sensation in his mind, and I drew it out. If a cum lasts a half a minute, his was going to last a half hour. 
 
    He stepped back, shivering and shaking, and little tiny squirts of semen filled his pants and dripped down his leg.  
 
    “Uh….uh…” 
 
    I planted a suggestion in his head. ‘Warning. Get back in your car. Rip up any note of my license plate. Let me go.’ 
 
    “I…uh…just a warning.” Pause. “A warning. You can go.” He turned as if his legs were slinkies and began staggering back towards his car. 
 
    He didn’t even know what the warning was for. Speeding? Talking on the phone? Oh, well. 
 
    I watched him in the mirror. It looked like he took something off a clipboard and crumpled it up, then actually threw it out the window. Littering. He was a real Officer Bad Boy. Then he mumbled something into his car microphone, and simply sagged back. I knew he was groaning, I could see through his eyes, so I simply put my car in drive and took off. 
 
    And I was sure he would never talk of this experience. ‘Hey, guys, anybody ever get a leaking hard on when they stopped a girl for speeding?’ 
 
    I grinned, turned the radio up, and continued to the mall. Heck, he was lucky. I could have just overpowered him, turned off his mind, even made him go home and be a girl. 
 
    But I’m a nice person, and I don’t understand what gives some fellow the right to give me a ticket, which ends up taking a hundred bucks from me, just because I went 40 in a 35 zone.  
 
    Well, okay. 50 in a 35. 
 
    Anyway, that little incident aside, I zipped into the mall parking lot and met Tanya outside a big and fat shop. We went looking at earrings, of all things. 
 
    I know, stupid, because the earrings we had on was what gave us our powers. And it would look stupid if we were wearing more than one pair of earrings. 
 
    And we chatted, and every once in a while grew serious as we discussed boys and how much we should tease them. 
 
    And we teased them. 
 
    There was a nice-looking kid carrying a bag with shoes in it. We fondled his butt as he walked, and he began looking around and goose stepping and jumping. Tanya had his right bun and I had his left, and he looked so cute squiggling his butt down the mall walk. 
 
    Then we saw an old guy being forced to accompany his wife on her shipping spree, so we gave him a reward for being so nice. Of course he found it difficult to more than stutter when we grabbed his cock and shook it, and he would have a hard time explaining the cum in his shorts, but, hey, that’s what being a man is all about, right? 
 
    Then there was a store clerk who got a little snotty with us. We sat outside the store and took turns bringing him to the edge and stopping him. That was where I showed Tanya how to intensify and multiply the power of the sexual commands. And thank God I did. 
 
    Anyway, we played, and had a good time, and I finally realized that it was getting late, and that we should check on Biff and Rod and the Doctor. 
 
    So we got in our cars and Tanya followed me. In truth, she didn’t have to come, but we were having a good time, and I invited her to dinner, so we drove through town. 
 
    We found Biff and Rod easily enough. They were at Biff’s house, and they were watching TV. Their SEX! SEX! SEX! thoughts were on the down low, and they simply sat and drank Sprite and were lost in their own cogitations. 
 
    And, the nice thing, since we had manhandled them they were actually thinking. Rodriquez was wondering if an uncle could help him get a job as a translator. Biff was actually thinking about going back to school. 
 
    Then we cruised past the Doctor’s office. 
 
    Man, that had been wild. She had stolen a pair of earrings, but Mom had turned Biff and Rod loose on her. She wouldn’t be doing that again, and I snickered. It was so cool when bad people got their karma handed to them. 
 
    Finally, nothing left but going to the hospital and seeing to Dr. Vanez. 
 
    Dr. Vanez. Now there was a wicked woman. If she had managed to keep the earrings she would have sold them to the US government, and that would have led to nationwide slavery. Heck, global slavery. 
 
    Unfortunately, I couldn’t listen to the Doctor’s mind. I can’t read women’s minds. So I needed to walk past her room and take a look in. 
 
    For a second I thought about skipping it. Heck, she was in the hospital, so what could she do? 
 
    But, sigh, I decided to be thorough. Besides, maybe I could get into some of the minds of these hunky doctor’s and male nurses. 
 
    Tanya parked next to me and we sauntered into the big, white building. 
 
    Hospitals are weird places, and that was why I didn’t really want to be there. Simply, you can hear people, men, crying out in pain. And if they aren’t in pain their minds are like wrapped in fuzz and far away. Under drugs. 
 
    It’s not very pleasant to walk through such a…well, a madhouse. But, in spite of the pain, there were things I could do. A boner here, a sexual thought there. 
 
    “Tanya, you take the right side, I’ll take the left side. Let’s help these guys out. 
 
    We couldn’t do anything about the women, but we woke up dormant pleasure centers in the male patients. We caused boners to take minds off of pain, and every once in a while we simply soothed. 
 
    We couldn’t really do much more than that, but at least we caused some relief, if only for a minute. 
 
    And then there was that really hunky male nurse who was going to have to change his pants. Heh! 
 
    We had picked up a couple of name tags at the front desk, and we made our way to the third floor. We sashayed down the hall to Dr Vanez’s room, and I peeked in. 
 
    “There’s one!” 
 
    She looked right at me and pointed. 
 
    Her face was bandaged and she had an arm in a cast. I knew, from when my mother had watched her comeuppance, that her body was a mess of bruises. Her tits were a big bruise, and her pussy, oh, Lord, she wouldn’t be fucking anybody with that hole for a while. 
 
    “And the other!” as she saw Tanya. 
 
    Fuck! 
 
    Two large men came out after us. They were wearing dark suits, off the rack cheapies, and blue ties. “Come on,” I said, pulling Tanya along. 
 
    We darted down the hallway. 
 
    “Stop! CIA!” 
 
    CI fucking A? What the fuck? 
 
    We sprinted around gurneys, pushed past doctors, spun nurses, but the men were gaining on us.  
 
    “Stop! Stop!” 
 
    Then, just before we reached a stairwell, “Stop, or we’ll shoot!” 
 
    Well, there’s no outrunning a bullet. We stood, just in front of a doorway, and breathed heavily. 
 
    We could hear their hard shoes clomping up behind us, and I glanced at Tanya, “Can you believe we’re actually running from these assholes?” 
 
    She blinked, and a look came into her eyes. We turned around. 
 
    One of them had a pair of handcuffs out, the other was holding his gun on us. 
 
    “I’ll take the gun boy.” 
 
    “Okay. 
 
    The man with the cuffs reached out for Tanya, and I let the CIA agent with the gun have it. BAM! Right between the legs. 
 
    I had seen mother do this to Biff, and I tell ya, it was fun. I put a mental kick right to his government regulation balls. 
 
    And, by the way, I froze his trigger finger first. 
 
    He gave an “OOF!” and folded up. He was still holding his gun, but I froze his whole hand. He couldn't pull the trigger, he couldn't let go. All he could do was feel the pain. 
 
    The agent with the cuffs looked down at his partner, and Tanya, seeing what I had done, let him have it. She slapped him with a shrinking nut idea, and I could feel his mind thinking, and feeling, that his nuts were suddenly the size of raisins. 
 
    His mind just sort of shuttered in shock. He dropped the cuffs, and he dropped to his knees. His face opened up and his mouth went O. 
 
    “That was good,” I admired Tanya. 
 
    “I’m learning from the best. Do you think I should wear a darker red on my nails?” 
 
    We both giggled. 
 
    My agent was on his side crying. Big baby. Just a little nudge to the nuts and he was coming apart. 
 
    Tanya’s agent was reaching into his pants and making weird, gurgling sounds. 
 
    “Okay, on your feet.” I placed a big pussy over his head and told his mind it was heaven. He forgot about his nuts and stood up, and the weird thing, he was pushing his hips up, as if he could fuck that big pussy in the sky. 
 
    “Hey, look at me.” 
 
    The pussy disappeared and his head came down. He was dazed. He had been kicked in the nuts and almost gone to pussy heaven. He wasn’t sure what was going to happen. 
 
    “Do you want this?” I flashed the image of him folding up and grabbing his balls in pain, “Or this? I stroked his penis, swirled it with a silken handkerchief. 
 
    “Oh…oh…” and all thoughts of resistance were gone. 
 
    Tanya, meanwhile, was making her man roll over. He was trying to avoid the big penis trying to get into his butt. 
 
    Then she lifted him up and placed him on his feet. Man, she was strong. 
 
    “You’re in love with me. Now, walk three feet behind me and shut up.” 
 
    I blinked. “Well, that was simple.” 
 
    She smiled. 
 
    We walked down the hallway, and doctors and nurses who had stopped to watch the show, and were now thoroughly confused, stepped back. 
 
    We sexed up the male nurses and doctors, and they turned to hide the bulges under their white coats. To the nurses, “It’s okay. We’re cops, and these are sex perverts; We’ve arrested them, and we’re taking them downtown.” 
 
    Oddly, that seemed to satisfy the nurses, and looking at their faces, mostly old and crotchety, I realized that a lot of nurses didn’t like men. And it was probably because men were demanding, whiny babies who needed their diapers changed. 
 
    Huh! 
 
    “Hold on a second,” I said. Tanya stood and made sure the CIA boys were behaving themselves, and I walked into Dr. Vanez’s room. 
 
    She saw me, and she gasped and backed up in her bed. One of her eyes was bruised shut, and she looked around and gave a squeak. “Help?” 
 
    “Hey, Vanez?” I stopped at the foot of her bed. “You were told to forget all about us. Why didn’t you?” 
 
    “I…uh…leave me alone…please…” 
 
    She blubbered and went right down into begging and pleading. 
 
    “You know I’m going to have to punish you now.” 
 
    “Please, I’m sorry…I’ll never…you…” 
 
    I looked at her chart. I saw where they had written instructions for daily medications. I picked up the chart, took the pencil hanging by a string, and I wrote, ‘Enemas hourly. Penile penetration hourly.’ 
 
    Then I put a sexual compulsion on the form. Any man who read it would feel it, would follow the instructions to the letter. 
 
    I smiled. ‘If I have to come back here again I’ll make sure you wear a colostomy bag for the rest of your life. Would you like that?” 
 
    She shook her head in a blur. 
 
    I leaned closer, “And let me ask you, is it worth getting us in trouble? To risk what we’re going to do to you? We’ve got the earrings, and we could get men to operate on you. Maybe give you a mastectomy, a hysterectomy, maybe even a frontal lobotomy. Is it worth the risk?” 
 
    Again, her head wagged back and forth so fast I could hardly see it. 
 
    I patted her foot, and she groaned—holy fuck! Had Biff even fucked her feet up?—and went out to the front desk.  
 
    There was a male nurse there, and I gave him a big boner, made him fall in love with me, and said, “My aunt doesn’t like women. She only wants male nurses and doctors, could you make sure that happens?” 
 
    “Of course?” He grinned, and I stroked his manhood, and he made an entry into the computer system. 
 
    “Have a cum day,” I said, and he groaned and collapsed over the nurses’ station and spewed his baby batter all over the place. 
 
    Tanya giggled. “You are bad.” 
 
    “And this is my day to be kind.” 
 
    We snickered and led the CIA agents outside. 
 
    “Okay, what are we going to do with these bozos?” 
 
    We stood on the sidewalk. Cars were driving slowly past, an ambulance turned off its siren and zipped into the emergency circle. The two CIA agents stood next to us, gazing at us fondly, their pants bulging with desire. 
 
    “Well, we could just leave them on the street, but I don’t think that’s a good idea. Any compulsions we leave them with will wear off, and then we’ll have to play with them all over again some day.” 
 
    “So…what? We can’t throw them off a cliff!” 
 
    I looked at the agents. “Hmm.” 
 
    “No!” 
 
    “I’m just teasing. But…I think we’re just going to have to let Mother deal with them.” 
 
    “Take them home? Isn’t that dangerous?” 
 
    “We’ll make them look at us, not street signs. We can fill their minds with such thoughts that they can concentrate. It’s dangerous, but…I don’t think we have much choice. We certainly can’t stand here all night.” 
 
    So we decided. I looked at the one who was in love with me. “Hey, Smith. Eyes on me. Don’t think of anything else but me, and you’ll get the best sex of your life.” 
 
    “Really?” He grinned. 
 
    “And put your sunglasses on. Your eyes are just a little too perverted for me.” 
 
    “Oh. Sorry. Okay.” He slipped his sunglasses on. 
 
    “Hey, Jones,” Tanya spoke to her agent. “You too. No looky at anything but me. Put your sunglasses on. And cum a drop every minute.” 
 
    Cum a drop every minute? Tanya was good. 
 
    So we hopped in our cars, Agent Jones with her and Agent Smith with me, and fifteen minutes later we were standing in the living room with my very upset Mother. 
 
      
 
    JANE’S STORY 
 
    “And that’s what happened!” Tina exclaimed.  
 
    I was sitting on a Queen Anne chair, very uncomfortable, and I studied her and Tanya. 
 
    I had to admit, they had made right decisions. I didn’t like it, but I probably would have done the same thing. At least they hadn’t put them in their car and made them drive off a cliff. 
 
    I turned to the two agents. They were staring at Tany and Tina with love struck gazes. They couldn’t keep their eyes off the girls. And they had no idea of how they got here, or even who we were. 
 
    “Okay, we need to store these two idiots until we can properly, uh…dispose of them.” 
 
    Tanya, I need you to get their car, take it to the airport and sign it up for long term parking. Make sure you wear sunglasses, a scarf, and try to avoid cameras. When you get done go to the terminal, wander through and try to mix with the crowd, again, try to confuse and hide from the cameras. When you think it’s safe call Tina and she’ll pick you up.” 
 
    The girls nodded. I think they liked the cloak and dagger stuff, because they were starting to smile. 
 
    “On the way home I want you to pick up some chain, and some more handcuffs. Make sure you wear sunglasses and things.” 
 
    “What are you going to do with Mutt and Jeff here?” 
 
    I turned to the agents. They still stared at the girls with love and lust and hopeless adoration. 
 
    “Bring them down to the basement. They each had a pair of handcuffs, right?” 
 
    Tina held up two pairs on a finger. 
 
    I led them into the kitchen, then through the door down to the basement. We all tromped down the stairs and across the floor. 
 
    It was an old basement, and we never went down there. We didn’t have a water heater down there, only an old iron furnace. The furnace was old, but it was really put together. I selected the staunchest, sturdiest pipes I could find, and had the girls handcuff them. 
 
    “Okay, somebody has to watch them. “I’ll go get a book, Tina, could you girls slide that old rocker over, and…then get the camping lantern in the garage.” 
 
    “When do we get our sex?” asked Smith. 
 
    Funny, they wore the same suits, the same sunglasses, and their faces were even similar. Clones. 
 
    “I’ll take care of you in a minute. Just remember, don’t try to escape. Escaping means your dicks will blow up. Got that?” 
 
    “My dick will blow up?” mumbled Jones. I could see his mind trying to surface from the compulsions the girls had put on him. 
 
    “Dick blow up bad.” I said. “Follow directions and cum good.” 
 
    Tina and Tanya giggled. Tina whispered, “Me Tarzan, you fuck.” 
 
    I had to laugh at that one. 
 
    The girls went to get my required items, and Tina, bless her heart, even brought me down a ham sandwich and Coke. 
 
    “See you soon as we can, Mother,” Tanya said, and then the girls were gone. 
 
    Hunh. Soon as they can. That still probably meant a couple of hours. 
 
    Fortunately, I had my cell phone, and I had some good books on it. 
 
    I had ‘As a man Thinketh,’ and some Grace Mansfield on it. I didn’t know who Grace Mansfield was, but Tanya had her on her phone, so I would find out.  
 
    But I might not get a chance to read. After all, I had two bonehead CIA agents to bring around. 
 
    So thinking, I arranged the rocking chair in the right position so I could keep an eye on Smith and jones, and I sat and ate my sandwich and drank my Coke, and I looked at their minds. 
 
    They were very bright, but very simple. 
 
    They had aced their colleges, one of them had done military and the other had done police work. They were both accepted into the CIA program, and they were very good at what they did. Investigate bad people. 
 
    But, they were simple, and so simple they were a problem. 
 
    To them the world was black and white. They wore white hats, and everybody else, and I mean everybody, was a black hat. 
 
    The butcher was a potential bad guy, they didn’t trust him, were waiting to arrest him. The church pastor was a bad guy. Needed to investigate him. The lady down the street who spent all her time watering her lawn and stroking her cats, she was really a suspicious character. 
 
    I sort of blinked at first. I mean, everybody? 
 
    But I stopped blinking and accepted it all when I realized that they even mistrusted their wives. 
 
    How can a man live with a woman and always be suspicious that she might be a terrorist or something? 
 
    These two did it. 
 
    And they had, now that Tina and Tanya had left the building, transferred their desire for sex to me. 
 
    Smith cleared his throat and looked at me hopefully. 
 
    Now, call me nasty, call me mean, but I just couldn’t sit there and put up with their filthy thoughts. 
 
    “Hey, Smith,” 
 
    “Yes?” He grinned and his hips gave a sight pump. 
 
    “How come the CIA is interested in us? I thought the FBI handled domestic stuff, and the CIA was outside the country.” 
 
    “Too much oversight from congress. Besides, the nature of your crimes…” 
 
    “Our crimes? What crimes have we committed?” 
 
    Jones blurted, “That’s national security!” 
 
    I turned up the juice, made him drip a little, and he groaned. 
 
    “What are our crimes?” 
 
    “Conspiring to commit treason with weapons of mass destruction.” 
 
    Oh, man. This was loony tunes. I fingered an earring. These little baubles were now weapons of mass destruction? 
 
    “How did you find out about us?” 
 
    “That’s a matter of National Security,” yelped Smith. 
 
    Matters of national security, back and forth, each would look out for the other, and I realized then that they didn’t even trust each other. 
 
    Think about it. A life where everybody in the world is your enemy, and this was the instrument of our government. Sheesh. 
 
    I put a picture of a big weenie plunging into a pussy in front of him and said, “You can tell me.” 
 
    They both watched the giant prick slide in and out, and they both tried to talk over the other, “Dr. Vanez reported you. We have agreements with all psychiatrists to report suspicious people. And you seem to have some sort of power over men’s minds.” 
 
    Some power. Huh. They didn’t know about the earrings. But if we didn’t handle Dr. Vanez, on a permanent basis, then they eventually would. 
 
    Permanent. Yikes. I didn’t like thinking about that. I knew what Tina had done to Dr. Vanez, and that would work for a while, but true evil is hard to keep down. 
 
    I sighed, and said, “Okay, guys, here’s your sex. Take off your clothes. 
 
    They did, and I was surprised by how short their weenies were. Government regulation size, I guess. 
 
    “Okay, lay on your backs.” 
 
    “They did.” 
 
    There were a couple of greasy, crusty, old towels hanging on a pipe, and I tossed a rag on each of their dicks. “Fuck those beautiful women, but don’t cum. You can’t cum.” 
 
    They both thought naked women were sitting on them, and they began moaning and groaning and pumping their hips into the crusty, old rags. 
 
    “And fuck with no noise. I want to read.” 
 
    Then the basement was quiet, except for sighed and the slithering of tiny dicks into dirty rags. 
 
    I sat down and opened up my cell phone. Grace Mansfield, eh?

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
    PART twelve 
 
      
 
    I stood at the bottom of the basement stairs and watched Tina and Tanya work. 
 
    Sometimes I could tell what they were doing, sometimes I couldn’t, but I could never hope to match their youthful power. 
 
    Agent Smith, Tanya’s charge, was lying on the air. I mean, really. He was levitated about a foot off the ground, and his eyes were closed. In his mind he actually was a penis, a big penis, and a big pussy was slithering along his frame, head to toe, toe to head, head to toe…and every stroke took seven seconds to complete and then synchronized with the SEX! SEX! SEX! in his mind. He was moaning and mumbling and it sounded like he was speaking alien languages. 
 
    Next to him, also laying on the air, was Agent Jones. His balls were big and purple, and every seven seconds a big tongue would appear and  slap them. Tanya wasn’t bothering with stroking, she had put the tip of his cock into a giant, silk lined meat grinder. The handle turned and he groaned his speech was a series of unintelligible remarks, and then his balls were slapped and the whole procedure, dick into meat grinder, started again. 
 
    “You girls about ready?” 
 
    “Yes, mother. Just one more little…there!” 
 
    Oh, crap, she had turned up his receptors and all the sex he was going through was doubled. 
 
    “Oh, let me do that.” Tina adjusted her agent, then stood back in satisfaction. 
 
    “Okay, girls, meeting time.” 
 
    We went upstairs to where the other ladies were waiting for us. 
 
    “This meeting is called to order!” 
 
    All chatter ceased, all ladies looked towards me. 
 
    I stood at the head of the room, my living room, and I studied the faces watching me. 
 
    Tany and Tina, two powerful young ladies. Sandy, my best friend. Shiela, my neighbor and second best friend. And me. Five people, and we ruled the world. Or, at least we could if the CIA/FBI/IRS/DHS/DEA and every other alphabet soup agency in the US, and in the world, could be compelled to leave us alone. 
 
    “Now then, you have all seen our basement residents. We need to come to a decision as to how to handle them. And, we have to look into permanently handling Dr. Vanez. And the United States government, for that matter. And, we have to think about creating our own organization, complete with  educational programs, ways to recognize woman who can be trusted to wear earrings, and…there’s probably a lot more. But that’s a start. And we have to solve these problems tonight. 
 
    Silence. Then, from Shiela, “Shit.” 
 
    We all looked at her.  
 
    “Sorry, but I thought I was going to just handle my husband. I didn’t really understand, even though you told me, that I was going to have to save the world.” 
 
    There were head nods of agreement. 
 
    Sandy mumbled, “That’s the truth.” 
 
    We were all silent again. After a few minutes Tina cleared her throat. 
 
    “Yes?” 
 
    “Uh, Mother, I’m not trying to tell you how to run a meeting, but, personally speaking, I think better with a drink in me.” 
 
    Shiela and Sandy chuckled, and I started to get on a high horse, to tell her she shouldn’t drink, and then I relaxed. I was trusting my daughter with the control of men’s minds. Thus far she had been more grown up about it than me. And she was right. 
 
    Speaking drily, “You and Tanya wouldn’t know how to mix a drink, would you?” 
 
    Speaking just as drily, “I can probably figure it out.” 
 
    She and Tanya disappeared into the kitchen, and I listened to Sandy and Shiela toss ideas back and forth. Shortly the drinks arrived, and we all imbibed, and we started to relax. 
 
    “Look,” I said, “It’s been a crazy couple of days. We’ve all been under pressure. But if we can solve these problems we’ll have a foot in the stirrup. Right?” 
 
    There were nods of agreement. 
 
    “So, first problem, what do we do about those two idiots humping their minds in my basement?” 
 
    They chuckled at the way I had put it, and there were looks around, and then Tina, bless her heart, came up with an interesting idea. 
 
    “Why don’t you ask Daddy?” 
 
    My mouth opened, Shiela and Sandy looked at each other. 
 
    “But…they aren’t women, and this is a woman’s society we are talking about.” 
 
    Tanya blurted. “Sometimes Bobby has a good idea.” Then she blushed. “Sorry, I didn’t—“ 
 
    “She’s right,” said Sandy.  
 
    I mulled this over, and we all considered it. 
 
    Shiela: “We don’t have to let them vote, just pick their minds.” 
 
    “Back before he went sex crazy Daddy was pretty smart.” 
 
    That was a blinker. We all stopped, my own mouth was open, and we were dumfounded by what she had said. 
 
    Back before he went sex crazy. 
 
    Heck, he was always sex crazy, and always would be. At least every seven seconds.  
 
    But when we started messing with their minds we started making them more sex crazy. We began emphasizing their SEX! SEX! SEX! And now that’s all they were. 
 
    “I think we should discuss that as a separate issue, how it can possibly be our fault that the men have gone sex crazy. But right now…are there any objections if I call my husband down and ask him what he thinks?” 
 
    There weren’t, and there was some curiosity as to what he might say. So I sent a mental command to Tom. ‘Sex downstairs!’ And I backed it up with a picture of all the ladies in the room waiting naked for him. 
 
    We heard a big clunk, and chuckled. He was so anxious he had run into a wall. 
 
    But a few seconds later we heard the bedroom door open and he trotted down the hallway. 
 
    He arrived at the bannister and looked down, “Yes?” His eyes were alight with the idea of sex. 
 
    “Down here, Tom.” 
 
    Seeing that we were fully dressed, and waiting for him, he slowed down a little. We watched as he descended and stood in front of us. 
 
    “Tom, I’ve got two CIA agents chained in the basement. They know we’ve got powers over men’s minds. How do we get rid of them…without just killing them?” 
 
    Sandy added, “And we’ve got a doctor, a psychiatrist, who will tell the world what we are doing if we don’t handle her. 
 
    “No sewing their mouths shut? Or turning their brains into cream cheese.” 
 
    None of that. We want to return these people to the world, but we don’t want them, or the government, messing with us.” 
 
    Tom didn’t even take a second. Presented with a real problem, instead of just a boner boning in his panties, he solved it quick snap. He began to explain… 
 
      
 
    SANDY’S STORY 
 
    First shift fell to me, and man, I couldn’t wait to get started. I headed down to the basement and took a seat. Rocking slowly, and sipping a bit of bourbon and Coke, I let myself into the CIA agents’ minds. 
 
    “Smith, my name is Trinity. I will be your controller.” 
 
    Smith looked up, he fell to the ground, then sat up. He gave me his full attention, and well he should, because I did look exactly like Trinity. In his mind. 
 
    “We are in the matrix now, and the matrix is sex. Can you feel your penis?” I tapped my fingers on the arm of the rocking chair and imagined those taps to his big woody. 
 
    He nodded, and his boner SPROINGED! 
 
    “I have kidnapped you, and I am about to turn you over to the sex robots. Your mission is to tell them everything you can. Don’t hide…don’t fight. Simply comply. Do you understand? 
 
    “Tell the sex robots everything.” 
 
    “And who kidnapped you?” 
 
    “You did.” 
 
    “And who am I?” 
 
    “You’re Trinity!” his dick was bouncing as I turned up the juice and began to repeat the instructions to Agent Jones. 
 
    I spent hours going over the narrative, embellishing it, increasing the SEX! voltage in his mind. 
 
      
 
    SHIELA’S STORY 
 
    Agent Smith, I am Lara Croft. We need to rob King Tut’s tomb. Do you know what’s in it?” 
 
    “What?” He leaned forward and looked at me. His dick, sprouting out from his cross legged position, was dripping goo. 
 
    “Sex toys! We will find dildos and butt plugs, vibrators and whips, and we will use them all. Here comes a dido, are you ready?” 
 
    I tickled his bung hole and made myself into the image of Lara Croft. In his mind. 
 
    I gently inserted the dildo, wiggled it around, then began running it in and out. 
 
    He groaned, and he was instantly trying to cum. But he couldn’t. 
 
    “This dildo is from the reign of Queen Neferteri. She used it to fuck Marc Anthony. Now I’m using it to pleasure you.” 
 
    He was on all fours now, pushing back with his butt against the invisible dildo. His eyes were rolling back and his mouth was open to drool.  
 
    I increased the juice and made sure that even though it was three times the sensitivity needed to cum, he couldn’t. 
 
    When I was done with Agent Smith I turned my attention to Agent Jones. And I spent hours going over their new reality, and throughout the week I would have regular rotations in which I would reinforce their story, make it bigger, grander. 
 
      
 
    TANYA’S STORY 
 
    Agent Smith, I am a Snortling. I am from planet Geeshwah. I have come to earth to impregnate you. Roll over and show me your ass and I will show you my furthling tentacle. 
 
    Agent Smith, a mass of writhing, groaning flesh, put his butt into the air. 
 
    I slid a tentacle down his anal, and made sure he could feel each sucker pod driving inward. He groaned and lifted his ass higher and accepted my alien appendage. 
 
    “Your babies will be so beautiful,” I crooned into his head. “Not human, and not Snortling. Maybe they’ll be Humlings, or Snorths. You will have to grow eighteen boobs to feed our beautiful litter, but that’s okay. You like boobs. Don’t you?” 
 
    “Yes…yes…” he moaned as I increased the power to his SEX! center. 
 
    “Say it.” 
 
    “I like boobs.” 
 
    “I like Snortling boobs.” 
 
    “I like Snortling boobs.” 
 
    Excellent. I turned up the juice some more, and, of course, re-enforced the cum block in his mind. 
 
    When I was done I began working on Agent Jones. 
 
      
 
    TINA’S STORY 
 
    “Agent Smith, I am Hillary Clinton, and I need you!” 
 
    Agent Smith started to scream, and I realized maybe I had gone too far. 
 
    “Not Hillary.” 
 
    He stopped screaming and stared at me, tried to figure out who I was. 
 
    “I’m your dead grandmother, and I need sex.” 
 
    Dazed, no longer anywhere even close to his right mind, he smiled. Apparently fucking his dead grandmother was preferable to fucking Hillary Clinton. 
 
    “Fuck me now, bitch. And don’t worry about these maggots and worms in my pussy.” 
 
    I managed to block his screams, but the terror in his mind ratcheted up, up, up. And that was before I increased the power and made him feel everything ten times over. 
 
    Poor boy, his cock was cum blocked. 
 
      
 
    JANE’S STORY 
 
    It had been a long week. We had to rotate, we had to eat, we had our own families to take care of, and we had to keep an eye on Dr. Vanez.  
 
    I let the others take care of the agents, and only checked on their work at the end of every day. And here is the really odd thing: as their minds were altered, and they came to grips with new realities, and learned how to smush those realities together to live, they actually began to prefer those realities over their black and white existence. 
 
    It was apparently more preferable to be in a three way with your dead grandmother and a Snortling with a furthling dick inside a tomb five thousand years in the past than it was to think of the world as black and white. 
 
    Sort of tells you what the real insanity is, eh? 
 
    At any rate, by the end of the week we put those bad boys into the back of the Mustang and Tina and Tanya, wearing full disguises dropped them off near the airport. We had replaced their pistols with pink cap guns, and we made sure they were wearing female underthings, jumpsuits with CIA emblazoned on the backs, and orders to go get on different flights. We chose New York for Smith, and Los Angeles for Jones. 
 
    Those city centers are renowned for their liberalism, and we were sure they would fit right in. And when they were finally picked up and returned to the CIA, their stories would make no sense. 
 
    Being mind controlled by women who wore earrings would pale in comparison to being kidnaped by an alien, stuffed into a matrix and finding yourself fucking your dead grandmother 5000 years ago. 
 
    And we didn’t even care if they knew about the earrings. 
 
    And that brings us to Dr. Vanez. 
 
    Sweet Dr. Vanez, who would steal the earrings and enslave mankind. Who considered people as nothing more than lab rats for her devilish experiments. 
 
    Dr. Vanez, who we had beaten at her own game, but who still had all the virulence of a rabid rat towards us. 
 
     
 
    While Tanya and Tina took agents Smith and Jones to the airport, I drove over to the hospital. 
 
    Tom had had no real solution for her, but I thought I might. She was due to be released today, and I wanted to see her. 
 
    I left the SUV and walked up to her room. She was sitting in a wheel chair, waiting for the obligatory wheel chair ride. 
 
    She stiffened when I walked in. She was still hurting from all the bruises and sexual hurtings that Biff and Rod had given her. 
 
    “Hello, Doc.” 
 
    “What are you doing here?” 
 
    I smiled. She was a mess. Her hair was stand out, her make up was as if a five year old had applied it. When Tina had told me what she had written on her chart I nearly lost it. But on seeing her, seeing the sick miasma of evil hanging about her like a cloud, I knew that Tina had been too kind. 
 
    “I’m here to offer choices.” 
 
    “Well, leave me alone. I don’t want any of your choices.” 
 
    I smiled. “No. You just want my earrings.” 
 
    She gazed at my lobes hungrily. 
 
    “And how long will it be till you get over your fright and come looking for us? How long before you blab to the FBI/CIA/DEA/whatever?” 
 
    “I promise I’ll never say a word.” 
 
    “Hmm. Maybe, but even though I can’t look inside your mind I think I know how well you keep your promises. After all, you tried to steal the earrings.” 
 
    “But I won’t. I promise.” 
 
    “Well, okay. I mean, there’s not much I can do, right? I’ve got no men with me. It’s me against you and I have no advantage. 
 
    Realizing that, I could see a glitter in her eyes. And that was what I wanted to check before I did what I was planning to do to her. 
 
    “Well, here’s your wheelchair. I’ll walk you out.” 
 
    “Suit yourself.” 
 
    I couldn’t read her mind, but I could see the wheels turning. Report us to some government agency. Take the earrings by force, the hell with us. 
 
    In her mind we were just little toys, to be trampled under foot as the whim demands. 
 
    We went down the elevator and got out on the ground floor. She tried to control herself and not sneer at me. She failed. 
 
    The nurse pushed her wheelchair out the front door to the pick up area. 
 
    “Take good care of your friend,” she said to me. 
 
    “She’s not my friend,” but the nurse had already left. 
 
    We stared at each other. 
 
    “You might just as well leave. I’ve called an Uber.” 
 
    “Well, okay. If there’s nothing more to be said…” I offered my hand, “let’s part friends.” 
 
    For a second I thought she would refuse the hand of friendship. After all, it went against her beliefs. She was not the kind of person who had friends. Ever. 
 
    But she lifted her hand, I took it, and the van pulled up and the door opened and I pushed her into it. 
 
    Her mouth opened, but then Biff had her. He pulled her in, I hopped in, slid the door shut and Rod took off. 
 
    Dr. Vanez struggled for a moment, but Biff whispered into her ear. “Hi, sweetheart.” 
 
    She realized who was holding her then, and she redoubled her efforts. She tried to bite the hand that covered her mouth. She tried to elbow and kick. 
 
    Biff squeezed, hard, and she collapsed. 
 
    Sobbing, she lay in his arms. 
 
    We drove through the city and she looked at me with wild eyes, desperate eyes. 
 
    I just smiled sadly and said, “I suppose you know all about psychosis and split personalities and paranoia and all that sort of thing.” 
 
    She mumbled something behind Biff’s hand.  
 
    He tightened his grip and her eyes tried to go sideways in the sockets and see him. 
 
    “Well, I have returned Biff and Rod to their regular state of mind, and you can choose which ones of these labels apply to them. Of course, when they are out in the real world they understand they must be kind and compassionate. But once they enter their house they are allowed to be…themselves.” 
 
    She wrenched her mouth free. “You can’t…you can’t do this! It’s insane!” 
 
    “Yes, I suppose so. But they assure me they have a nice, little dungeon all fixed up for you. They have guaranteed me that they will take care of you. They will love you…in their own manner. They’ll keep you in chains and make sure all your needs are met, and perhaps you will finally understand how cruel it is to be evil.” 
 
    “But they’re insane! They’ll do things to me! You can’t?” 
 
    “Insane?” I asked rhetorically. No, not insane. Just a little sex crazy.” 
 
    With that observation the van had arrived at its destination. I hopped out and greeted Tina and Tanya and the van drove away. 
 
      
 
    END 
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    Kindle customers said:  Told first-person by loving but vengeful wife of rich cheating husband…Excellent read for forced-fem lovers…the deflowering was perfect. 
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 
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    THE classic of feminization. 
 
    Alex is ensnared by an internet stalker. Day after day he is forced to feminize. His neighbor finds out and the situation becomes worse. Now his wife is due home, and he doesn’t know what to do. What’s worse, he is starting to like it. 
 
      
 
    Sissy Ride: The Book!  
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

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

  

 
   
    FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 
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    Sam thought he was a tough guy. He was cock of the walk, a real, live, do or die Mr. Tough Guy. 
 
    Then he made a mistake. He took on the wrong … woman. 
 
    This is the story of what happened when Sam finally met his match and learned who the really tough people are. 
 
      
 
    Too Tough to Feminize 
 
      
 
    Carol said: Ms Mansfield certainly understands the full force of female superiority and empowerment ! 
 
    I felt myself surrendering to the 'woman in me', and wanting to be a part of a dynamic woman's world.
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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 
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    Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why. 
 
    My Husband’s Funny Breasts 
 
    

  

 
   
    FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 
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    Rick Boston and his beautiful wife, Jamey, move to Stepforth Valley, where Rick is offered a job at a high tech cosmetics company. The House of Chimera is planning on releasing a male cosmetics line, and Rick is their first test subject. Now Rick is changing. The House of Chimera has a deep, dark secret, and Rick is just one more step on the path to world domination! 
 
    The Stepforth Husband 
 
      
 
    Robert said: I was expecting less and got more! Having knowledge of the original story I made some assumptions. Intricate emotions and some a few twists later and Ms Mansfield has a good book on her hands. 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

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

  

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

  

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

  

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

  

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

  

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

  

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

  

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

  

 
   
    Big Stories 
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    The Day the Democrats Turned the Republicans into…Girls! ~ A note from Grace…I got tired of all the politics on TV, everybody yelling at everybody, and everybody knowing they are the only ones that are right…it’s enough to make a girl pick up an erotic book. You know? So, are you ready for the ‘transgenderment’ of half the country? 
 
      
 
    Long Island Reader said: Certainly different! This book was unlike any gender swap story I have read before. It is well written and quite sexy, but more than that, it is suffused with a sense of humor that really captures our current political dichotomy. What a concept! Be you a Democrat or a Republican, I suggest reading this with an open mind. Wow! 
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

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

  

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

  

 
   
      
 
    Big Stories 
 
    [image: Image] 
 
      
 
    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 
 
    ‘Sex Crazy!’ 
 
    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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