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    PART ONE 
 
      
 
    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 TWO 
 
      
 
    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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    Jim Camden was a manly man, until the day he crossed his wife. Now he’s in for a battle of the sexes, and if he loses…he has to dress like a woman for a week. But what he doesn’t know is the depths of manipulation his wife will go to. Lois Camden, you see, is a woman about to break free, and if she has to step on her husband to do it…so be it. And Jim is about to learn that a woman unleashed is a man consumed. 
 
    The Feminization Games 
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    

  

 
   
    FULL LENGTH BOOKS! 
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    Tom Dickson was a happy camper. He lived a good life, had a beautiful wife, then he started to grow breasts, his hair grew long, and his body reshaped. Now Tom is on the way to being a woman, and he doesn’t know why. 
 
    My Husband’s Funny Breasts 
 
    

  

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

  

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

  

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

  

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

  

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

  

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

  

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

  

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

  

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

  

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

  

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

  

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

  

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

  

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

  

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

  

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

  

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

  

 
   
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
      
 
    If you liked 
 
    ‘Women in Charge of Men!’ 
 
    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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