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	—o—

	Dear Readers,

	I generally prefer longer stories. But some stories work best when they are short and sweet. In that regard, here is my second volume of short stories. This volume, Volume Two, brings you four stories of hypnosis! Who doesn’t like hypnosis... you like hypnosis... you like hypnosis... you are feeling sleepy. Read my books.

	Our first tale begins with a plea for help from a brother to a sister. Is there something sinister going on at home? Our second tale involves the story of a young man who is about to learn that his roommate has a little more control over him than he thought. Next, we investigate the “disappearance” of an entire fraternity. Finally, we hear the tale of a husband who somehow finds himself hypnotized into turning himself into a woman... or is he?

	As always, I hope you enjoy these tales, and thanks for all your support!

	Also thanks to all of you for signing up for my monthly newsletter. The response has been tremendous. For those who haven’t signed up yet, you can do so here: https://annmichellebooks.wixsite.com/website. All you need is an email address. You won’t regret it.

	With love, Ann :)

	P.S. Thanks again to my great team of readers/editors!

	 

	
Save Us Sis!

	Chapter One: “An Interrupted Cry For Help”

	—o—

	Candice Howard sat in her apartment studying for finals. She was a senior at State College and finals were two weeks away. She already had a nice job lined up for when she graduated but she still needed to finish school with good grades. As she looked over her design notes, her phone rang.

	“Hello,” she said into the phone.

	“Candice? It’s me,” whispered a voice on the other end. It sounded a bit like her younger brother Joseph.

	“Joe? Is that you?” she asked.

	“Yeah, it’s me,” he whispered. His voice was anxious and filled with fear. This definitely caught her attention, though she reminded herself that Joe was prone to drama and practical jokes.

	“What’s going on? What’s wrong?” she asked suspiciously. “We need your help!”

	“‘We’ who? And why are you whispering?”

	“I can’t let Elizabeth hear me.” Elizabeth was her father’s new girlfriend; Candice absolutely despised her.

	“She can’t know that I know. Dad and I need your help. It’s Elizabeth. She’s—” Suddenly, Joe went silent.

	“Joe?”

	Silence.

	“Are you there? Joe?” Silence.

	A sense of worry overcame her. Joe was indeed prone to practical jokes, but not like this, and it did sound like real fear in his voice. And now he had seemingly vanished in the middle of a sentence. What was going on? Her heart was racing. It sounded like something was very wrong!

	“Joe?! Joe?! Are you there?”

	“Yeah, I’m here. Sorry, Candice. I got distracted,” said Joe in his normal voice. He didn’t whisper this time and the fear was gone. “How are things going at school? Are you getting ready for finals?”

	Candice furrowed her brow. A moment ago, he had sounded like the world was ending and now he was acting completely normally. “What’s going on, Joe?” she demanded.

	“What do you mean?”

	“What do you think I mean?” scoffed Candice. “You call me up. You say you need help. You sound desperate for help. Then suddenly, you’re acting like everything’s completely fine. Who needs help, Joe?”

	Joe laughed. “Help? No one needs help.” “Then why did you say that? What’s going on?” “There’s nothing going on. Honestly.” “Nothing?” repeated Candice doubtfully.

	“Yeah, nothing. I just thought I’d call and say ‘hi’ and see how you’re doing. I know you’re almost to finals and that’s the end of college for

	you. I thought it might be a nice time to call and wish you luck.”

	Candice ground her teeth in frustration. This whole conversation was bizarre. Either something was very wrong, or Joe was having one of his practical jokes. That seemed to make the most sense. “That’s what it needs to be,” she told herself. “He’s messing with me.” She was in no mood for that.

	“Listen, Joe,” she said. “I’m studying for finals. I really don’t have time for jokes right now. So whatever this is, it needs to wait. Give my love to everyone. I’ll call you all when I get a chance.”

	With that, Candice hung up the phone. “He can be so frustrating!” she exclaimed.

	She then got back to studying. Unfortunately, she couldn’t get the sound of the fear in his voice out of her head. It sent a chill down her spine, it sounded so genuine. What if, somehow, this wasn’t a joke after all? The more she thought about it, the more worried she became. After a while, this was all she could think about. She needed to assure herself that this was just a joke.

	“Maybe I should drive down there this weekend and see what’s going on?” she finally told herself. “Even if nothing’s going on, it would be nice to get away for a few days.”

	She nodded her head. That’s what she would do.

	—o—

	Saturday morning, Candice hopped in her car and drove downstate. She told her boyfriend Michael she would be back as soon as possible, but she needed to check in on something at home. He wished her luck and she left. The drive was pleasant, but long. When she arrived, she parked in the driveway and went to the front door.

	She found it locked.

	“That’s odd,” she said, especially as they knew she was coming. She rang the bell.

	Ding dong!

	A moment later, her brother Joe opened the door. His jaw dropped and he raced out the door and hugged his sister, which definitely wasn’t something Candice expected. Indeed, Joe had never demonstrated much emotional kindness toward her. Normally, he was standoffish and moody, being the “emo” teen. Even more unexpectedly, he wore a white pinafore apron.

	“You came!” he gasped as he hugged her. “You came! You came! You came!”

	“Yes, I came,” said Candice. “Please! You’ve got to help us!”

	Candice immediately tensed up. “With what? What’s going on?”

	Before Joe could speak, however, Elizabeth appeared behind him in the doorway. She wore a red and black striped calf-length dress and sharp black pumps with five-inch heels. Her blonde hair was up in a ponytail. Despite Candice’s aversion to her, she was admittedly beautiful. She also wasn’t that much older than Candice.

	“Hello Candice,” said Elizabeth coldly.

	As she said this, Joe retreated back into the house and disappeared.

	“Elizabeth,” replied Candice equally coldly. She had never liked Elizabeth, and not just because of her age.

	There were so many things about Elizabeth that Candice didn’t like, and it shocked her that her father apparently couldn’t see all of her flaws just as clearly.

	“What brings you to our little home?” asked Elizabeth.

	“Is my father here? I’ve come to see him.” “About what?”

	Candice furrowed her brow. “That’s between me and him. I was a member of this family long before you got here, remember?”

	Elizabeth smiled politely. “Of course. Please come in.”

	Candice didn’t like Elizabeth inviting her into her own house, but she wasn’t going to make a fight of it.

	Instead, she walked past Elizabeth and made her way to the study, where she figured her father would be.

	“You won’t find him there,” said Elizabeth. “I assume you’re headed to the study.”

	“Where is he?”

	“He’s in the living room.”

	Candice walked to the living room. Elizabeth followed her. There she found her father, as Elizabeth had told her. What she didn’t tell her was that her father was cleaning the living room. Indeed, he was pushing the vacuum around the room. What’s more, he was wearing a pinafore apron which covered his grey slacks and white dress shirt. It was very similar to the one Joe was wearing.

	For his part, Joe was here too. He had grabbed a feather duster somewhere along the way and was busy working on the bookshelves.

	“We’re cleaning for a party I’m throwing tomorrow,” said Elizabeth.

	Candice ignored her and walked over to her father. He saw her and blushed. No doubt he was embarrassed to be seen doing such “woman’s work” as he always called it. Other than that, he looked healthy.

	“Candice! What are you doing here?” he asked.

	“I had some free time and I thought I’d pop in,” said Candice.

	“That’s great. What an unexpected surprise! Can I get you some lemonade?”

	Candice raised an eyebrow. “Wow,” she thought. “My dad offering to get me something? That’s never happened before.” Again, he had always considered such gestures to be “woman’s work.”

	She shook her head.

	“It’s great to see you again. How’s school going?” he asked. “Not bad.”

	“Why don’t we all have a seat and chat?” suggested Elizabeth.

	Candice was just about to object that she wanted to be alone with her father when Joe and her father both nodded their heads in agreement. As Candice watched, Elizabeth sat down in the middle of the couch as Joe and her father sat down next to her on either side. She leaned back and placed her hands on both of their thighs, which gave her the look of being in charge and the two males being her servants... or pets. It all felt a little eerie to Candice. Of

	course, the matching aprons didn’t help.

	“Have a seat,” said Elizabeth and she motioned to the loveseat across from the sofa.

	Candice reluctantly walked over to the loveseat. She didn’t sit down though. “I’d like to speak to my father, if you don’t mind, Elizabeth,” said Candice and she felt ridiculous seemingly asking this woman’s permission for this.

	“Of course,” said Elizabeth, but she didn’t move.

	“Alone,” added Candice.

	“It’s all right, dear,” said Candice’s father. Candice initially assumed he was telling this to Elizabeth, but then he added, “There’s nothing you can tell me that Elizabeth can’t hear.”

	Candice’s eyebrow shot way up. This was incredibly strange. She could see the look of triumph on Elizabeth’s face too. Something very odd was happening here. But what?

	“Would you like something to drink?” offered Elizabeth. “I can have Joe fetch it while we speak.”

	“Sure, why not?”

	Elizabeth made the slightest motion with her finger and Joe shot off the couch. “Yes, Ma’am,” he said and he headed for the kitchen.

	Being helpful was so unlike his normal emo self.

	“While Joe does that, I’m going to use the restroom,” said Candice.

	“Certainly,” said Elizabeth, which irritated Candice. Again, it was as if Elizabeth was granting her permission. This was her own house.

	Where did Elizabeth get off acting like she ran the place and like Candice was an outsider?

	Candice stormed off toward the bathroom. When she reached the bathroom, she slipped off her mid-heeled wedges, set them on the floor, and then tiptoed to the kitchen, where Joe was busy pouring lemonade into tall glasses; she couldn’t stop staring at the apron. She wasn’t sure why she was hiding the fact she wanted to speak to Joe, but she was.

	“Hey, Joe, what’s going on here?” she asked.

	Joe looked over his shoulder nervously. “You’ve got to help us,” he whispered.

	“Why is Elizabeth acting like she owns the place? How in the world did she get dad to do housework? And why are you both wearing aprons? Seriously, Joe, what’s going on?”

	Joe bit his lip. He checked over his shoulder once more. Then he shook his head. “I don’t know.”

	Candice furrowed her brow. “What do you mean you don’t know?”

	He shrugged his shoulders. “I don’t know. She moved in maybe two weeks ago. Then everything started to change. Dad’s gotten kind of weird. She’s making him do all these things like cleaning the house.”

	“And what about you?”

	Joe looked down at the apron and the tray of drinks. “Yeah, I guess. I mean—”

	“Come along, Joe,” called Elizabeth from the other room.

	Both Joe and Candice froze for a moment. They exchanged glances. “I need to go,” said Joe anxiously. He then picked up the tray of drinks and scurried off to the living room.

	“This is weird,” said Candice.

	—o—

	A few hours later, Candice was back at her apartment with her boyfriend. She had originally intended to stay with her family, but with Elizabeth throwing a party that night she excused herself by saying there wouldn’t be room for her to stay. The truth, however, was that Candice felt creeped out by the way her father and brother were acting and she didn’t want to stick around. She also didn’t want to deal with meeting Elizabeth’s friends.

	“It was so weird,” said Candice.

	“How so?” asked her boyfriend Michael. They were eating dinner in their kitchen.

	“It’s hard to describe. For one thing, my dad was actually cleaning the house. My dad! Mister ‘housework is for women.’ Joe was too. He never helped out in the past either. He always spends his time ‘suffering’ in his room as he listens to whatever depressing music he can find.”

	Michael shrugged his shoulders. “Sounds like a positive change then.”

	“Yeah, I guess so,” said Candice doubtfully. “What else?”

	“Joe was dressed really nicely. He wasn’t wearing his usual ripped jeans and heavy metal t-shirt. He actually looked respectable. My dad was nicely dressed too. He’s always well dressed, but he rarely wore a tie at home before. Today, he did for some reason.”

	“That’s a good thing.”

	“Yeah, but they were both wearing these frilly white aprons too. That was really weird.”

	Michael shrugged his shoulders again. “They were probably dressed for this party you mentioned and they both wore the aprons to keep from messing up their clothes.”

	“But they were big, feminine aprons. Almost like dresses.”

	“They don’t exactly make a lot of masculine aprons. ‘ WWE presents their Kitchenmania collection’!” exclaimed Michael laughingly, in a gruff tone that mimicked a monster truck rally commercial.

	“True,” admitted Candice. “It just all seemed strange.”

	“Actually, it sounds kind of normal to me. It sounds like this Elizabeth cleaned them up a bit and got them to help out. There’s nothing sinister in that. Girlfriends often have a positive effect on boys. And from the sound of it, she made your dad less sexist and brought Joe out of his emo shell. Those aren’t bad things.”

	“But why would Joe ask for help?” “Probably being dramatic.”

	“He is that.”

	“Probably doesn’t like the changes and wants your help to stand up to her,” continued Michael. “You yourself said she came across as pretty imperial. She’s probably the new alpha in the house, and Joe doesn’t like it.”

	Candice snickered. “Alpha? Where did you learn a word like that?” “Psych class.”

	Candice speared a carrot and popped it into her mouth. She considered what her boyfriend had said. It made sense. Perhaps she was letting her distaste for Elizabeth cloud her judgment. “Yeah, I guess you’re right,” she said.

	“I don’t know. It just seemed strange.”

	“That’s because you’re not used to it. I’ll bet if you go back next weekend, it will all seem a lot more normal.”

	Candice nodded her head. “Maybe I’ll do that.”

	 

	
Chapter Two: “The Second Trip”

	—o—

	Candice pulled her car into the driveway. She had come unannounced this time. She hoped Elizabeth might be away and she could catch her father without Elizabeth hovering around. Either way, she intended to meet with her father alone and clear up what was happening, if anything. She doubted anything strange was going on, but she wanted to be sure.

	The front door was locked. Fortunately, she still had a key.

	Click!

	Candice unlocked the door. She stepped inside and removed her wedges so she wouldn’t make any noise.

	She started down the hallway. There were voices in the kitchen. “Sounds like it could be dad,” she thought.

	Candice reached the door to the kitchen and opened it. Inside, she saw a young woman standing at the sink washing dishes. She was singing, which accounted for the voices. The young woman wore a princess dress with a fitted bodice and a wide-pleated skirt. The dress was white with a green and red floral print. On her feet were white high-heeled slingbacks with open toes. Her nails were painted.

	“Who are you?” asked Candice.

	The girl tensed up and froze. Then she snapped her head around to glance over her shoulder. Candice’s jaw dropped when she recognized the girl’s face. It was her brother Joe!

	“Oh my God, Joe! What are you doing?!” she gasped.

	Joe turned bright red. His knees trembled. “I’m, uh, doing dishes,” he said with considerable difficulty. He looked to the door, seemingly trying to decide if he could escape.

	“That’s not what I mean. Look at the way you’re dressed!” Joe bit his lip. “I know.”

	“Does dad know?”

	Before Joe could respond, the door opened behind Candice. There stood Elizabeth. “Well, well, well, look who came home again,” said Elizabeth coldly. “I see you’ve met ‘Josephina’.”

	“What is going on here, Elizabeth?!” demanded Candice. Elizabeth snickered. “Whatever do you mean?”

	Candice furrowed her brow. “Take a wild guess!”

	“I take it you’re upset about the way Josephina is dressed?” “Stop calling him that! His name is ‘ Joe’!”

	“Is it?”

	Candice glared at Elizabeth. “Tell me what is going on?”

	Elizabeth chuckled cynically. “Based on your accusatory tone, I take it you think I’m behind this somehow.

	Is that it?” “Who else?!”

	Elizabeth slowly walked over to Candice’s feminized brother and placed her hand on his shoulder. He looked incredibly nervous. “I don’t suppose it’s dawned on you that maybe I had nothing to do with this? Maybe this is what he prefers?”

	That actually hadn’t dawned on Candice. Given all the talk of something sinister happening, she just naturally assumed that Elizabeth had to be behind this somehow. Could it be that her brother really was a cross-dresser? Was that possible?

	“I, uh— I didn’t— ” sputtered Candice.

	Joe looked down at his feet. He was clearly ashamed. “Is this really what you want, Joe?” asked Candice softly.

	Joe seemed to resist answering, but then nodded his head.

	Candice felt like she had been punched in the gut. She had no idea Joe was... was like... like that. Her mind exploded with memories looking for hints she had missed and hoping not to find anything offensive she may have done or said to him. At the same time, she felt a burning sense of shame that she had made a fool of herself before Elizabeth. This was not shaping up to be a good day.

	“I’m sorry, Joe. I didn’t know,” she said.

	Joe started to speak, but then the door opened again.

	“I’ve finished putting away your shoes, Ma’am,” said Candice’s father as he came through the door.

	Candice’s jaw dropped; not only at the idea that her father was taking care of Elizabeth’s shoes, not only that he had called her ‘Ma’am,’ but when he came through the door, he, like Joe, was wearing women’s clothes! In his case, it was a purple A-line dress and matching purple high-heeled sandals with chunky heels and double ankle straps. This was a total shock!

	“Oh my God!” gasped Candice. She nearly swooned.

	“Hi honey,” said her father happily, and he walked over to her and kissed her on the cheek. He acted as if nothing was the least bit wrong. “What brings you home for a second weekend in a row?”

	Candice was stunned. She had no idea what to say. All that came out was, “You’re— in a— a— dress.”

	“Yes, isn’t it pretty?” he asked and he spun around once on his toes. “I see that you’re a little overwhelmed,” said Elizabeth.

	Candice furrowed her brow. “You think?!”

	“I think I can help. Why don’t you take a nice shower and then join us for dinner? I’ll explain everything over dinner.”

	“I’d rather hear it now from my father,” snapped Candice. “I think it would be better if you heard it from me.” Candice ignored her. “What’s going on, dad?!”

	Her father smiled. “I think Elizabeth is right, dear. Why don’t you take a nice shower and then she can explain it all over dinner?”

	Candice glanced at “Josephine.” He nodded his head in agreement with Candice’s father and Elizabeth. What was going on here? She licked her lips nervously. Something was very wrong, but she also realized she wasn’t going to make any headway trying to force answers out of them. Elizabeth seemed to have them by the balls, and the offer of discussing this with her over dinner was the best she would get. She reluctantly accepted.

	—o—

	The shower helped calm Candice down, but not much. Her mind raced. None of this made sense. Was it possible Joe was a cross- dresser? It was possible. Was it possible her father was a cross- dresser? Less likely, but possible. Was it possible both were cross- dressers?

	“No way.”

	And why was her father calling Elizabeth “Ma’am”? He was acting like he was some kind of servant. Had she discovered his cross- dressing and was blackmailing him? Was she maybe blackmailing him into cross-dressing? Candice needed to find out and help free them from this woman!

	“I knew I hated her for a reason!”

	After the shower, Candice thought about throwing on the same shorts and t-shirt she had worn for the drive, but something made her think twice. Instead, she pulled out a dark green dress from the closet in her former bedroom and some beige high-heeled sandals. She felt that looking nice would lend her an air of authority.

	She then went to dinner.

	“You look nice,” said Elizabeth as she and Candice sat down for dinner. They sat on opposite ends of a long table. Candice’s father and Joe were in the kitchen doing something.

	“Thank you,” said Candice without meaning it.

	“I know this must be a shock to you. It was to me.”

	“Shock is an understatement. Both my father and my brother in dresses? That’s beyond a shock. How did all of this happen?”

	Elizabeth picked up her wine glass and took a sip. “It all started a couple weeks ago. It began when—”

	Elizabeth stopped to offer Candice some wine. “Would you like some wine?”

	“Sure. That might help.”

	Elizabeth picked up a small bell from the table and rang it. A moment later, Joe came from the kitchen through the door to the dining room. He still wore the white floral dress from earlier. He walked surprisingly well despite the high heels he wore. He walked like he’d been wearing heels for years.

	“Yes, Ma’am,” he said.

	“Candice would like some wine,” said Elizabeth. “Yes, Ma’am.” Joe returned to the kitchen.

	Elizabeth took another sip. “As I was saying, this issue first arose a couple weeks ago when your father admitted to me a desire to cross-dress.” Elizabeth said this so coldly, so matter-of-factly that it sent a shiver down Candice’s spine.

	“He admitted it?” repeated Candice doubtfully.

	“Yes. He came to me in a dress, which I must say shocked me. He sat me down and he told me that he’d always wanted to dress like a woman and he asked me if he could.”

	Candice’s jaw dropped. “He asked you if he could.” “Yes.”

	“My father asked your permission to cross-dress?”

	Elizabeth nodded her head. “Yes. We’ve become quite serious as a couple and I believe he was worried how I would take this. Well, naturally, I told him that if that was what he wanted, then I would support him.”

	“How very enlightened,” said Candice coldly.

	“I mean, what else could I do? I love him and I want him to be happy.”

	“No doubt.” Her words seethed with contempt.

	“So he began to wear women’s clothes around the house. About two days later, I came home to find Josephine dressed in a dress and heels from his father’s closet. He admitted to me that he too wanted to cross-dress.

	Again, I saw no reason to disallow this, so I told him that he could.” “His name is—”

	“Yes, yes, except it’s not,” said Elizabeth dismissively. “After a few days, ‘Joe’ asked if he could be known as ‘Josephine.’ He said it makes him happy. At the same time, your father told me he wishes to be known as ‘Henrietta’.”

	Candice nearly choked on this thought. There was no way she was calling her father Henrietta... ever. Still, could Elizabeth be right?

	Could this really be what happened? Were her father and her brother truly cross-dressers? If they weren’t, what other explanation could there be? But why was Joe asking her for help? She realized she needed to talk to them alone to solve this mystery. She just couldn’t trust what Elizabeth told her.

	As Candice considered all of this, Joe returned with a glass of wine and the open bottle. He set the bottle before Candice and then handed her the glass. In the meantime, Candice’s father appeared as well. He had changed into a little black dress and black spike- heeled mules which made him appear more maid-like, especially with the small, white frilly apron around his waist. He carried a roast, which he set in the middle of the table. It looked fabulous.

	“With your permission, I’ll fetch the vegetables, Ma’am,” he said.

	Elizabeth waved him back to the kitchen with her hand. Then she swirled her wine glass and finished it off.

	“Josephine,” she said, and Joe stepped from the corner to which he had retreated and poured another glass of wine for Elizabeth. She then waved him away as well.

	“I see you have them both trained to act as servants,” said Candice. There was bitterness in her tone.

	Whatever they may be, she didn’t like seeing them treated in such a servile manner.

	Elizabeth smirked. “Oh, I don’t deny this all has some benefits.”

	“I take it they agreed to act like servants too,” said Candice doubtfully.

	“Would they act this way if they hadn’t?”

	Candice considered this and saw no way to refute it or challenge it. Still, all of this flew in the face of everything she knew about her father and brother. Both were very manly, to the point of being sexist. This just didn’t make any sense! Nevertheless, both males happily served the women during the entire dinner, satisfying any request seemingly without hesitation or complaint. Neither gave her a single hint that they were doing this under duress.

	—o—

	“I just don’t get it,” said Candice into the phone. She had called her boyfriend while getting ready for bed. “It was all so weird.”

	“How so?” asked her boyfriend.

	“They were both so... so... servile. It wasn’t normal. It was eerie.” “So you still think something is going on?”

	Candice bit her lip. “I’m sure of it.” “What do you think it is?”

	Candice paused to consider how to answer this. “I’m not sure. They obviously aren’t being forced. There were no threats made. But there must be something. My father and my brother don’t act this way.

	Trust me on that.” She took a deep breath. “It has to be blackmail.” “Blackmail over what?” asked Michael.

	“I don’t know. Maybe she’s threatening to expose them as cross- dressers?”

	“From the sound of it, they already are exposed. Didn’t she tell you they served her party guests in dresses the

	prior week?” “Yeah.”

	“So people already know. You can’t blackmail people with something they already know.”

	Candice sighed. “I guess so. But I can’t think of what else it could even be!”

	Her boyfriend paused before responding. “Have you considered that maybe this Elizabeth is telling the truth?

	Maybe they really do like it? Maybe they really are cross-dressers? Maybe this was their idea?”

	Candice shook her head. “No. I can’t believe that. Something sinister is going on.”

	“What are you going to do then?”

	“For one thing, I’m staying the night so I can get another chance to speak to my brother or my father alone.

	Elizabeth has been really clever about keeping me from doing that, but she can’t keep it up forever. Once I get a chance to talk to them, then I’m sure I’ll know more.”

	“Then what?”

	“Then it depends on what I find out. But I’m not going to rest until I figure this out. And when I find out, Elizabeth better hope she’s not behind any of this. She will regret it if she is.”

	“Well... be careful,” said her boyfriend.

	“Don’t worry. I will be. Sleep tight, baby. I’ll see you tomorrow night.” “Sweet dreams.”

	With that, Candice hung up the phone. She kicked off her slippers and climbed under the covers. A minute or two later, she was fast asleep. She never noticed the tape recorder playing behind some books on her headboard.

	 

	
Chapter Three: “The Next Morning”

	—o—

	Candice awoke refreshed the following morning. Much of the anxiety she felt the prior night seemed to have faded away. She threw on a sweatshirt, shorts and wedges and made her way to breakfast.

	Elizabeth was already at the table reading the newspaper. She wore a pastel sundress. Candice’s father and brother were not there, though the noises from the kitchen told her what they were doing.

	“How did you sleep?” asked Elizabeth.

	“Really well,” said Candice. Surprisingly well, in fact. “Good, I’m glad. Will you join me for breakfast?”

	“Certainly.” Candice sat down at the table. As she did, her brother Joe came out of the kitchen with a glass of orange juice. He wore a light-blue romper and white wedges with cork heels. He had even added a ribbon to his hair. He looked very girlish and rather cute.

	“You seem more calm,” said Elizabeth.

	“I feel more calm,” said Candice. She looked her feminized brother up and down and realized that somehow the sight of her brother in girl’s clothes didn’t bother her as much today. She attributed this to her having seen this already and, therefore, not being as shocked.

	“Orange juice, Ma’am?” he asked.

	Candice smiled and took it. She sipped it. “Hmm! Is this fresh squeezed?”

	“Yes, Ma’am. If you like, I can bring you more.”

	Candice snickered. “A girl could really get used to this.” Then she jokingly added, “I’m good for now.

	You’re dismissed.”

	Joe retreated to the kitchen.

	“I hope you understand now what’s been going on here,” said Elizabeth. “It’s nothing sinister. It’s just what the boys want.”

	Candice shrugged her shoulders. “I suppose.” “I assure you they are quite happy.”

	“They do seem happy,” admitted Candice.

	“I’ll tell you what,” said Elizabeth. “Why don’t you stay another day? Sit out back, get some sun. Enjoy yourself. That way you can see that nothing sinister is going on. Your father and I have an announcement we wanted to make tonight anyways, why don’t you stay for that? Then you can go back in the morning.”

	Candice couldn’t think of anywhere else she needed to be and a day lounging around sounded relaxing. “Sure, why not?” she said.

	—o—

	An hour or so later, Candice lay in a lounger in the backyard. She wore a yellow and white striped bikini. She felt incredibly relaxed as she took in the sun. It was a beautiful day.

	Click click click! came the sound of heels.

	Candice looked up to see her brother coming across the patio to her. He was wearing the same light-blue romper and white cork-heeled wedges he had worn earlier. Again, she marveled at how well he wore these feminine clothes and how well he walked in his high heels. In his hands was a serving tray. On the tray stood a tall glass of ice water.

	“Would you like some ice water, Ma’am?” asked Joe.

	“Certainly. Thank you, Josephine,” said Candice. She took the glass her brother offered her.

	“You’re welcome, Ma’am.”

	“You know, you look really cute in that romper.”

	Joe blushed. “Thank you, Ma’am,” he said. Then he looked over his shoulder. He could see Elizabeth watching from the window. Candice saw this as well and waved. Elizabeth waved back.

	“Can I get you anything else?” asked Joe.

	For an instant, Candice felt a tinge of embarrassment at having her brother serve her. What was it she had said the prior night about them being servile? She couldn’t remember. Either way, the embarrassment passed and she suddenly realized that she did want something.

	“Actually, yes,” she purred. “Do you know how to make a Mojito?” “Uh, no.”

	“Then ask dad. I’m sure he’ll help.”

	Joe looked over his shoulder again. Elizabeth was gone from the window. He scanned the entire back of the house but didn’t see her anywhere. He quickly turned back to Candice.

	“You need to help us!” he said in an urgent whisper.

	She laughed. “I’m sure dad knows how to make a Mojito.”

	“That’s not what I mean. I mean we need your help. It’s Elizabeth. I’m starting to lose control. It’s getting harder to fight it.”

	“Fight what?”

	“I don’t know. I don’t know what it is. But she has us doing this!”

	Candice raised an eyebrow. What was her brother telling her? “What are you fighting, Joe?”

	“This!” said Joe and he waved his hand around. “This? Why this? This is nice.”

	“What do you mean it’s nice?” asked Joe incredulously.

	“Oh come on, Joe. Don’t tell me you don’t see how nice this is? Sitting around, catching some rays. Having cold drinks brought to you whenever you want them. You and dad are so good at playing servants.”

	“But we’re not playing,” insisted Joe. “What do you mean you’re not playing?”

	“This is real. Elizabeth is making us act as servants... for real. It’s not something we want to do.”

	“If that’s true, then why not just stop?” Joe bit his lip. “I don’t know. I can’t.”

	“Sure you can. If you don’t want to do something, you just say no.”

	“I know that, but I can’t say no to her for some reason. I don’t know how she’s doing it. It’s like she’s controlling my mind somehow!”

	Candice chuckled. “Oh Josephine! You’re being silly. Are you saying she’s got some sort of mind control ray? That’s ridiculous.” Joe started to speak, but Candice cut him off. “It’s all right, Josephine. I know you want to act this way. Elizabeth told me all about it and it’s fine by me.”

	Joe’s jaw dropped. He seemed utterly perplexed and had no idea what to say next.

	Candice saw this and smirked. “Don’t worry about it, Josephine. I understand. It must be hard to finally admit this. Look, why don’t you go get me that drink and then you can come back, rub some lotion on my back, and we can talk about it.”

	“Yes, Ma’am.”

	Candice watched her brother totter along in his high heels to fetch her drink. “A girl can definitely get used to this.”

	—o—

	Later that afternoon, Candice called her boyfriend. He was expecting her to return home today and she wanted to let him know that she intended to spend one more night. This was after a short nap. Once again, she failed to notice the tape recorder playing behind her bed as she slept.

	“So you’re not coming home today?” asked her boyfriend.

	“No, I’m staying here another night,” said Candice. “Elizabeth and my father are having some sort announcement and I really want to hear it. Besides, I’ve never felt as relaxed as I do here.”

	“I take it you solved what was going on?” “Going on?”

	“You said there was something sinister going on with your father and your brother.”

	Candice laughed. “Oh, that was nothing. It was an overreaction. It came from Josephine’s crazy imagination.”

	“Josephine?” “Yes, my brother.”

	“You call him ‘Josephine’ now?” asked Michael. “Sure. That’s his name.”

	The line went silent as Michael digested this bit of news. “Did you figure out why they’re cross-dressing then?” he asked.

	“Actually, yes. They want to.” “Really?”

	“Yes, they’re very happy.”

	“And it doesn’t bother you that they’re behaving in such a ‘servile’ manner? I believe you called it ‘eerie.’”

	Candice laughed again. “Did I? No, it doesn’t bother me. That’s just who they are. It’s really very natural for them.” She giggled. “And let me tell you, it’s actually kind of nice too.”

	“What is?”

	“Letting someone else do things for you sometime.”

	Michael went silent again. “Are you sure everything’s all right?” “Sure. Why do you ask?”

	“You just seem— different. Before, you were concerned about all of this and now you’re acting like it’s totally normal. That’s just kind of a quick change, a pretty significant change.”

	“Oh Michael. Don’t worry. I was just overreacting. Josephine had me paranoid, but I’ve talked to Elizabeth and I’ve talked to my dad and my brother and everything is all right. It’s no big deal. Really.” She smiled. An idea occurred to her. “I’ll tell you what. Why don’t you come up and spend the night? Then you can see that there’s nothing strange going on here.”

	Michael reluctantly agreed.

	Candice hung up the phone. Then she stretched. As she did, she accidentally knocked her pillow off the bed, exposing the tape recorder.

	“What is that?” asked Candice.

	 

	
Chapter Four: “A Taste of Your Own Medicine”

	—o—

	“What am I doing here?” asked Elizabeth as she woke up. She looked around and realized that she was sitting in the living room. Candice stood before her with her arms folded. There was a smug look upon her face.

	“You’re having a very bad day,” said Candice.

	Elizabeth now noticed that she wore a French maid costume. What’s more, she didn’t seem able to move for some reason. “Candice, what is going on?” she asked nervously.

	“What’s going on is that I discovered your tape recorder.” Elizabeth swallowed hard.

	“And then I discovered why you’ve kept me out of the study. It’s amazing how easy your equipment was to use,” said Candice.

	“That— uh, whatever you’re thinking, you’ve made a mistake.”

	Candice laughed. “Have I really?” “It’s not what you think, Candice.”

	“You can drop the act, Elizabeth. I read the scripts you prepared. You’re the reason my father and brother have become cross- dressers. You’re the one who made them obey you. You’ve been working on me to make me think nothing about this is strange.

	You’ve even been working on me to make me obey you.” “That’s right, Candice, obey me! ”

	Candice snickered cynically. “Nice try. But while I was programming you, I was deprogramming myself, so that’s not going to work. You can’t order my father or brother around anymore either.”

	“What do you mean you were programming me?”

	Candice fluffed up the puffy sleeve on Elizabeth’s maid uniform. “See, I got to thinking: what was the appropriate punishment for what you did? Should I call the police? Should I tell my dad and brother and let them take care of you? Well, those sounded fine, but they weren’t quite satisfying enough. Then it hit me. Maybe I should give you a taste of your own medicine!”

	“What does that mean?!” demanded Elizabeth nervously.

	“I’m glad you asked. What could be a better fate, I thought, for someone trying to turn my father and brother into feminized slaves than turning her into the very thing she was trying to create? So I put together a program which is going to make you obey my father and brother no matter what they ask. You will be unable to disobey them in any way. You will not be able to leave. You will not be able to seek help. Nor will you remember anything about hypnosis or that you ever had the ability to do this.”

	“You can’t!” she gasped.

	“I already have. You’ve been listening to the tape for two days. All I have to do now is say the magic word and you’ll become this new Elizabeth, this servile, submissive Elizabeth... one I like considerably better, mind you.”

	“Candice, please don’t do this! Can’t we work something out?”

	Candice ignored her. “I’ve also reprogrammed my father and brother to be tough bosses too. They’re going to demand lots from you and they’re really going to like ordering you around.”

	Elizabeth now noticed that they sat on the couch. Both were asleep. Both were still dressed as women.

	“They’re still feminized,” she noted.

	Candice shrugged her shoulders. “Sure, why not. I figured that would bother you even more, having to serve two men who were almost your slaves.”

	Elizabeth ground her teeth. Candice had guessed right. The idea of having to serve these two men who had come so close to being her feminized slaves would be a nightmare, and seeing them still as women would remind her of how close she had come to victory.

	Candice looked at her watch. “I guess that’s all I have to say.” “Wait, Candice—”

	“Except for maybe one thing... turnabout. ’

	Elizabeth’s angry expression melted away. “Is there anything I can do to serve, you, Ma’am?” she asked sweetly.

	Candice laughed. “Yes, yes there is.”

	
Controlled By His Roommate

	—o—

	Dave came from the shower rubbing his hair with a towel. He had another towel wrapped around his waist.

	On his feet were athletic shower shoes. He wasn’t an athlete, but he thought they looked cool. His roommate Katie and her friend Debbie sat on the couch in the living room. Katie rolled her eyes when she saw what Dave was wearing... or wasn’t wearing.

	“Will you please put on some clothing?” asked Katie.

	“I’m covered,” said Dave dismissively. “Hey, are you going to use the television?”

	Katie glared at her roommate. “No.” “Oh good. Then I’m going to use it.”

	“Can you at least clean up around here first?” asked Katie.

	Dave looked around at the veneer of “stuff” he had left scattered around the apartment. Without that, the apartment would actually be quite clean, though that was owing to Katie’s efforts, not his. “Yeah, I’ll clean up a bit after I watch television,” he said unconvincingly.

	Katie slipped her feet into her wedges and stood up. She smoothed her knee-length skirt and walked across the apartment to get her purse. “Debbie and I are going downstairs to get some coffee. Why don’t you clean while we’re gone?”

	Dave ignored her. “I’m serious, Dave.”

	“Yeah, yeah. Do you know what we need?” he asked. “What?”

	“We need a maid.”

	Katie rolled her eyes. “So you can be even lazier?” Then an evil grin appeared on her face. “You know we have one, right?”

	Dave raised an eyebrow. “We have what?” “We have a maid.”

	“Since when? How come I’ve never seen this maid?” Katie snickered. “Would you like to see our maid?” “Sure.”

	“All right.” She looked at her friend, who had now grabbed her own purse. “Are you ready?” Debbie nodded her head. Katie then turned back to Dave. “Enjoy cleaning,” she said and she giggled.

	With that, Katie and Debbie walked out of the apartment, leaving Dave standing there confused. His confusion was only just beginning, however. As Dave looked toward the couch, thinking he would sit down and watch television, he suddenly found himself going in the other direction, toward the bedrooms. What’s more, he wasn’t headed toward his own bedroom; he was headed toward Katie’s!

	“What’s going on?” he tried to say, but found he couldn’t speak.

	He literally had no control over his body. And yet, his body was moving. It was doing things. How could that be? It was doing things he didn’t tell it to do and things he didn’t want it to do! This should have been impossible, wasn’t it?

	“Am I going crazy?”

	Dave walked straight into Katie’s bedroom and stripped off the towels. Then he went to her chest of drawers and opened the very bottom drawer. How was he doing this when he wasn’t doing it consciously? How could his body move without him controlling it and why had he come here?

	When Dave opened to drawer, he saw several neatly folded items of feminine clothing. One by one, he pulled them out. First came a pair of black lace panties. Then came a pair of silky tan stockings. A black lace garterbelt followed and a black corset. He set those on Katie’s bed.

	“Why am I taking out her lingerie?” he wondered. He wasn’t sure.

	Then it hit him. This had to be a dream. In fact, he’d had it before. He’d had it many times before. Each time, he’d come into Katie’s room and slipped into her clothes and then usually cleaned the apartment as Katie ordered him around. Dave really enjoyed this dream. Not only was he a little turned on by cross-dressing and female domination, but he thought Katie was gorgeous.

	He snickered to himself and decided to enjoy this dream.

	Dave marched over to the closet and opened it. He went straight to the far end of the closet, from which he pulled out a decorative black maid dress – it looked like one of those sexy maid costumes you sometimes saw at Halloween. He laid that on the bed as well before returning to the closet to grab a pair of very high high-heeled sandals. He shuddered with excitement at the idea that he was holding women’s shoes... Katie’s shoes.

	“I wish this was real!” he told himself.

	Dave picked up the panties and slipped them up his legs and over his manhood. As he did, his soft member began to fill like a balloon in the panties until it was fully erect. His body burned with shame but also joy. This was so exciting to him. Dave tried to reach for his manhood to stroke it, but he couldn’t control his arms or any other part of him.

	“That’s not fair!” he thought. “It’s my dream. I should be able to stroke myself.”

	He couldn’t though.

	Dave now walked over to Katie’s makeup table and started gathering various items. He popped open a small red vial of nail polish and started working on his toenails. His fingernails followed. The smell of the polish filled his nostrils. He loved that smell and the look of his nails becoming red turned him on.

	When his nails were dry, Dave’s body turned his attention to his face. He applied a foundation and then blush. Then he worked on his eyes with an eyeliner and eye shadow. When he was done, they looked rather feminine. He then did his lips.

	“I wonder if I could repeat that in real life?” he asked himself.

	He had no answer as he’d never tried. He did remember one dream though where Katie gave him extensive instruction in applying makeup. He just couldn’t remember what she told him, not that instructions in a dream would be useful in real life in any event.

	Dave finally rose and returned to the bed. He picked up the stockings and rolled them up into balls. Then he sat down and he slipped his right foot into the first stocking and slowly unrolled it as he pulled it up his legs. It felt so silky and soft it made his erection tingle. Then he saw his red-painted toenails visible through the thin silky material. That was exciting.

	His manhood throbbed.

	With the stockings in place, Dave placed the garterbelt around his waist and he attached its garters to the stockings. Then he picked up the corset and pulled it around his torso. It closed in the front, so he was able to close it. It was tight though. Then he sat down on the bed again and slipped his feet into the high heels. He was stunned that they fit. He was even more stunned when he stood up and walked around the room in them like a pro. He had worn heels before sometimes, but didn’t walk in them well. But then this was a dream after all.

	Finally, he pulled on the black dress... the uniform really.

	Dave checked himself in the mirror. He looked incredibly feminine. He looked like the perfect girly maid.

	He was stunned. It shocking that he could look so feminine. He loved this dream.

	“If only I could touch myself!”

	A moment later, Dave left Katie’s room and went to the living room. “Now what? Of course, time to clean!” he giggled.

	When he reached the living room, he gathered up all of the possessions he had scattered around the room. He picked up a shirt he had dropped behind the couch, a can of soda he had left on the coffee table, magazines, papers, a pair of socks and a dozen other things. He took each of these to his room and set them in their place. The living room instantly looked much better. As he worked, he swung his hips and pranced around. He was enjoying himself very much.

	He then returned to the kitchen, where he grabbed a feather duster. “This is always sexy,” he told himself.

	As he passed the front door, however, he heard someone jam the key into the lock. KATIE!! For a moment, his instincts kicked in and he tried to turn and race to the bedroom to remove this humiliating costume, but it didn’t work. His body still wouldn’t respond. Instead, he watched helplessly as he came to a stop right before the door and turned to face it.

	Click!

	The lock opened. The doorknob turned. His tension grew! The door opened.

	“Wait a minute! This is a dream,” Dave reminded himself. “This could be fun!”

	Katie and Debbie walked through the door and stared right at him. “Oh good, you’re working,” said Katie calmly.

	Dave automatically performed a perfect curtsey by grabbing the hem of his dress, bending his knees, slipping one foot behind himself, and dipping down. He even bowed his head as he pulled his dress to each side. “She knew this would happen?!” he asked himself.

	“You may rise,” said Katie. Dave rose.

	“Keep working,” she said and she waved him along with her hand. Dave felt a tinge of humiliation at being dismissed like this by beautiful Katie, but that humiliation actually excited him. He really wished he could stroke himself.

	As Dave fluttered around dusting, Katie and Debbie sat down. “That’s really incredible,” said Debbie as she watched him work.

	“You’d be surprised how easy it was. Once I got him hypnotized, the rest almost happened by itself,” said Katie with a snicker.

	“Hypnotized?” thought Dave. “Why would she say that?” Indeed, this word struck Dave as very strange.

	Could it be that this wasn’t a dream? Admittedly, it didn’t feel like a normal dream. Was it possible this was something else? Could he possibly be hypnotized? Dave listened intently as he dusted the bookshelf.

	“It’s genius too. Making him into your maid!” said Debbie.

	Katie shrugged her shoulders. “It made sense. He makes such a mess around the apartment and he never wants to help keep the place clean, so I saw this as the perfect way to fix the problem. Now, once a week or so, I say the magic words and the maid visits and he cleans everything up.”

	“She really hypnotized me?! And she’s done this before?” Dave was shocked.

	Debbie giggled. “I love the uniform.”

	Katie blushed. “Me too. I figured, why not? If I’m going to have a maid, then he should look the part, right?

	Besides, he looks cute tottering around in his high heels and his little dress.”

	“And he doesn’t know he’s doing it?” asked Debbie.

	Katie shook her head. “I always make him forget when he’s done. Not that he could do anything about it anyways. I just think it’s simpler.”

	It suddenly dawned on Dave that, in a truly bizarre way, this could be the opportunity of a lifetime! If she wanted him to be her French maid, he would do it happily. She didn’t need to hypnotize him and she certainly didn’t need to make him forget!

	“I’ve got to remember,” he told himself.

	“I’ve always heard that you can’t hypnotize someone to do something they don’t already want to do,” said Debbie. “Do you think that means he secretly wants to do this?”

	Debbie laughed. “Wouldn’t that be something? In truth though, I think it’s a myth that you can’t hypnotize people to do things they don’t want to do. I think you can make them do pretty much anything.”

	“Why do you think that?”

	Katie snickered. “Here, I’ll show you,” said Katie.

	She ordered Dave to come stand before them. Dave tried to resist, but his resistance was futile. He walked over to her and Debbie and curtseyed.

	“Lower your panties to your knees,” commanded Katie.

	Dave blushed. Had this been a dream, this would have been exciting. But thinking that this could be reality now, he suddenly felt embarrassed. He couldn’t resist either way though. Indeed, he reached down, raised his skirt and lowered his panties to his knees. His manhood popped out straight and hard beneath his short dress and he felt a cool breeze tickle his rear.

	“Now bend over and grab your knees,” said Katie.

	She picked up her shoe, which was sitting next to the couch, and stood up. Then she walked behind Dave and she pushed his dress up onto his rear, exposing his naked butt cheeks.

	“When I strike you, I want you to giggle and ask me for more. Do you understand?”

	“Yes, Ma’am,” said Dave.

	Katie took a firm grip on her shoe. She raised it into the air and then brought it down hard against Dave’s rear.

	CRAAACK!!!!

	“Ooouch!” thought Dave. “That really hurt!” But again, he couldn’t say what he wanted. Instead, he giggled like a school girl and he said, “Thank you, Ma’am, may I have another?” Dave seemed to get even harder.

	Apparently, this was exciting whether it was a dream or not. “Certainly, dear,” said Katie.

	Again, she raised the shoe into the air and brought it down fast and hard against his rear. Dave couldn’t believe how exciting this was, even though he had never had a fantasy like this before.

	CRAAACK!!!!

	“Thank you, Ma’am, may I have another?” giggled Dave.

	“See? I doubt very much that this is something Dave would want.”

	“I don’t know,” countered Debbie. She lifted the front of his skirt. “He seems to be quite hard. I would take that as meaning he likes it.”

	“Could be, I guess.”

	“Are you sure he won’t remember this?” asked Debbie. “He never has before.”

	“Before?!” gasped Dave. “How many times has she done this?” Debbie giggled and ran her fingers over his butt. “He is really cute.” Katie now giggled too. “He is.”

	“Can I use the shoe?”

	Katie smirked and handed her friend the shoe. Debbie raised it up in the air and brought it down twice more.

	CRAAACK!!!!

	CRAAACK!!!!

	Again, Dave giggled like a school girl and then asked for more. “That’s actually kind of fun,” said Debbie.

	“And he’s really hard.”

	“If you do it right, he’ll actually, um... you know.” Debbie turned bright red. “Will he?”

	Katie nodded her head.

	Both women giggled. Dave blushed deeply. He could only imagine how she knew that! He wished he could remember it.

	“Well, we should probably let him return to being himself again,” said Katie.

	She turned to Dave. Dave tried desperately to tell her to let him remember what had happened. He wanted so badly to tell her that he would do this voluntarily if only she would let him. He couldn’t though.

	“Go to my bedroom and change back into your own clothes,” said Katie.

	Dave curtseyed and headed to the bedroom. As he left, he heard Katie sigh and tell Debbie, “It’s too bad we can’t do this without the hypnosis.”

	“Yes, we can!” he tried to scream. He said nothing though.

	Dave returned to Katie’s bedroom. Once there, he found himself stripping off all the clothes, the makeup and the nail polish once more. As he did, he kept telling himself that he was going to remember what had happened.

	“I’m going to remember! ” “I’m going to remember! ” “I’m going to remember! ”

	A few minutes later, Dave turned the page on his magazine. He was lying on his bed. Then he heard a noise in the living room.

	“Katie must be back,” he told himself.

	He scratched his head. It seemed there was something he wanted to remember, but he wasn’t sure what it was.

	“Oh well. It will come to me.” 

	
The ‘Disappearance’ of Alpha Mu 

	 

	Chapter One: “The Committee Hearing”

	—o—

	It was the biggest mystery ever to hit Green Hill College. Everyone wanted to know what happened. They needed to know what happened. They needed to know why it had happened and if it could happen again... perhaps to them. The lecture hall that had been converted to a hearing room was packed with over two hundred observers, most of them students. There was tremendous energy in the air.

	At the front of the hall stood a long wooden table where the lectern normally would be. Six school administrators sat behind the table facing the audience. This was the College Advisory Committee, which had been assigned the task of learning what had happened. In the middle sat an older gentleman with gray hair and a blue and red- striped bow tie – the school colors. This was the Chairman of the Committee.

	Bang! Bang!

	The Chairman slammed his gavel against the table. “Come to order. Come to order,” he called out.

	The packed hall barely responded.

	Bang! Bang!

	The buzzing of eager voices continued. The room pulsed with excitement.

	Bang! Bang!

	“Come to order. Come to order, now!”

	Bang! Bang! Bang! Bang!

	Slowly, the room grew silent as more people noticed the Chairman and stopped speaking. Soon, they took their seats and awaited the beginning of the proceeding. Everyone was excited and tense.

	“On behalf of the College Advisory Committee, I call this meeting to order,” said the Chairman from behind his bow tie. “We are here to investigate and take evidence into what is being called the ‘disappearance’ of Alpha Mu, a campus fraternity. The witnesses having been sworn, the Committee calls William Younger, the Chapter President of Alpha Mu to come forward and testify.”

	The Chairman set down his gavel and picked up a notepad. The other five members of the committee picked up notepads as well. Then they, and everyone else, turned their attention to the double doors in the back of the hall.

	The door opened a moment later. William Younger appeared.

	The crowd became alive with whispers as William made his way down the long, shallow stairs that led from the back of the room to the small table set up directly before the Committee. Younger reached the table, swept his hand beneath his rear and sat down, crossing his legs at the knees. He shook his foot nervously before glancing over both shoulders at the hundreds of people assembled behind him.

	“Thank you for coming, Mr. Younger,” said the Chairman.

	“Thank you for having me, Mr. Chairman,” replied William. If he was nervous, he didn’t show it.

	“We’re here to investigate what happened to your fraternity.” “Yes, sir.”

	“To do that, I’m going to let Dean of Students Milistrode Werner ask you some questions. Please remember that you are sworn to tell the truth. Milistrode, you may proceed.”

	At this point, the Committee member at the end of the table, Milistrode Werner, cleared her throat and lobbed the first question at Younger. Milistrode wasn’t as old as her name or title might suggest. She was perhaps in her forties and had jet black hair which matched the sharp black pantsuit and sharp black stilettos she wore. Some would say it matched her manner as well.

	“Thank you, Mr. Chairman,” she said coldly. “Now, you are indeed William Younger, are you not?”

	“Yes, Ma’am.”

	“And you claim you were the President of Alpha Mu?” “Chapter President, yes, Ma’am.”

	“Can you prove that this is who you are?”

	The room temporarily buzzed both at the harsh tone of Werner’s questions and in curiosity at the upcoming answer. Indeed, that particular question had been raised in many quarters.

	“Mr. Younger has presented documentary evidence on that point,” said the Chairman.

	“I have not seen it, and I wish to avoid the possibility of a hoax.” “It’s no hoax, Milistrode. I can assure you that.”

	Werner stared at the Chairman for a moment and then decided to move forward without forcing the issue.

	“Very well, I will assume that you are who you say you are based on the assurance of the good Chairman. Now you say you were the Chapter President at the time of the so-called ‘disappearance’?”

	“Yes, Ma’am.”

	“Alpha Mu didn’t really disappear though, did they? Calling it a disappearance is a bit of a misnomer.”

	“That is correct, Ma’am.”

	“It more... changed. Isn’t that correct?”

	Younger put his hand to his ear and nervously toyed with his dangly silver earring. “Yes, Ma’am.”

	“And you claim the change was unwanted.” “Yes, Ma’am.”

	“I see,” said Werner and she nodded her head. She seemed to be choosing her questions carefully at the moment. “Alpha Mu. Hmm. Alpha Mu is known around campus as ‘Alpha Macho,’ is it not?”

	Younger blushed. “It was.”

	“Yes, ‘ was.’ Indeed, that would definitely not be the case today,” said Werner with a suppressed snicker that made Younger visibly squirm. “Can you tell us why it was known as Alpha Macho?”

	“I believe because of the type of members we favored.” “Those being?”

	“Athletes. Members who engaged in masculine hobbies—”

	“Macho types,” sneered Werner.

	Younger picked up the water glass before him and sipped from it. Then he placed it back on the table, leaving a lipstick print on the rim of the glass. “I suppose so, Ma’am.”

	“There’s really no ‘suppose’ about it. Alpha Macho members were accused of harassment by coeds at twice the rate of other fraternities, were they not? Nevermind, I’ll answer that for you. They were. I have the statistics here.” She jabbed her long, sharp red nail into a stack of papers.

	“Is there a question atop that soapbox, Milistrode?” asked the Chairman.

	Werner glared at the Chairman before returning her focus to Younger. “All right, young man. Why don’t you tell us how it all began? How is it that Alpha Mu came to ‘disappear’?”

	Younger nodded his head and took a deep breath. “As the Committee knows, most fraternities and most sororities put their pledges through a series of tests or challenges—”

	“You mean hazing,” said Werner coldly.

	Younger ignored her. “One of the challenges Alpha Mu employed was to require its pledges to acquire a pair of underwear from a member of one of the campus sororities.”

	“In other words, a panty raid,” scoffed Werner.

	“A time honored tradition. A harmless tradition, mind you,” interjected the Chairman.

	Werner rolled her eyes.

	“Yes, sir,” said Younger. “Two pledges were sent on a panty raid. Their names were Ash Alvarez and Henry Booker. Both were

	freshmen pledges to Alpha Mu. The sorority where they were sent was Delta Lambda Delta.”

	“What instructions were they given?” asked Werner. “To acquire one pair of panties each by any means.” “And what does that mean, ‘by any means’?”

	“In this case, it means just that,” said Younger. “They could negotiate for them, beg for them, bribe a sorority member for them, or steal them if they had the opportunity. Most likely, this would entail them meeting a sorority member at a dance, getting invited back to the sorority and then stealing a pair from their laundry room. I am aware of pledges who have used each of those methods. Either way, we did not know how they intended to complete this mission.”

	“Did they complete this... ‘mission’?” “Not precisely.”

	“Explain that,” snapped Werner.

	“Apparently, the two young men decided to go to the sorority and ask for the panties directly. When they did this, they later told us, they were surprised to find themselves invited inside. Inside, they were taken to a parlor or sitting room and told to wait on the couch as the girls discussed how to handle their request.”

	“When you say ‘girls,’ you mean ‘young women,” snarled Werner. “Yes, Ma’am.”

	Younger took another sip of the water before him, adding to the lipstick print.

	He continued: “After a few minutes, several young women came to the parlor and began sitting down, effectively surrounding the two

	young men. Then the leaders of the sorority came and stood before them. They said

	that Alvarez and Booker could take the panties if they would agree first to listen to some music prepared by a member of the sorority. Delighted that they would complete their mission so easily, Alvarez and Booker agreed.”

	“So they did complete their ‘mission,’ as you call it?” asked the Chairman.

	“No, sir,” said Younger. “All right. Continue.”

	“Both Alvarez and Booker remember the young women slipping headphones on their ears, but they say they don’t remember anything in particular after that. They recall the discussion continuing. They recall returning to the Alpha Mu house. But they recall nothing else up to that point, and they did not bring the panties.”

	“So they failed.”

	“Well, not entirely. What they did remember of the evening was a promise by the sorority sisters that they would come by the Alpha Mu house with the panties the following night.”

	“That seems surprising,” said the Chairman.

	Younger ran his fingers with their sharp red nails through his long, curly blonde hair. “Yes, sir. I’m not sure anyone truly believed them as their tale sounded rather fantastic, but I must admit to a definite fascination with whether or not they would actually show up. It seemed that everyone was curious, to say the least.”

	“Did they show up?” asked Werner.

	“They did. The following night. There came a knock on the door. One of the pledges answered it. He immediately reported back that a group of young women was at the door. I and several others went to see for ourselves. Sure enough, standing on our porch and extending down the walkway were two dozen young women, all dressed in short dresses and wedges.”

	“Do you normally recognize when women wear wedges?” “I’m sorry? I don’t understand.”

	“Do you have a shoe fetish, Mr. Younger?” asked Werner snidely. “I don’t know many men who would have observed that a group of women wore wedges.” Werner seemed to snicker.

	Younger blushed. “I didn’t notice things like that before, Ma’am.” “You do now though,” she said.

	“Yes.”

	“Were they pretty wedges? Did you like them?” asked Werner mockingly.

	“Let’s move along, Milistrode,” interjected the Chairman.

	“Very well,” said Werner. “Tell us what happened next when this group of women in wedges arrived.”

	Younger ignored her comment. “The first to speak was Emily Brooks, the Chapter President of Delta Lambda Delta.”

	“Hello William,” she said.

	“Hello, Emily,” I replied. “What can I do for you?”

	Emily held out a box. She smiled broadly. “We have a delivery for you.”

	I realized right away that this had to be the panties they had promised our pledges. I was truly stunned she had shown up. “Do you really?” I said and I held out my hand to take it.

	“Tut tut tut,” she said and she kept the box out of my reach. “First, we need to talk. We have conditions. May we come in? Or should we take our little gift home again?”

	“Come in, of course.”

	As I stepped aside, each of these gorgeous women walked past me into the house. Each smiled at me. It was very exciting. From our foyer, they walked directly to the community room as if they knew exactly where to go. The community room is the largest room in the house. It’s like a giant living room, and that was where most of the members of our fraternity were already gathered waiting to see if these women would actually show up. You could feel the excitement from our members as these young women made their way there.

	Interestingly, I only felt a sense of smugness coming from the girls, but it was hard to tell why.

	“So what are these conditions?” I asked when we were all in the room.

	Emily held up the box. It was about the size of a shoebox for boots, maybe twice the size of a normal shoebox, and it was wrapped in a silver ribbon and a red bow. “In this box we have something that two of your pledges asked us to provide. We’re willing to give them to you. But first, we have a piece of music that we want each of you to listen to. We want your honest opinions,” said Emily coyly.

	This struck me as odd. I mean, the idea that a group of twenty or so gorgeous women would show up at our house ready to offer us panties was incredible... thrilling. And when she said

	conditions, I sort of expected something related to them giving us panties. Maybe some sort of contest or something. To ask us to

	listen to a piece of music was the last thing I expected. I couldn’t see any harm in it though, so I agreed.

	“All right. We agree,” I said. Normally, I would consult the other brothers, but they were all already bobbing their heads. Besides, I wasn’t going to let this opportunity get away.

	Emily walked over to the stereo and popped a disc into the player. “I hope you’ll like this,” she said.

	Then she giggled.

	“I know we will, at least.”

	After that, everything gets hazy. In fact, I have no memory of anything after that until I realized that I was sitting on the couch with a small package of pink tissue paper wrapped in a ribbon on my lap. As I looked around, I saw that all the other members were sitting as well and each had a similar package on his lap. The young women were all standing.

	“What— what happened?” I asked.

	“You were about to open your gift,” said Emily. “Was I?”

	“Yes.”

	“Oh, that’s right,” I thought, though I couldn’t quite remember being given the gift or anything about it really. It all seemed so hazy to me. Still, I picked up the package off my lap and pulled the ribbon off the edge. Then I folded back the pink paper, revealing a pair of red satin panties. I was confused. We had expected to be given a single pair of panties, like a trophy. Why was I getting a pair personally?

	“What do I do with these?” I asked.

	“Put them on,” she said.

	When she first said this, it immediately struck me as ridiculous. I mean, a boy wearing panties? Why would I ever do that? I told myself I should stand up and throw them at her and tell her to get out of our house in very clear terms.

	But then... I don’t know.

	I guess, I understood... I’m not sure.

	All know is that I jumped up, unbuckled my pants, and stripped them from my body. Then I yanked down my briefs. I couldn’t wait to put the panties on, so I stepped into them as quickly as I could and I pulled them up my legs. They felt so natural, so right.

	“You should all put on your panties,” said Emily.

	Suddenly, all the other brothers followed my lead. A moment later, we were all standing around wearing identical red satin panties. It was perfect! We were all so happy.

	“You were happy?” asked the Chairman uncomfortably. “Yes, sir. They were gorgeous panties,” replied Younger.

	The Chairman scratched his gray hair. “Panties are for women. You do understand that, right?”

	“Oh, yes, sir.”

	“They are not for men, correct?”

	Younger snickered. “No, sir, definitely not.”

	“Then do you think you should be wearing panties?”

	Younger cocked his head to one side and again fumbled with his dangly earring. “I’m not sure I understand the question,” he said.

	“Mr. Younger,” interjected Werner. “When you stripped down to slip into these panties, did you strip the lower half of your body naked or did you retain some form of cover?”

	“I stripped myself naked.”

	“So your penis was exposed.”

	“Yes, Ma’am. That thing was exposed.”

	The crowd shot nervous glances at each other and a humming noise of whispers began.

	Bang! Bang!

	“Come to order. Come to order,” called the Chairman. “Was it hard?” asked Werner.

	“Was what hard?” asked Younger.

	“Were you hard when you slipped into the panties? Was your penis erect?”

	Younger blushed. “Yes, Ma’am.”

	“So the idea of wearing panties excited you.” “Oh yes, Ma’am. They were so pretty.”

	Werner chuckled but asked no question. She let the silence do its work. And silence it was. The crowd watched him in complete stunned silence. For the first time, Younger felt a little nervous under all this attention and he popped his high-heeled pump off his foot and shook it as it dangled from his toes.

	“All right, let’s take a break,” said the Chairman finally.

	 

	
Chapter Two: “Getting Closer To An Answer”

	—o—

	The Chairman of the College Advisory Committee slammed his gavel against the table once more. It could barely be heard against the cacophony of shocked voices that filled the hall during the break.

	Bang! Bang!

	“Order in the hall! Come to order,” called out the Chairman.

	Bang! Bang! “Come to order.” Bang! Bang! “Come to order!”

	Slowly, the hall grew quiet once more.

	“All right. The break is over. We will now return to questioning the witness. You may continue, Milistrode,”

	said the Chairman.

	“So you all found yourselves wearing panties, is that correct Mr. Younger?” she asked.

	“Yes, Ma’am.”

	“Did you find that unusual?” “No, Ma’am.”

	“Did it bother you?”

	Younger seemed confused. “Bother me? No, Ma’am. Why would it?” “Did it seem to bother any of the others?”

	“No, Ma’am.”

	Milistrode seemed to smirk. “How long did you wear these panties?”

	“I’m not sure how to answer that question exactly. I mean, I wore them that day. Then I washed them and I wore them the next day as well. After that, I swapped them out for other pairs depending on the day. I can’t say how long I’ve worn them in total though.”

	“So you kept wearing panties after this?”

	Younger nodded his head, causing his dangling earrings to jingle. “Yes, Ma’am.”

	“Did you always wear panties after that?” “Yes, Ma’am.”

	“Did you ever wear panties before that?” Younger shook his head.

	“You say you swapped out panties. Were did the other panties come from?” asked Werner.

	“I’m not sure. They just seemed to be there.”

	“Tell us what happened next. Did anyone complain or raise an objection?”

	Younger tapped his chin with his long, red nail as he contemplated his answer. “Again, that’s hard to say.

	From time to time, one of our members might make some sort of objection, but it was always gibberish, if you catch my meaning. It was like complaining that the sky is blue. ‘You’re all wearing panties!’ ‘Of course, we are. Why does this bother you?’ Then they would think about it for a moment or two and they would see reason and they would drop their objections.”

	Milistrode Werner snickered. “Did you see the young women of Delta Lambda Delta again?”

	“Oh yes. They started coming over almost every night. In fact, it might have been every night. I struggle a bit to remember exact details when it comes to them sometimes.”

	“They came over every night?” asked Werner. “Yes, Ma’am... I think so.”

	“What did they want?”

	Younger smiled. “Oh, they wanted our help critiquing their music. Apparently, one of their members was a serious musician and they wanted us to listen to what she wrote and to share our opinions of it.”

	“And did you give your opinions?” Younger nodded his head.

	“And what did you think of their music?” asked Werner.

	Younger opened his mouth to respond, but then bit his lip. He looked confused. “That’s strange.” He furrowed his brow and seemed to think very hard on the matter. “I can’t remember any of it,” he finally admitted.

	Werner made some notes. “Was that all the young women wanted?” “No, Ma’am. They came to help us too.”

	“Help you how?”

	Younger’s face lit up. “With our fashion sense! And boy did we need it! We have very old and outdated fashion senses. But they would come over and bring us into the modern era. One night, it was skirts. Another night it was dresses. I think we took a week dealing with

	shoes. A lot of the brothers struggled in the heels at first, but they got used to them fairly quickly. We had a lingerie party too.”

	“A lingerie party?” said Werner with considerably surprise. She almost spat out the words as the audience gasped. Milistrode collected herself. “Tell us about that. What happened?”

	It was a Friday night. Most of the boys were wearing their best dresses and their highest heels because we were all dying to go out and the girls said they might let us so long as we were ready when they came over. Up to that point, they hadn’t given us permission to leave the house.

	“Hello Miss Emily,” I said when Emily appeared at our door. Several other young women stood behind her on the walkway. I curtseyed, which is only polite. For some reason, she always giggled. I’m not sure why.

	“Hello Wilma,” she said.

	That was the nickname she had given me. In fact, they had given all the boys nicknames. It was very cute. We were becoming such good friends and this was a nice way to show it.

	“Please come in, Ma’am,” I said.

	She smiled and came in. The others followed. They were all so happy, they were giggling like school girls.

	“We’re all anxious to ask,” I said, “can we finally go out tonight?” “Not tonight, dear.”

	I must have looked pretty disappointed. I’m sure I did as I was rather upset. The other boys were too. We had really wanted to go out.

	Miss Emily must have noticed too because she put her hand on my shoulder to comfort me.

	“We have something better!” she said.

	I immediately felt better.

	“Now sit around in a circle on the floor, girls,” she said.

	Miss Emily and two other young women sat down on the main couch. The other young women sat in the other chairs. Each of us boys then got down on the floor in a large semi-circle before the main couch with Miss Emily sitting at the center of the semi-circle. We sat on our knees with our hands on our laps and our rears on our ankles. Everyone was very excited.

	“We have something really special for you today,” said Miss Emily.

	As she spoke, the young women to her left picked up a flat package and opened it. Inside, packed in tissue paper, was the most beautiful bit of lingerie I have ever seen. It was a black teddie with white accents and lace trim. The bodice was a corset.

	“We’re going to do a lingerie party!” announced this other young woman.

	All the boys squealed with delight.

	“Who wants to wear this one?” she asked.

	Every hand in the room shot up. I was lucky enough that she picked me. I immediately kicked off my pumps and stood up to remove my dress. My friend Carl stood up with me to help unzip my dress.

	“Oh you lucky, girl!” he gushed. “I am so jealous!”

	I’m sure he was too. I would have felt just as jealous if he had been chosen.

	In any event, I stripped myself naked. Unfortunately, that thing between my legs was so hard. It was awful! But at least no one mentioned it, though the young women did giggle. I took the lingerie and stepped into it. I pulled it up into place. Then Carl and another boy pulled the laces as tightly as they could in the back. I could

	barely breathe, but it was so worth it. I spun around for all the boys to see me. They all cheered. I felt amazingly proud.

	“You look pretty, Wilma,” said Miss Emily.

	I blushed. Then I moved to slip my feet back into my heels, but Miss Emily stopped me.

	“Hold on, dear. When everyone is changed, you’re all going to paint each other’s nails. Then you’ll give each other facials. It will be a real sleepover tonight!”

	All the boys squealed with delight. I was so excited.

	“I, uh, think that’s enough of that story,” said the Chairman uncomfortably. Clearly, the testimony was not what the Chairman wanted to hear from Younger. He seemed rather embarrassed. “Let’s refocus.”

	“Yes, sir,” said Younger and he flipped his long, blonde hair back and let his pump dangle from his toes as he thought about that magical night. He seemed very content as he played with one of his curls with his fingertip, wrapping the hair around his long, red nail.

	“Was this the end of your encounters with Delta Lambda Delta?” “Well, no sir. They came over and taught us many things.”

	“I don’t think we need all the detail. What I do want to know, though, is how did you end up, uh, going to the homecoming dance?” asked the Chairman.

	“We were asked to go.” “Tell us about that.”

	Younger nodded his head and began:

	It all started the night of the dance, actually. Miss Emily and the other young women had brought us dresses for the dance in these elaborate dress boxes, though no one had asked us to go, so we weren’t sure why they thought we would need the dresses. Don’t get me wrong, we were thrilled to have them. I mean, who couldn’t use a beautiful dress, but we weren’t sure where we were going to wear them.

	“Don’t worry, something will work itself out,” said Miss Emily. “Let’s try them on.”

	Like the other boys, I raced to my room to change. Miss Emily came with me to help. My dress was light blue and so gorgeous. It had puffy sleeves, a fitted bodice, and a wide flowing skirt. It was lighter than air too. It also came with the prettiest lingerie and these exquisite satin five-inch heels. I couldn’t wait to wear it... to wear all of it.

	I stripped myself naked and then started getting dresses: lingerie, stockings, panties, my corset, the dress, my makeup, my heels. I all felt so perfect. I was living out the dream of every young... um, uh.

	Soon, I was dressed.

	“All right, girls, let’s gather in the main room,” called one of the young women. Miss Emily opened my door and led me out to the hallway.

	I was so excited I could barely keep from jumping up and down. I couldn’t wait to see the others and to be seen by the others. I couldn’t believe how pretty I was, especially after Miss Emily helped me get my makeup just right.

	I strutted so proudly down the hall.

	The common room was packed with boys in the most gorgeous dresses when I got there.

	Each of the dresses was similar in style to the one I was wearing, though they were all different colors. It was like a parade of princesses! It really was. It was like a genuine parade!

	“Everyone looks so beautiful, I wish we could really go to the dance,” I said.

	“Why can’t you?” asked Miss Emily. “Because no one will take us.”

	The young women giggled and glanced at each other. I was sure they knew something. Then Miss Emily asked, “Are you sure?”

	“Yes, Miss Emily,” I said. “No one asked.” “And if they did?”

	“Even then, it would be too late. The dance is tonight in a few minutes.”

	Miss Emily snickered. Then she motioned one of the young women to open the front door.

	A group of young men poured through the door. They all wore tuxedos. It was the members of Alpha Beta. They looked so handsome!

	“What are they doing here?” I asked.

	Miss Emily just smiled as the young men dispersed around the room, with each of them picking one of us out. They took our hands and asked us to the dance. I nearly swooned.

	“Uh, I think that’s enough as well,” said the Chairman as he had before. His face was bright red with embarrassment.

	“To the contrary, Mr. Chairman,” said Milistrode Werner, “I would like to know a few more details.”

	“I’m sure that’s not necessary.”

	“I’m sure it’s my right to ask,” countered Werner.

	The Chairman glared at the table with a gloomy look upon his blushing face. “Very well, proceed.”

	“So this young man held your hand, did he?” asked Werner. “Yes, Ma’am,” said Younger.

	“Did you want to go to the dance with him?” “Oh yes. More than anything.”

	“And did he ultimately take you to the dance?” “Yes, Ma’am.”

	“And you danced with him?” “Yes, Ma’am.”

	Werner smirked. “Was that ‘thing’ between your legs, as you describe it, hard during the dance?”

	“Hold on!” growled the Chairman. “I don’t see how that matters.”

	“It matters if we’re trying to decide if something sinister has occurred or if these young men simply chose to engage in this conduct of their own accord,” countered Werner.

	The Chairman bit his tongue. “Proceed.” “Were you hard?”

	“Yes, Ma’am,” said Younger.

	The crowd briefly buzzed, but grew silent again so as not to miss the next question.

	“Did this young man kiss you at the end of the night?” Younger blushed. “Oh yes.”

	“Was it exciting?”

	“That should be enough from this witness,” interjected the Chairman suddenly and firmly. “I think you have the answers you need, Milistrode.”

	Werner chuckled. “Very well.”

	The Chairman looked Younger up and down, from his tall pointy high-heels to his soft dress to his perfect makeup and his manicured nails. He shook his head. “You are excused, Mr. Younger.”

	At this, Younger thanked the Committee and rose to his feet. He collected his purse, strung it over his shoulder and walked up the stairs to the back of the room, where he exited.

	 

	
Chapter Three: “Just A Hoax”

	—o—

	The Chairman took a deep breath. He looked rather disturbed. The other members of the Committee looked equally disturbed, excluding Milistrode Werner, who seemed annoyed. The audience looked genuinely stunned.

	They all knew that the boys of Alpha Mu had taken to cross-dressing and had even appeared at the dance with male dates, but none of them expected to hear the story they heard. This was all very troubling! What had caused this?

	Could it happen to others? How was Delta Lambda Delta connected to this?

	Bang! Bang!

	“Come to order,” said the Chairman as he struck his gavel.

	Bang! Bang!

	The room grew silent once more.

	“I think we have made some significant and disturbing discoveries,” said the Chairman. “I had hoped to find that the ‘disappearance’ of Alpha Mu was a hoax, a prank of sorts. But it appears that something much more sinister is going on. These young men are not simply cross-dressing as some sort of joke or some sort of pre- existing desire, as I believe we all suspected. To the contrary, it seems that this idea of behaving like women was implanted upon them in some manner. To wit, the evidence suggests that—”

	“Mr. Chairman, if I may?” interrupted Werner.

	The Chairman looked up from the statement he had prepared. “Yes, Milistrode. What is it?”

	“I have arranged for another witness, whom I believe can explain much of this.”

	The room erupted. Who was this witness? What would they say? Younger’s story had been incredible.

	Could this person confirm it? Refute it? Explain it? Everyone wanted to know.

	“Oh, well, that would be helpful,” said the Chairman.

	He struck his gavel against the table to quiet the audience once more: Bang! Bang! “Calm down, everyone.

	Calm down. I know this is all very concerning, but we’re still in session.”

	The room again grew silent.

	“I call James Squire,” said Werner.

	The door at the back of the room opened and in walked another member of Alpha Mu. This young man wore a fitted women’s business suit in dark checkered gray, complete with a knee-length skirt and sharp black slingback pumps. He looked very professional, very feminine, and very chic as he came down the broad, shallow steps to the witness stand as if he’d spent his whole life in high heels. When he reached the stand, he took a seat, slinging one leg over the other. Before him, he set down his purse. From his purse, he pulled out an electronic device.

	“Now Mr. Squire,” said Werner, “you have brought something for the Committee and the audience to hear, have you not?”

	“Yes, Ma’am.”

	“Why don’t you play it?”

	As Werner said this, she rose to her feet. She whispered to the Chairman that she would be back in a moment, and as the young man began playing soothing music for the audience, she strode over to a side door and stepped outside. There she met three young ladies, including Emily Brooks.

	“Hello, Ms. Werner,” said the three young women.

	Werner took a deep breath and shook her head reluctantly. “You’ve done well, but you’ve made a great many mistakes. We’ll need to correct those before we begin the next phase.”

	“What mistakes, Ma’am?”

	“For one thing, you let them remember the method you used. They may not have been able to say, ‘I was hypnotized and here is how they did it,’ but they knew enough to connect the music with their

	changes in attitude, and they were able to connect you and Delta Lambda Delta to the music. He should have been testifying that they made the changes themselves and should never have been able to connect them with you,” said Werner.

	“Yes, Ma’am.” Emily looked worried.

	Milistrode saw this and smiled comfortingly. She even put her hand on Emily’s shoulder. “Don’t worry about it, darling. You did very well for your first project, very very well.”

	“But the hearing—”

	“Again, nothing to worry about. I’m taking care of everything right now. When James is done, none of them will remember anything we don’t want them to. We will need to work further on the Alpha Mu boys though to correct the mistakes that were made.”

	“Yes, Ma’am.”

	“Next semester, we’ll work on the other sexist, offending fraternities. And if need be, perhaps we’ll consider a change in the school’s administration too. I think the Chairman might be better suited as my French Maid,” said Werner with a deep, ominous laugh.

	Emily and the other two young women giggled.

	Werner looked at her watch. “Ah! I need to return to the hearing. Gather the girls at the house. I’d like to address them myself when this hearing is over. There is much to discuss, especially as it relates to the future. Then tonight, we’ll pay another visit to Alpha Mu.”

	“Yes, Ma’am.”

	“Oh, and a lingerie party?” asked Werner incredulously. Emily giggled. “It was fun.”

	Werner shook her head. “I’m sure.”

	With that, the three young women scurried off and Werner returned to the hearing room. She entered the lecture hall just as James switched off the recording. The room was waiting silently for something. Werner took her chair and said the words, “You may begin.”

	The Chairman snapped out of the trance he was in and immediately slammed his gavel against the table.

	Bang! Bang!

	“Order! Order!” He looked up and down the table. Each of the other members nodded their heads, giving him permission to speak for them. “I’m afraid,” he said, “that these hearings have turned up nothing particularly interesting or explanatory. The cause of these events remains a mystery. Indeed, it seems increasingly likely that we are merely dealing with a hoax.”

	A brief murmur passed through the audience as heads began to nod everywhere.

	“I can see no other explanation,” added the Chairman. “Is there anything you would add, Milistrode?”

	Werner shook her head. “I think you are correct, Mr. Chairman. A hoax.”

	The Chairman nodded his head and then struck his gavel once more: Bang! Bang! “This hearing is adjourned.” He would step down from the administration and disappear within six months.

	Coincidentally, Milistrode Werner acquired a new maid at the same time.

	The End.

	 

	
Hypnotized Husband

	Chapter One: “Something Strange Happening”

	—o—

	It had been a lovely dinner.

	Jackson and his wife Diane were driving home. They had come from one of the nicest restaurants in town, a dinner theater on the East side. This was a reward from Jackson’s boss for a job well done on a recent project, as was the three weeks off Jackson got starting this weekend.

	The dinner had been great, the food excellent and the service fantastic, but what really made the night special had been the performance. Tonight, the restaurant had hired a magician to perform some close magic at the tables – card and coins tricks, that sort of thing – and to do a hypnosis show. This was the type of show were several members of the audience volunteered to be hypnotized and do embarrassing things on stage. The idea was an old one, but a good one.

	“I can’t believe you volunteered,” said Diane with a chuckle.

	“Why not? I’m more adventurous than you think,” replied Jackson.

	“Oh, I know that, but to let yourself be hypnotized! That’s pretty adventurous.”

	“Is it really?” laughed Jackson doubtfully. “You don’t really believe in hypnosis, do you?”

	Diane shrugged her shoulders. “I don’t know... maybe. I know some doctors use it today. And who knows what the human mind can do? Besides, I can’t see you doing what you did without being hypnotized.”

	Jackson seemed surprised. “Really? What did I do?” Diane giggled. “You don’t want to know.”

	“Was it that bad?”

	“Worse,” said Diane with another chuckle. “Did I bark like a chicken?” he asked jokingly.

	“You mean bark like a dog... or cluck like a chicken.”

	“How would I know? I was the one hypnotized, remember? I don’t remember anything.” He was clearly humoring her.

	“I’m serious, honey. I can’t see you doing what you did without being hypnotized.”

	The first bit of worry appeared in Jackson’s expression. “What did I do?”

	“Now who believes in hypnosis?!” she said tauntingly. “Seriously, what did I do?”

	Diane smirked at the nervousness she heard in her husband’s tone. She was curious though: did he really not know what he had done on stage? “Are you serious? You really don’t know what he had you doing?”

	Jackson turned the car off the main road and onto the neighborhood road that would take them to their house.

	As he did, he seemed to contemplate how to respond. “I guess... I mean... I don’t really know how to answer that.”

	“What do you mean? Why not?”

	“I thought I knew what was going on,” he said cautiously. “And I remember what I think is all of it, but I don’t honestly remember doing much. I certainly don’t remember anything like what you’re suggesting. All I remember is him waving that silly watch in front of my eyes, him saying some mumbo jumbo about letting my eyes

	follow the watch, and then he snapped his fingers. After that, he asked me some questions, which I answered and he told me to return to my seat.”

	“That’s all you remember?” asked Diane. “Yeah, there wasn’t anything else. Was there?”

	“You don’t remember him asking you to dance?” Jackson raised an eyebrow. “Dance? ”

	“And sing.” “Sing? ”

	“Yep. There was more too.”

	Jackson’s expression became more troubled. “That’s uh... you’re telling me the truth, right? This isn’t some joke just to make me feel stupid?”

	“No, it’s no joke. He asked you to dance and to sing, and you did it.” Jackson now turned bright red. “Did I?”

	“Uh huh.”

	Jackson licked his lips nervously. “How was I?”

	Diane let out a loud laugh at what struck her as an odd concern; she figured the mere fact he had done something without his knowledge would be what concerned him, not whether he was any good at singing and dancing. “About as you would expect,” she said.

	“That bad?”

	“Yeah. But that wasn’t even the worst of it.” As Diane said this, Jackson pulled the car into the driveway.

	“What was worse than that?”

	Diane leaned over and kissed her husband on the cheek. “Pull the car into the garage. I’ll tell you inside.”

	Then she teasingly added, “Jackie Girl,” and she stepped out of the car.

	Jackson turned white as a sheet.

	—o—

	Jackson parked the car and chased after his wife into the house. She was already making her way to the bedroom. He watched her shapely rear rhythmically sway side to side beneath her skintight silver gown as he followed her down the hallway. She carried her high-heeled sandals in her left hand by their ankle straps. Her right hand held Jackson’s tie, which he had removed in the car.

	“What did he make me do?” asked Jackson nervously.

	“I don’t know if I should tell you,” said Diane coyly without turning back to face her husband.

	“Why not?”

	“I wouldn’t want it affecting your performance in bed.”

	Jackson stopped cold and swallowed hard. “How bad was this?!”

	“Let’s just say that you were a hit with all the ladies, but the men looked distinctly uncomfortable,” said Diane and she disappeared into the bedroom.

	Jackson raced to catch up with her. As he entered the bedroom, Diane dropped her shoes to the floor by the closet, tossed the tie onto the bed, and pulled up her long black hair so her husband could work the zipper on the back of her gown. Jackson obliged and she

	let the gown fall to the floor, revealing a flesh-colored bra and matching panties beneath.

	“Seriously, what did he make me do?” asked Jackson once more. “You really don’t know?”

	“No, I don’t know anything! But you’re starting to worry me.”

	Diane sat down on the edge of the bed and snickered. She took her time crossing her legs and shook her foot seductively. “Well, basically, he told you that you were now a girl—”

	“A girl?! ” gasped Jackson incredulously.

	“A girl. Your name was ‘Jackie Girl.’ And he wanted you to act like Jackie Girl as he gave you some assignments.” Diane’s voice was smug as one’s voice tends to be when you’re holding something over someone else.

	Jackson swallowed hard. “Like what?”

	“That’s when the singing and dancing came into play... princess.” Jackson looked sick. “I don’t want to know anymore.”

	“Are you sure? It was really cute.”

	Jackson shook his head. “No. I don’t want to know.”

	“All right, Jackie Girl,” said Diane and she rose to her feet. She slipped her arms over his shoulders and kissed him. “Well it’s bedtime and I’m sleepy. If you feel like wearing one of my nighties tonight, though, be my guest.”

	Jackson declined the offer.

	—o—

	Diane was in for a major shock in the morning. When she woke up, she went to start her coffee and then came back to the bedroom to get dressed for work. As she returned to the bedroom, she saw her husband pull back the covers, swing his legs over the edge of the bed, and sit up. He was wearing her red nightie! Why was her husband wearing her nightie?!

	“What are you wearing?!” she gasped.

	Jackson stretched without urgency. “My pajamas.”

	“Uh, look again. That is not your pajamas!” Then she got it. This was a joke. It had to be. This was a setup from the prior night after she told him about the hypnosis. She felt relieved and even decided to tease him. “When I

	said you could wear my nightie last night... you know, I was kidding, right?”

	“What are you talking about?” asked Jackson.

	“My nightie. Last night— I said you could— never mind.”

	“Ok,” said Jackson with a laugh. Then he slipped his feet into the high-heeled slippers at the side of his bed, which Diane had not seen. She noticed immediately that he got taller and she stepped to the edge of the bed to see why, which was when she saw the heels.

	“Why are you wearing my heels?!” “I’m not.”

	This caught Diane by surprise. She had expected to hear the punchline to the joke now. Instead, her husband oddly denied what was obvious to them both. “What do you mean you’re not? Look at your feet.”

	Jackson looked down. “What?”

	“You’re wearing my high heels.”

	“I have no idea what you’re talking about, Diane,” said Jackson dismissively, and he marched off to the bathroom with the open- backed slippers slapping against his soles as he went: Click Slap! Click Slap! Click Slap!

	Diane watched him totter off in utter confusion. What was he doing? Why was he wearing women’s clothes?

	Ok, that she got: this had been a joke. He was playing off what she had said the prior night. For some reason, he thought this would be funny. But then why wouldn’t he admit that he was wearing them?

	That made no sense.

	“It has to be part of the joke,” she said. “But if it is, I don’t get it.”

	Diane stepped closer to the bathroom and peeked inside. Jackson had removed the nightie and the heels and now stood in the shower. Diane thought about confronting him again, but not knowing what he was trying to do, she decided to wait and see what he did next lest she play into his hands and make a fool of herself. He could be good at making her feel stupid at times and she didn’t want to give him the chance. Instead, she went to the kitchen and made breakfast.

	“He’ll reveal the joke soon enough.”

	—o—

	Jackson showed up in the kitchen a few minutes later. As far as Diane could tell, her husband was dressed normally. The heels and nightie were gone and there was no hint of feminine clothing.

	“I see you’ve given up the nightie,” said Diane.

	Jackson looked confused and shrugged his shoulders. “Huh?” “The nightie? My nightie. My heels? You’ve taken them off.”

	Jackson shook his head. “I still don’t get it, Diane. What are you talking about?”

	Diane rolled her eyes. “Never mind.”

	“I’m serious,” said Jackson in an annoyed tone. “I have no idea why you would suggest that I would wear a nightie and high heels, but I don’t think it’s the least bit funny.”

	Diane put her hands on her hips. “Jackson, you were wearing—” “Just stop. I don’t think it’s funny.”

	Diane stared at her husband in utter confusion. She had seen what she had seen, of that she was certain. Her husband had worn a sexy, feminine red nightie and high-heeled slippers. She had made no mistake. Why he did this, she didn’t know. Why he now denied it, she didn’t know that either. But whatever it was, it was becoming a cause of tension and she decided to let the issue drop.

	“Hopefully, that’s the end of whatever that was,” she told herself. It wasn’t though.

	For one thing, she kept seeing the image of him in the feminine finery in her mind. It bothered her. Was this a joke? Was he possibly a cross-dresser? He had acted the part of ‘Jackie Girl’ fairly easily and she had always been told that you can’t hypnotize people to do things they aren’t already inclined to do. So maybe he was a cross- dresser? But so what if he was a cross-dresser? Did that bother her? Maybe. The problem was she didn’t know what it meant. Did this also mean he was gay or that perhaps he wanted to be a woman?

	Would he leave her? She didn’t know, and that made her nervous. These thoughts occupied her all day.

	Then she got home.

	At first, everything seemed normal. They spoke about work and how happy they were the weekend was upon them. No mention was made of the cross-dressing or the argument earlier, even though Diane felt an underlying tension still; she wanted to ask more questions, but knew it was better to let it go. Then they enjoyed dinner and some television. Finally, they went to get ready for bed. It all seemed almost forgotten by this point... just a bad dream almost.

	But it was about to come back with a vengeance.

	As Diane brushed out her hair, she saw Jackson walk into their closet. A moment later, he reappeared in the same nightie and high heels he had worn that morning. Click Slap! Click Slap! Click Slap! Click Slap!

	Her jaw dropped.

	“You’re wearing a nightie again!” said Diane firmly, as if this were confirmation of her points in the argument earlier.

	“Right.” “And heels!”

	“Of course,” said Jackson calmly. “What else would I wear to bed?”

	Diane furrowed her brow. “Are you going to deny wearing these when you wake up tomorrow morning?”

	“Why would I do that?”

	She furrowed her brow even deeper. “You did it this morning.”

	Jackson rolled his eyes. “That again, huh? I thought we were past that.”

	“Wait a minute. Are you saying I’m the crazy one?”

	He shrugged his shoulders. “Honestly, you have been talking a lot of nonsense suddenly.”

	She glared at him. The tension of the prior argument and the day of doubts it engendered came surging back to her. She was angry now. “Me?! Fine. I give up,” she exclaimed in frustration and she held up her hand to indicate she was done talking about this. “If you want to wear a nightie and high heels, knock yourself out. Heck, you can wear anything in my closet,” she added cynically. She then grabbed her phone and took his picture.

	“That’s just in case you try to deny it in the morning.” “Deny what?”

	She clenched her jaw. “Oh, never mind!”

	With that, she stormed over to the bed, slipped under the covers and went to sleep without even saying goodnight. Jackson merely shook his head in response.

	 

	
Chapter Two: “Why Is He Acting This Way”

	—o—

	When Diane awoke the following morning, she was in for yet another surprise. Her husband sat at her vanity table painting his nails bright red... painting his nails! That wasn’t all either. As Diane’s eyes scoured his body, she realized that he had shaved off all his body hair, and that he wore hot pink panties and a short lavender camisole. He even sat with his legs crossed like a woman.

	“What are you doing?!”

	“Painting my nails. Why?” asked Jackson.

	“Why?! Why?!” she repeated with utter incredulity. “You don’t see anything odd about that?”

	“Why would I see anything odd about that?” Diane’s jaw dropped.

	—o—

	“What did you say then?” asked Maddy, Diane’s secretary. Maddy was also Diane’s best friend and confidant; there were no secrets between them. They were huddled together in Diane’s office drinking coffee and discussing Jackson’s very strange behavior.

	“I didn’t say anything. I was too stunned to speak,” said Diane. “I can imagine,” said Maddy sympathetically.

	“I mean, my own husband painting his nails! Painting his nails! And wearing panties!”

	“Yeah, I’d probably freak out if I caught Roy doing that.”

	“That’s the thing, Maddy; I didn’t ‘ catch’ him. He was doing it out in the open just like it was something normal. He didn’t care if I saw him or not. It was like he was taunting me with it.”

	“That is strange.”

	“It’s been like that the last couple days. Like I told you, the other day, he gets out of bed wearing a nightie and high heels. My high heels

	—”

	“Would it make you happier if they were his high heels?”

	Diane ignored her sarcastic interjection. “But when I questioned him about it, he acted like he’s not even wearing them. But he was wearing them! Not only was he wearing them, he was wagging it in my face that he was wearing them, only he claimed he wasn’t. It was the strangest thing. I thought it was a bad joke, but I don’t think so now. There’s something going on here.”

	“What did he say he was doing?”

	“Nothing! That’s the thing. He claims everything’s normal.” “Normal?”

	“Yes, normal. It’s normal that he wears a nightie and high heels but won’t admit it, and then it’s normal that he wears them again and this time admits it. But he acts like it’s nothing for him to wear them. And then this morning, I get up and he’s painting his nails, admitting it, and acting like it’s the most normal thing in the world.

	Sure, what husband doesn’t paint his nails?” asked Diane in a tensely sardonic tone.

	“I wonder what it means?”

	“I have no idea! None of it makes any sense,” said Diane with frustration.

	Maddy rubbed Diane’s shoulder to calm her. She didn’t tell her everything would be all right, however, because they both knew that wouldn’t be something she could promise. Instead, she let her warm, soft hand give Diane assurance that she would do what she could to help.

	“Did he ever give any clues that he’s a cross-dresser?” asked Maddy after a pause.

	“I don’t know,” said Diane. “I’ve been wracking my brains for two days now thinking about that and all I can come up with is him mentioning playing a girl’s role in a high school play, The Importance of Being Earnest or something like that. If he said anything else, I don’t remember it, and I’ve never caught him wearing my clothes or even having like a strange fascination with women’s clothes. None of it.”

	Maddy pursed her lips. “Maybe he hides it well?”

	“Maybe,” agreed Diane in a tone that suggested she didn’t believe that. “The thing is, this doesn’t scream

	‘cross-dresser’ to me. If he was a cross-dresser, wouldn’t he have worn more than a nightie and some heels? Why not get all dressed up? And why would he have denied that he was even wearing the nightie and heels? Wouldn’t he have said, ‘Gee honey, I have something to tell you,’ instead of pretending he couldn’t even see what he was

	wearing?”

	“I don’t know. I don’t get it.”

	“I don’t either!” Diane sighed. “I wish I knew what was going on.”

	Maddy put her hand on Diane’s shoulder once more to comfort her. “Don’t worry, Di. It’ll all make sense soon enough. He could just be going through a phase and is terrified to admit it. Or maybe he’s... well—”

	“A cross-dresser?”

	“I meant to say ‘crazy.’”

	Diane laughed though a tear leaked out at the same time. “That’s not really comforting.”

	Maddy smiled. “Sorry, that’s the best I have.”

	Both women laughed. Then they hugged. “Thanks for hearing me out.”

	“Anytime, Di. Trust me, your life is much more interesting than mine. Roy spent yesterday trying to teach me the difference between fishing tackles whether I wanted to know the difference or not.”

	—o—

	Diane had no idea what Jackson would be wearing when she went home that night. All she knew when she left was that he was wearing panties and painting his nails. The high-heeled slippers stood next to the vanity, so presumably he had been wearing those as well. Either way, she dreaded finding out. She needed to though. She needed to have a talk with him. She needed to get a handle on what was going on.

	“I’m home,” called Diane.

	“I’m in the kitchen!” called back Jackson.

	Diane set her purse on the table in the foyer and kicked off her high- heeled snakeskin pumps. She made her way to the kitchen. On the way, she steeled herself for whatever she might discover.

	When she entered the kitchen everything seemed almost normal at first. Jackson stood by the stove, which wasn’t usual as he was a decent cook, wearing a pair of tan slacks and a white collared shirt. So far, so good. But then she noticed the rest. His fingernails were still painted red. Presumably his toenails were red as well. Below his slacks, she saw high heels poking out. Apparently, he wore brown pumps with tall, razor thin, five-inch heels and a slight platform.

	Beneath his slacks, she could make out panty lines. Beneath his shirt, she could make out the lavender cami had had worn earlier. And when he turned around to greet her, she saw that he was wearing red lipstick and just a hint of blush.

	“We need to talk,” she said. “About what?” asked Jackson. “Let’s go to the living room.”

	“All right,” said Jackson and he moved the pan from the hot burner before making his way to the living room.

	Diane followed him, marveling at how well and femininely he walked in the heels. How had he learned walking in heels so quickly if he hadn’t been secretly cross-dressing, she wondered? Then, when they reached the living room, she watched with discomfort as he sat down in the most feminine manner, smoothing an imaginary skirt beneath him, sitting down gently and immediately swinging his right leg over the left. He even popped his pump off his heel and let his pump dangle from his toes.

	Diane pulled over a padded chair right before him and sat down. Their feet tangled, she sat that close. She looked him straight in the eye.

	“What is going on?” asked Diane. “What do you mean?”

	“I’m serious, Jackson,” she said as calmly as she could. “Stop whatever game this is. I don’t think this is funny anymore. You’re wearing women’s clothes, but you claim that you aren’t. Then you change your mind and admit that you are, but you claim not to see anything wrong with it. Tell me the truth, are you a cross-dresser? Do you want to dress like this?”

	Jackson looked at his wife strangely. “Why would you suggest that?”

	“Jackson! You’re wearing high heels! I can see your panty lines! You painted your nails!”

	“Yes, and?! ”

	“And men don’t do that. Those are things women do!”

	“You’re not making any sense, Diane. Why wouldn’t I wear high heels?”

	“Because they’re for women, not men!”

	Jackson smirked. “Don’t be ridiculous,” he said dismissively. Then he added, “I’m not a cross-dresser. I don’t know where you get that silly idea. Are you sure you’re feeling all right?”

	Diane sighed. This hadn’t worked. All she wanted from him was the truth. They could take it from there and

	work something out. She just needed to know what she was dealing with. Why was he acting this way?

	“I don’t understand this, Jackson,” said Diane unhappily. “Nothing you say makes sense. It’s like something’s wrong with you. Honestly, you haven’t been normal since we got back from that hypnos—” Diane froze.

	“What about the hypnosis show?” asked Jackson. “Hypnosis,” she said beneath her breath.

	“What does the hypnosis show have to do with anything?”

	“Could that be what was going on?” she asked herself aloud. “Did something go wrong with the hypnosis act?”

	“What about the hypnosis act?” repeated Jackson.

	Diane wasn’t listening. She was deep within her own thoughts now. Was it possible that when Jackson was placed under and was told to act as Jackie Girl, that somehow something inside his mind had broken? Or maybe, the command remained and was now working independently. That would explain both why Jackson suddenly had this impulse to cross-dress as well as why he seemed to deny any knowledge of it at times and seemed to treat it as perfectly normal at others.

	“Oh my God,” said Diane. “I think I know what’s wrong.” “What is?”

	Diane ignored his question and stared into her husband’s eyes. “But what do we do about it?”

	 

	
Chapter Three: “A Possible Answer”

	—o—

	Diane rubbed her eyes in frustration. She knew now what was going on, but she had no idea how to undo it.

	How do you fix something like this? Who do you even see about it? “I’m still not sure what you’re talking about,” said Jackson.

	“The hypnosis show,” replied Diane. “Hypnosis isn’t real.”

	“I know, honey, but this is real. Whatever happened at that hypnosis show has put strange ideas into your head and we need to get them out. In the meantime, we need to figure out how to control this.”

	“Control what?”

	Diane took his hands in hers. It felt strange to feel the paint on his nails. “You’re wearing clothing that is meant for women, but you’re a man. If you go out like this, you will be ridiculed. It’s a good thing you have three weeks off at work or this could be even worse. You could lose your job if you showed up at work like this.”

	Jackson looked up and down his body. “What shouldn’t I be wearing?”

	Diane tried not to snicker at the thought that her husband didn’t know that he shouldn’t be wearing high heels and panties. What a strange thought! Still, now was not the time to have fun with this. “High heels. Those are only for women. You realize you’re wearing those, right?”

	Jackson nodded his head.

	“Ok, at least there’s that. The high heels.” She could tell he wore stockings as well from seeing his ankles.

	“Stockings. Panties. The cami. Your nails shouldn’t be painted either. All of that is for women only, not men.”

	“Really?” asked Jackson genuinely. “Yes, really.”

	“Ok.”

	“So why don’t we start with you taking it off. Maybe that’s how we beat this. From now on, I’ll just tell you what you can and can’t wear until we find some way to undo this.”

	Jackson smiled politely at her, but didn’t make any motion to remove anything.

	“Go on. Take something off,” she said. “Like what?”

	“Take off the heels.” Jackson still didn’t move.

	“All right, I’ll do it,” said Diane and she reached for his foot and yanked off the high-heeled pump he wore.

	Jackson immediately snatched it back and stuck it back on his foot. “I need to wear that,” he said.

	Diane bit her lip. “Hmm.” She paused. “All right. Let’s do this. I want you to go into the bedroom and change your shoes. Put on something from the left side of the closet. Can you do that?”

	“Sure,” said Jackson. He rose to his feet and tottered off to the bedroom.

	Diane followed. She was again amazed at how feminine his walk was. When they reached the bedroom, she sat down on the edge of the bed as he made his way into the walk-in closet. He emerged a moment late. The pumps were gone. In their place he wore a pair of high-heeled wedges.

	“I said the left side of the closet,” said Diane. “These were on the left.”

	Diane clenched her jaw. This was proving a little more challenging than expected. She now went to the closet herself and came back with a pair of Jackson’s dress shoes. She held them out for him. “Here, put these on.”

	Jackson looked at her and snickered. “Are you kidding?” “No.”

	“Isn’t that a little kinky?”

	Diane furrowed her brow. “How so?”

	“I thought you wanted to prove that I wasn’t a cross-dresser?” “How does wearing these make you a cross-dresser?” “Those are for women.”

	Diane bit her lip. This was a problem.

	—o—

	“So what did you do next?” asked Maddy.

	“I went into the closet and slipped into the same high-heeled pumps he had worn moments before and I came back to the bedroom. Then I pointed at my feet and I asked him if he saw what I was wearing.

	He said he did.

	Then I asked him if he saw anything wrong with me wearing them. He said he didn’t. ‘Am I a cross-dresser?’ I asked. ‘Of course, not,’ he said. So then I asked him, if these were shoes that it was natural for me to wear as a woman, then how could they also be shoes that were natural for him to wear as a man.”

	“What did he say?”

	“He said he didn’t understand the question.” “Hmm.”

	“Yeah. It seems that he’s been programmed to wear women’s clothes no matter what and he’s programmed to resist all attempts to explain why he shouldn’t be wearing them. Apparently,” said Diane, “the hypnosis is even changing what he sees as belonging to men and women so there’s no way I can get him to understand that he’s wearing women’s clothes. There’s just no way through this programming.”

	Maddy shook her head in amazement. “So this magician was a genius, huh?”

	“It seems that way... or a total moron.” “What are you going to do?”

	“I was hoping to be able to control what he wore by making him get my approval before he dressed, but that clearly won’t work. Now I’m thinking I just need to hide him until I can find this magician and have him undo whatever he did.”

	“If he can undo it,” said Maddy.

	“That’s not even the biggest problem at the moment. I need to find him first. His run at the dinner theater is over and he’s moved on to some other city. Unfortunately, the staff can’t tell me what city—”

	Maddy gasped. “Oh no! What are you going to do?”

	“Fortunately, he will be back in three weeks, right before Jackson’s vacation ends. So hopefully, I can see him then and have him undo it right before Jackson needs to go back to work.”

	“That was lucky,” said Maddy. “Yeah, it was.”

	“So what are you going to do in the meantime?”

	“I guess I let my husband flutter around the house as a woman for the next three weeks.”

	Maddy suddenly giggled. “I’d love to see that. Is he at least cute?” Diane blushed.

	Maddy saw this and giggled even more. “What?”

	Diane shrugged her shoulders. “Don’t hold this against me, but there are times it’s really kind of funny. He does look kind of cute as a girl and seeing him act all girly is somehow satisfying.”

	“‘Satisfying’?” repeated Maddy curiously.

	“Yeah. I know it sounds strange. But Jackson can be so macho at times. He does the ‘me man, me in charge’

	thing so often, and the ‘don’t worry your pretty little head’ thing all the time too.”

	“I hate those.”

	“Me too. And it’s kind of, well, satisfying to see him forced to play the role of the... well, the feminine role.

	It’s just too bad he doesn’t see what’s happening to him. That would serve him right if he could see it but couldn’t do anything about it,” said Diane.

	Both women laughed.

	—o—

	A couple hours later, it was almost time to go home. Diane couldn’t wait for the day to end. She had been staring at this report for the last hour without seeing it; she was too distracted to work. There was just too much on her mind. It even took her a moment to realize that Maddy was standing at her door speaking to her.

	“What? I’m sorry, I didn’t hear you,” said Diane. “Do you have a moment?” repeated Maddy.

	“I’m kind of busy,” said Diane, by which she really meant, “I’m not in the mood to talk to another human being.”

	“This is important.”

	Diane hesitated. “I really can’t handle any more work right now—” “It’s about Jackson.”

	Diane raised an eyebrow. “What about him?”

	“I’ve got something you really may want to see,” said Maddy. She then closed the door behind her and scurried to sit down at Diane’s desk. She was holding a book on theater, which she set down on the desk before Diane. “Do you remember telling me that Jackson played a female character in a high school play?”

	“Yes, but—”

	“And I told you that it could mean that he’s a cross-dresser.”

	Diane shook her head to cut off her friend. “I know the cause now of what he’s doing—”

	“Hold on, Di.”

	“It’s ok, Maddy. He’s not a cross-dresser. It was the hypnosis.” “It’s not hypnosis,” said Maddy firmly.

	Diane stared at her for a moment. This was an odd thing to assert given everything Diane had discovered.

	She had asserted it so firmly too. Diane realized this could be important.

	“All right,” she said cautiously, “what have you got?”

	“You said your husband had been in ‘ The Importance of Being Earnest or something like that,’ right? Well, I’ve never seen that, but I’ve heard of it, and I was curious what it’s about. So, I decided to look it up.”

	“It’s from Oscar Wilde. It’s a fun play. ‘To lose one parent is a tragedy. To lose two smacks of carelessness.’”

	Maddy shook her head. “It’s not.” “Not what?”

	“The Importance of Being Earnest is from Oscar Wilde... yes. But about twenty years ago, someone named Lauren Chambers wrote a play called The Importance of Being Ernesta. It’s about a cross- dresser.”

	Diane shrugged her shoulders. “So his high school did a play about a cross-dresser. That doesn’t make him a cross-dresser, especially in light of what we’ve learned about the hypnosis.”

	Maddy pointed to the open book she had placed before Diane. “Read the description.”

	“But—”

	“Read the description. ”

	Diane exhaled doubtfully, but tucked her nose into the book and read the description: The Importance of Being Ernesta

	by Lauren Chambers

	Ernest Wilson is a young man with a secret desire to cross-dress. To trick his wife into accepting his desire, Ernest pretends to become hypnotized and then begins to cross-dress before his wife while claiming to be under the spell of the hypnosis. Hilarity ensues when Wilson’s sister comes to visit unexpectedly.

	Diane stared at the passage in shock. Her face turned bright red. She read it again. “That faker!” she finally exclaimed. A moment later though, Diane hesitated. She shook her head. “Wait a minute. This has to be a coincidence.”

	“Why?”

	“Because there’s no way Jackson planned any of this like this Ernest Wilson character did. If Jackson was simply using what he learned from the play to trick me, then he would need to have set up the meeting with the magician. He also would have needed to know he would be chosen as one of the guy’s victims – he volunteered, but he couldn’t guarantee he would be picked. He would also need to know that this guy would make him act like a girl that night. Jackson couldn’t know any of that.”

	“How do you know?”

	“Jackson was given the tickets to see the hypnotist by his boss as a reward for some work he did,” said Diane.

	“That means he had no way to know we would even go to a hypnosis show.”

	Maddy rubbed her chin. “Maybe it wasn’t as planned as it sounds?” “How so?”

	“Maybe it was just a happy coincidence? He gets hypnotized. ‘Oh my lucky day!’ And he runs with the idea?”

	Diane considered this. “Possibly.”

	“Are you sure he didn’t know about the magic show?”

	“There’s no way—” Diane stopped mid-sentence as something occurred to her. If Jackson was lying about the hypnosis, then he could have been lying about the rest as well, including the supposed reward from his boss.

	“Hold on a second. Let me check something.”

	She turned to her computer. From there, she navigated to her credit card site and she checked the recent transactions. As she scrolled down she found it. There was a charge for two tickets to the dinner show restaurant.

	Jackson had bought the tickets and lied about getting them as a reward from his boss.

	“That little liar!” she exclaimed.

	Maddy sat silently and watched Diane’s brain churning.

	“I’ll bet he took vacation time too. He wasn’t given three weeks off as a reward. He took them so he could enjoy his game! He’s given himself a three-week fantasy at my expense! And here I am just about to let him play cross-dresser for three weeks all the while thinking he had no choice.”

	“So this is all an elaborate setup?” asked Maddy.

	Diane took a deep, frustrated breath. “It seems that way.” “Why do you think he’s doing it?”

	“I don’t know yet, but one thing is for sure. He’s not hypnotized!”

	Maddy folded her arms and leaned back in her chair. She considered all of this for a moment. Several thoughts came to her. Finally, she spoke. “Are you going to let him get away with this?”

	Diane raised an eyebrow. “What do you have in mind?”

	An evil smile appeared on Maddy’s lips. “He wants to be hypnotized, right?”

	Jackson had a problem.

	 

	
Chapter Four: “Payback”

	—o—

	Diane closed the door behind her. She was home again. She placed her purse and keys on the small table in the foyer as she always did. She didn’t take off her heels this time though. She thought the added height might lend her a little authority just in case she needed to try to pull rank.

	“Jackson!” she called out.

	She started down the hallway. Click! Click! Click! Click!

	“Come out, come out wherever you are,” sang Diane.

	At this point, Diane heard the sounds of scrambling in the bedroom. More specifically, she heard the sounds of someone jumping out of bed, dressing themselves as quickly as they could, and hiding as much evidence of what they had been doing as possible. A moment later, Jackson appeared at the end of the hallway. He was wearing a pink housedress and pink high-heeled sandals. His hair was mussed. His dress was creased and sat oddly on his body. His stockings had folded over slightly just below one knee. And his erection made a noticeable bump in the dress. It was clear to Diane what he had been doing.

	“Diane! Welcome home, darling,” he said. His nervousness was obvious. He was still breathing hard and his manhood still leaked into his damp panties. It wasn’t quite enough to form a spot on his dress yet, but it was uncomfortably close.

	“You naughty boy,” she thought. “I called you,” she said. “I didn’t hear you.”

	“I could tell.” He waited for more, but she gave him nothing to work with. She wasn’t going to make this easy on him.

	Jackson looked around. He turned bright red as he tried to think of what to say next. He needed to say something... but what? “I, uh, as you can see, um, I’ve started wearing dresses now,” he said.

	“I see that.” She said nothing more. Silence.

	The silence was killing him. “I, uh, guess the hypnosis made me do that,” he said and he fluffed out the hem of the pink dress. He cringed the moment he said this as he realized right away this was too direct a statement for someone under hypnosis to make; it didn’t sound genuine. He cursed his nervousness and hoped his wife didn’t think too hard about what he had said.

	“Is that so?” This wasn’t a question.

	Jackson blushed even deeper. “There’s nothing I could do about it.”

	“Oh, I’m sure. Listen, darling, I have good news. Why don’t you come to the living room and we can talk about it?” said Diane. This again wasn’t a question or a request.

	“What kind of good news?”

	“Living room,” she said and she walked off to the living room. Click! Click! Click!

	Jackson nodded his head and reluctantly followed her. When they reached the living room, Diane made him sit down on the couch. She told him to stay put for a moment as she would retrieve something.

	She then went to the front door and opened it. Jackson heard the sound of her heels as she came back. Only, it sounded like more than one pair of heels. Click!Click! Click!Click! Click! Click!Click!

	“Is there somebody with you?” asked Jackson.

	He found out an instant later when Diane reappeared along with a woman in a black dress and black spike heels. She wore small, round glasses. Jackson almost jumped off the couch to run away when he saw her. But he realized at the last second that he couldn’t react because he supposedly saw nothing unusual with the way he was dressed because of the hypnosis. Hence, he forced himself to remain seated. He had jolted nervously initially though.

	“Nervous?” asked Diane.

	Jackson shook his head. “N— no. I’m just surprised you were with another person. I, uh, didn’t expect that, especially after everything you said about me wearing the wrong clothes.”

	Diane ignored his comment. “This is Dr. Kelli Black. She’s going to help you.”

	“She will? How?”

	“She’s an expert in hypnosis. In fact, she’s a hypno-therapist. She’s going to figure out what happened to you and make a few adjustments.”

	Jackson bit his lip. Was this woman really a hypno-therapist? Would she be able to tell whether or not he had really been hypnotized? This could ruin everything, he thought. Inwardly, he began to think of excuses.

	Outwardly, he did his best not to act nervously.

	“I take if you have no objections?” asked his wife. “N— no... not if you say so,” said Jackson tensely.

	“Don’t worry, Jackson, we’ll set this right,” said Dr. Black. She instructed Jackson to take several deep breaths as she pulled a chair over to the couch. She sat down in the chair. When she did, she placed a metronome on the coffee table. She started it and Jackson immediately noticed that each swing seemed slightly slower than the last.

	Tick... tock! Tick.... tock! Tick..... tock! Tick...... tock! Tick.      tock!

	“What is that?”

	“Don’t talk. Just listen to it. Focus on its rhythm.”

	Tick........ tock! Tick......... tock! Tick.      tock!

	Dr. Black now set up a light, which she shined in his eyes. At first, it blinded him, but then he became used to it. Still, the light irritated his eyes and made them feel dry and heavy. He wanted to close them.

	What’s more, she soon synched the light up with the metronome, and Jackson quickly found himself wanting desperately to fall asleep. This was much more effective than the fake show put on by the magician had been.

	“Jackson, you are very tired,” said Dr. Black.

	Some time passed, Jackson didn’t know how much. The metronome seemed to barely be ticking now.

	Tick............... tock! His own heart rate was so slow. His brain had begun to imagine a flight through space. He felt weightless.

	“You were never hypnotized, were you Jackson?”

	Jackson heard the question from Dr. Black and recognized the significance of it, but couldn’t stop himself from answering it. “No.”

	“Why did you do that, Jackson? Why did you lie to your wife?”

	“I wanted to dress up without her knowing I wanted to do it,” he admitted.

	“Where did you get the idea to fake being hypnotized?” “It was in a play I did in high school.”

	“That’s very naughty of you, Jackson. Do you believe in hypnosis, Jackson?” asked Dr. Black.

	“No.”

	“Yes, you do.”

	“I do?”

	“Yes. What’s more, you want to be hypnotized. Do you know why?” she asked.

	“Why?”

	“Address me as ‘Ma’am’ from now on Jackson.”

	“Yes, Ma’am.” This seemed like the most natural thing in the world for Jackson suddenly.

	“Do you know why you want to be hypnotized, Jackson?” “No, Ma’am. Why?”

	“Because you’ve been very naughty... very naughty indeed, and you want to be punished, Jackson. Isn’t that right?” asked Dr. Black. “Do you want to be punished for your naughtiness?”

	Again, being punished suddenly felt like the most natural thing in the world, even as he knew that was wrong!

	This was getting out of hand, thought Jackson. He tried to wake himself, but couldn’t. Then he tried to tell her that he didn’t want to be punished, but he couldn’t say the words. He couldn’t even try. Instead, what came out of his mouth was: “Yes, Ma’am.”

	“Good boy.”

	Jackson smiled and felt warm tingles all over.

	“Now for your punishment, we’re going to make this fun. Don’t you want your punishment to be fun? Of course, you do. We’re going to grant your fondest wish. Do you know what your fondest wish is?”

	“No, Ma’am.”

	“You want to obey your wife. You want to do anything and everything she asks. That is your fondest wish.

	In fact, it will make you terribly nervous when you disobey her. Do you understand?”

	“What?! I don’t want that!” thought Jackson. But again, “Yes, Ma’am,” came out of his mouth.

	“What’s more, you desperately want to be your wife’s feminized maid.”

	Jackson couldn’t believe what he was hearing. Even worse, he couldn’t believe that he was agreeing to this or that he suddenly felt these desires within himself. Sure, what cross-dresser didn’t have the French maid fantasy, but it was just a fantasy; he didn’t really want to obey his wife. Did he? Maybe he did? He suddenly couldn’t tell anymore.

	“No! I don’t,” he told himself in a moment of clarity, but he felt like he did.

	“Yes, Ma’am,” he said.

	“When I let you wake up, you will be the new and improved, Jackson. You will do anything your wife says.

	You will never disobey her. And you will crave being her maid and her servant. Do you understand?”

	“Yes, Ma’am.”

	Jackson awoke shortly thereafter.

	—o—

	Diane closed the door behind her. She was home again. She placed her purse and keys on the small table in the foyer as she always did. As was her new custom, she didn’t take off her heels. She liked having Jackson do that for her. She liked seeing him on his knees as he pulled off her shoes and then dutifully carried them to the bedroom. Sometimes, she even made him kiss her shoes or her smelly feet. That gave her a special thrill.

	“Jackson!” she called out.

	She heard nothing in response, so she slowly started down the hallway. Her high heels echoed off the hard floor. Click! Click! Click!

	Over her shoulder, she held the dress bag and the prize within. It rustled as she walked.

	“I’m home.”

	“Coming, Ma’am,” called back Jackson. He had been in the kitchen preparing the roast for dinner and hadn’t heard his wife. He heard her now and made his way to the hallway. Now his heels echoed off the hard floor as well.

	“How’s dinner coming?” asked Diane when he appeared in the hallway.

	Jackson stopped and curtseyed. He didn’t want to, but it was automatic. It was something Diane made him do and he couldn’t resist it. He also couldn’t stop himself from getting hard whenever he did it. That happened every time, and it always made Diane giggle.

	That wasn’t something she required; it just happened naturally. “Dinner’s almost finished, Ma’am.”

	“Good. I see you’re turned on.”

	Jackson blushed with embarrassment. “Yes, Ma’am.”

	Diane approached her feminized husband and kissed him on the cheek. He wore a yellow housedress and yellow open-toed pumps. His dark-red nails contrasted beautifully with the yellow. “Maybe I’ll have you masturbate for me later. That could be fun.”

	Jackson now turned bright red. Diane seemed to enjoy that as she had made him do it several times now. It was always deeply humiliating to him, but there was nothing he could do about it. No matter how much he tried to resist, his brain and body betrayed him. He simply couldn’t disobey her, and she liked to prove that point to him from time to time.

	“Maddy and Roy will be here in an hour for dinner,” said Diane.

	Jackson cringed. He didn’t like being exposed to anyone, least of all Maddy, who knew his secret. “Yes, Ma’am.”

	“In the meantime,” continued Diane, “I’ve brought you something.”

	Diane pulled the dress bag from her back and held it out before her for Jackson to take.

	“Put this on,” she said.

	Jackson looked pensively at the bag as if it might contain a monster. Nevertheless, he took the dress bag and opened it. From it, he pulled a black and white French maid costume, a very sexy French maid costume.

	“I understand cross-dressers like this sort of thing,” said Diane. “I also thought it might be fun to make your maid status more official. And what could be more official than a sexy uniform?”

	Jackson ran his fingers over the dress. Admittedly, the idea of wearing it did turn him on. He had had many sexy-maid fantasies over the years, but the idea of being a real maid to his wife still bothered him.

	“How long are you going to keep me like this?” he asked.

	Diane chuckled. “Well, we have two more weeks of your vacation, don’t we?”

	“Yes, Ma’am,” said Jackson unhappily.

	“And you did want to spend all three weeks cross-dressing, didn’t you? So why don’t we enjoy those two weeks and then we’ll see where things go from there?” said Diane with a smile.

	“Yes, Ma’am.”

	“Now scurry along and get ready to serve us at dinner in your new uniform.”

	Despite himself, Jackson performed a deep, submissive curtsey. “Yes, Ma’am,” he said. For at least another two weeks, it seemed, this would be his punishment. It could have been worse.

	The End. 
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