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Michael has been interviewing people all day to be his assistant, but the search isn’t going well. All he wants to do now is go home, but the final candidate, Sam, begs for a chance. Fresh out of college, he pleads that he’s willing to do anything.

This is the opportunity that Michael’s been waiting for. Sam is hired as long as he agrees to one special condition. He must listen to self-improvement hypnotherapy tapes while sleeping. But the tapes aren’t what they seem. Instead, these tapes create an alternate personality in Sam’s mind that activates by a code word. When he hears the word, Sam changes from a timid, introverted young man to an extraverted, flirtatious girly girl.

In this hypnotic state, Sam remembers nothing of his desire to put on makeup and flirt with boys. What started as an innocent experiment becomes much more when Sam gets triggered by accident.


Chapter One

“I’m telling ya, this hypnosis stuff really works,” my boss said to me.

I nodded along, only half listening.

We were having lunch together. He was paying, so I didn’t hold it against him when the conversation swerved into self-help pseudo-science. Truth be told, it was a pleasant distraction. My morning at the office had been consumed by a barrage of candidate interviews for a new assistant. I hated holding interviews. Asking the same questions over and over again. Mentally putting people into the ‘maybe’ or ‘hell no’ pile while wearing the same fake smile as I tell them that I’ll be in touch. They leave the office looking wide eyed and hopeful. Then I’m forced to crush that hope in a brief but polite email.

Maybe the problem was with me? That I’m just too picky when it comes to assistants. My last one, Mary, had been a lifesaver many times. We’d worked closely together for years, day in and day out. When she left, I’d sincerely wished her the best. It was only later that I realized how hard she would be to replace.

“Are you still moping about your assistant?” My boss asked with a knowing look.

Richard was the youngest vice president the company had ever had at forty-four. He had a vibrant, youthful energy that made me gravitate towards him. He was my mentor, my friend, and with his help, I’d become the top sales executive in my division.

“I’m telling you, Michael, give them the recording. It’s the best training tool I’ve ever seen. The difference with my assistant is night and day. A complete transformation. All they have to do is have it play in the background while they sleep.”

I rolled my eyes, but his sales pitch had worn me down. “Fine, email it to me. Though I still need to get an assistant first in order to give them this amazing recording.”

“You still haven’t hired someone?”

I shook my head.

This prompted Richard to dive into a speech about the importance of training and experience. That it was unlikely and unfair to expect the perfect person to just walk in the door. Instead, he suggested that I look for a diamond in the rough. Someone with the right personality and ability to learn that could then be molded into an exceptional employee through training.

“But enough about business,” he said, suddenly desiring a change of topic. “We came out here to get away from the office and now I’m starting to bring it with me wherever I go.”

“I know the feeling,” I joked.

“Well, how’s the single life treating you?”

“Terrible. I haven’t been on a date in months. Usually because I’m working all the time since I have to juggle Mary’s responsibilities with my own until I hire someone. But on those rare times when I do go out with someone, we never seem to connect. There just never seems to be a spark.”

“It sounds like you need a vacation.”

“Oh, bragging now, are we?” I asked, with an eyebrow raised, pretending to look offended.

Richard was about to leave on a trip with his girlfriend. He was going completely off the grid. No phones or even an address. It sounded a little extreme, but then he told me about the times work would find him. In one of them, he was in the Bahamas, lying on a beach, when the phone rang. Answering it resulted in him being pulled into an emergency meeting that lasted over five hours. Never again he told me after that.

The rest of the lunch went by smoothly. I had little to offer and preferred hearing about his vacation plans. At the end of the meal, he once again reminded me to give the hypnosis tape to whoever I hired. I said I would, but truthfully, I wasn’t sure if I was even going to hire someone today.

Once I’d gotten back to the office, it was time for the next wave of interviews until the day was over. I’m sure I can make it.

But by three thirty, I had checked my watch at least fifty times. There was still one hour left before I can justify going home. The days like these were the ones I hated the most. Where time would just drag on.

I looked around at the corner office I was stuck in. It was more comfortable than most, with its own bathroom and a couch to take naps on, but even with all that, I still wanted to go home. There’s just something more final and complete about being at home. A true end point to signal that the workday is over.

But dreaming about leaving would have to wait. I glanced at my office door and a weary sigh slipped out. Behind it sat the final three candidates for today. Perhaps one of them would become my new executive assistant? Richard is probably right. I am being too picky. Think diamond in the rough and be open to new ideas.

I put on my best fake smile and went out to greet the next candidate.

All three of them were right outside the door, sitting in chairs, waiting for their name to be called. All men in their twenties wearing suits. But each with a different demeanor. The first had a buzz cut and stared off at the wall with an aggressive intensity. Sort of like a resting, angry face. Meanwhile, the second was playing a game on his phone and looked bored. He seemed like he’d rather be anywhere else than here. Finally, the third man was slender with long shaggy hair. He looked up at me with a timid eagerness. As if he was incredibly anxious while still wanting his name to be called. It seemed like he wanted to get this over with as much as I did. The long hair was a strange fashion choice for the office, but there were no rules against it and I’m not going to reject someone just because they’re unconventional.

I looked down at the resume in my hands and called the next candidate. “Spencer Peters?”

The buzz cut guy’s eyes snapped to me. He nodded and followed me into the office. Once there, I launched into the same series of questions I’d been asking the other candidates all day. It was a boring rote task. I struggled to pay attention to his answers, but I persevered because I know how hard it can be on the other side of the table. To his credit, Spencer had an answer for everything. He was ex-military, which explained his serious and intense look. Not the sort who’d be the life of the holiday Christmas party, but a hard worker who might fit the bill.

Finally, I asked him, “What made you choose our company?”

Spencer broke eye contact for the first time in twenty minutes. I’d say it was a relief, but it actually made me more concerned.

He looked back up at me and said, “when I got back home from overseas, the first thing I did was make an assessment of the local businesses. I discovered that this company is one of the largest with the highest growth potential. Which means it has one of the best paths for advancement. Starting out as an assistant seems like a great introduction to this industry.”

And a great way to jump ship for something better six months down the line.

I thanked him for his answers and said that I’d be in touch. He smiled and nodded before heading out the door, confident that he’d aced the interview.

It was true that his answers were good. I just wasn’t sure if he was the sort of person I wanted to be around all day at the office. Dedication and hard work were important, but I needed someone who could take a joke every once in a while. Someone I’d feel comfortable working side by side with. Not to mention that he wasn’t interested in being an assistant long term. I couldn’t handle another search within a year. It was just too much. I needed someone who wanted to be here for at least a couple of years.

Okay, just two more to go and then I’m home free.

My next interview was with the guy playing on his phone. Kyle Smith, twenty-three years old, with a bachelor’s degree in economics. His job history looked good. The last entry was interning at a similar place to ours.

On paper, he seemed like the perfect candidate. There was just something about him that I didn’t like. I gave my questions and watched his answers closely.

As soon as I’d called his name, Kyle put the phone down and turned on the charm.

No matter what I asked, the answers he gave were always excellent. A warm smile never left his face. Nothing fazed him. His personality was a lot warmer than the last guy which helped the interview fly by. Kyle would then ask interesting questions back about working here. He even told jokes. I was quickly warming up to him and a part of me wanted to hire him then and there, but there was something I had to know.

“So why did you apply for this job and what are you looking to get out of it?”

Kyle almost answered before I finished the question. “Well, I think this is a great industry. With great benefits and that it has a lot to offer me. For the job, I’m hoping that I can learn a lot from you.”

That might be the vaguest answer I’ve gotten all day. Just empty buzzwords. It was the complete opposite of all his other answers.

“Could you be more specific?” I pressed.

Suddenly, the smile was gone. His jaw and fists tightened. He looked like he wanted to snap at me.

Considering how boring today has been, I might have welcomed it.

Instead, I simply waited. Don’t get me wrong, I wasn’t being passive. Since I’d asked the question, waiting in awkward silence was actually kind of a power move.

A few moments passed, and then Kyle exploded.

“Damn it! This was supposed to be easy. They told me it was a sure thing. They said all I had to do was show up in a suit and say the right lines. I even had a script for potential questions and answers. Everything was all laid out. Such a simple plan. And all you had to do was play your part,” he said, jabbing a finger at me.

I frowned. “What the hell are you talking about?”

“They said the interview was just a formality,” he ranted.

“Who’s they?”

“Martha and Thomas Engleman. They’ve been long-time friends of the family.”

The names sounded vaguely familiar. I racked my brain for the answer. Where did I hear about them?

“They’re major shareholders in the company,” I realized.

I started to panic. How did nobody warn me about this? Why didn’t Richard say anything? But then a cold, calm feeling washed over me. Anyone could have googled their names and made up a story. Nobody told me anything about this guy, which means it's just as likely that he’s trying to play me.

“That was a nice try,” I said. “Very convincing. Maybe look into acting instead because you’ll never have a job here. Now get out.”

Kyle’s mouth hung open. He stuttered; red faced. Trying to work himself up to either a great insult or some reason for why he should still be here. I screwed up his resume into a ball and dropped it into the trash. With that, Kyle realized that it was over. He scowled and marched out the door, slamming it closed behind him.

I sighed and leaned back in my chair. Man, do I hate interviews.

There was one candidate left, and I really did not want to talk to anybody right now. Home was calling to me. I was so close to getting out of here. I should just hire the ex-army guy. That’d give me reason to tell the final candidate to leave. But then I’d be back in the same spot in twelve months, interviewing the Kyles of the world.

Fine. Let’s get this over with.

The resume of the final applicant said his name was Samuel, twenty-one and fresh out of college. I guess that explains the unusually long hair. Luckily, the office didn’t have a strict dress code, so that didn’t rule him out right away. However, his resume was quite sparse compared to the other college graduates I’d interviewed. Something to ask him about, I suppose.

In the waiting room, Sam sat in a chair nervously tapping his foot. I didn’t smile when I called him in. Just didn’t have the energy to fake it anymore.

“Right last but not least,” I said. “Is it Samuel or Sam?”

“Er… Sam,” he replied in a soft voice.

I led him inside, eager to get this over with.

As we stepped inside, his eyes widened. “Wow, this office is huge. You’ve even got your own bathroom.”

“One of the perks of being a top sales executive. You could have it someday too. I started with the company around the same age as you and now, at twenty-eight, I’ve been given this place. Though, truth be told, there’s still plenty of times where I wish I was anywhere else than here.”

“Why’s that?”

“Sometimes the job is stressful and I need to get away. As you saw with the last guy I interviewed.”

“Does that happen often?”

“Thankfully no. But that’s part of the reason for why you’re here. I’m looking for someone to help keep my work life organized and take some of the strain. To essentially make things easier for me and save me from conducting any more interviews,” I joked.

He smiled and nodded, relaxing his shoulders. Sam still seemed shy, but he was now making more eye contact with me and was no longer fidgeting with his hands.

I went through my questions. Unlike the other two candidates, Sam would fumble some of the answers or pause for too long. Sometimes I’d try to just move on to the next question. But that just made him more flustered. Then his face would go red and he would apologize. Strangely, I found it kind of cute. Watching him try his best was kind of endearing. He gave off more of an eager puppy dog look, which was certainly easier to live with than the other guy. But his experience was lacking. I still needed someone competent. A mixture of good personality and skill, as Richard would say.

I can’t hire him. Damn. It looks like the search will have to continue.

Sam must have sensed something because he squared his small shoulders and looked me right in the eye. “Please,” he said. “I’m desperate. I’ll do anything to get this job. I’ll start late, work unpaid overtime. Whatever it takes, I’ll do it.”

Whatever it takes?

It was an interesting plea. Most of the applicants aren’t quite that brutally honest about their situations, so it was admirable that Sam was. He wasn’t really up to the standard I needed, but what if I could train him to be?

Suddenly, I remembered the tape Richard had mentioned. It was an eight-hour audio file that you listen to while sleeping. He claimed that it was a self-improvement track designed to make better workers. That they would listen to it and, within a few weeks, become completely transformed. I never had time to check it out myself, but my boss had never steered me wrong before. If he said it worked, then I believed him.

“Okay, you’re hired,” I said.

Sam brightened up immediately.

“But there’s a condition. I’m sending you an audio file. It’s a self-improvement track that a lot of people in the company are using. My boss swears by it. Claims it’s a massive confidence booster. Just put it on your phone and listen to it when you go to sleep.”

“But I’ve got the job, sir?” He asked, still uncertain.

I nodded. “You do and call me Michael.”

We shook on it and I couldn’t help but notice how small and delicate his hands were compared to mine. Then, as he walked away, it became obvious that the suit he was wearing was slightly too big for him. But maybe that was just my imagination. It has been a long day.

I shut off the lights and went out to where I’d parked my car. That’s when I noticed Sam standing at the bus stop across the street. His arms crossed as he tried not to shiver from the icy wind. I felt bad for him. It could be some time until a bus arrived.  

I got in my car and drove up to the bus stop. It just felt cruel to leave him there.

I pulled down the window. “Hey Sam, want a ride?” I asked.

He nodded swiftly and jumped into the passenger seat. I turned on the heating while he told me where he lived. Sam sounded worried that it was asking too much, but I told him that it was fine. The journey wasn’t too far out of my way.

The drive itself was less awkward than expected. After a few moments warming up, I discovered that we actually shared a lot of the same interests. We had the exact same taste in movies and music. He’d even gone to same college as me, which had surprised me since it wasn’t local. This prompted Sam to make fun of me for not reading his resume properly.

I laughed. “Alright, you got me. But you have no idea how many of those things I had to read. They all start to blur together after a while.”

When we got to Sam’s apartment building, he invited me up for a beer. I briefly considered turning him down, wondering if it would be inappropriate, but we were getting along so well that I couldn’t say no.

The building was nicer than what I expected a recent college graduate to have. It wasn’t fancy or anything, but it was still a hell of a lot better than what most people his age could afford. Sam noticed my look and explained that his parents were helping to pay for it.

“They didn’t want me sharing a one-room shoebox with five roommates, as my mother likes to say.”

“Well, they’ve got good sense. I’ve done the whole tiny apartment with too many roommates situation before. Trust me, it's not as character building as some people claim it is.”

As we approached Sam’s door, he stiffened at the sight of a woman leaving the apartment across the hall. She was an attractive woman in her late twenties with long, dark hair. When she saw Sam, she smiled and her eyes sparkled.

“Hey Sam,” she said, with a wave.

“Hi,” Sam squeaked. His shy awkwardness suddenly returning.

“You still good to help me out later, right?” She asked.

Sam nodded, though he didn’t look pleased about it.

“I’m Michael,” I said.

She looked at me like she just noticed I was there. “Oh sorry, I’m Beth.” There was a pause. “Well, we’re just heading out,” she added, before looking over her shoulder.

A tall, muscular man appeared in the doorway. He put his arm around Beth and kissed her on the neck while she mock protested. I glanced at Sam and saw that he was just looking at the floor. The man noticed this too and smirked.

“Make sure you do the bedroom as well,” he said to Sam.

Beth laughed. “Stop it. You’re the worst,” she said, playfully hitting him on the arm.

The man checked his watch. “We should go if we don’t want to be late.”

Beth nodded, “bye Sam. It was nice meeting you, Michael.”

They both left without waiting for a response. Sam rushed over to his door and hunched over, trying to make himself look smaller, as he searched his pockets for his key. Once we were inside, I had to ask, “what was that all about?”

“It’s nothing,” he said, quietly.

“It didn’t look like nothing.”

At first, it didn’t look like he was going to tell me. If it was too private, then I was just as willing to drop the matter. But then he took a breath and told me.

“My neighbor, Beth, keeps coming over and asking for favors. At first, it was helping her move something, which didn’t bother me. But she kept asking for me to do more stuff. Now she’s got me cleaning her apartment and taking care of her plants while she and her boyfriend go out of town.”

“So if they’re taking advantage of you, why not tell them you won’t help anymore?”

Sam went to his fridge and pulled out a couple of beers. He handed me one and said, “look can we just forget about it? It’s not a big deal.”

I agreed to say no more, though secretly, I was even more relieved that I’d given him that tape. He needs that confidence boost more than I’d initially realized. I felt bad that his neighbors were using him like that by appealing either to his good nature or taking advantage of his timidness. Either way, I hoped that the tape would help put a stop to all of that.

Sam turned on the TV and we sat down. I recalled some funny moments from college to lighten the mood. We drank. One beer quickly became many. At some point, we agreed that I’d stay over and sleep on the couch. After a few too many, Sam began to open back up. Complaining about his neighbors and the bad roommate he got stuck with in college.

I listened and let him get it all out. We commiserated, and then before he went to his bedroom, I reminded him of the tape. He rolled his eyes but said he’d do it. I laid down on the couch and quickly fell asleep.

A bird outside the window loudly cawed. I shot up, awake and confused. Where was I? This wasn’t my apartment.

Bleary-eyed, I stumbled over to the kitchen sink and splashed cold water over my face. The memories came flooding back. This was Sam’s apartment. My new assistant. I’d driven him home and then had come up for a drink.

What time is it?

There was no clock anywhere and Sam hadn’t programmed the one on his oven or microwave. I checked my pockets for my phone, but it was gone. I looked around and found it sitting on the edge of the couch. My phone said that it was late morning. The tape my boss had recommended me was paused on the screen. Had I been playing that track last night? Then I remembered telling Sam to use it. I must have pulled it up on my phone and listened to it to myself. Though I couldn’t remember any of it.

Curious, I put in some headphones and hit play. Not that I needed the confidence, but I couldn’t help but wonder how it all works. Richard bragged about it so much that there must be something special to it.

A woman’s voice greeted me as I sat back down on the couch. “Hello, and welcome to becoming the better you.”

A better you? Well, at least she’s confident. That’s a start.

“We’ll start by focusing on your breathing,” the voice continued. “Slow and steady. In and out. Feel your breath rising and falling. As you begin to feel more relaxed, try to slow that breathing down. Make each inhale and exhale a little longer. Your body is starting to feel heavy. You feel yourself sinking down deeper and deeper.”

Seems like pretty standard relaxation advice so far.

“The code word is authenticity,” she said along with a chime sound. “When you hear the word authenticity. You will transform into a girl. Your voice will become feminine and your body will change. Makeup, cute clothes, and sexy boys will be your new obsessions. Just an extroverted, confident girl who wants to look pretty and flirt with guys. You want them to find you attractive. But when you hear the word authenticity again, you will return to your previous state with no memory of what occurred before.”

What?!

This is what I gave Sam, but there must be some kind of mistake. Richard would never have given me this. Not on purpose, anyway. A cold pit opened up in my stomach. I’ve just handed my new employee a giant sexual harassment case. Sam seems like a good guy, but I’ve only known him for a day. If he goes to HR with this, then my career is over. I have to get his phone and delete that recording. With any luck, he’ll have been too drunk to remember any of it.

I went and put my ear to his bedroom door. The soft footsteps inside indicated that Sam was up and pacing around the room. For a moment, I considered bursting through the door and immediately apologizing. But I stopped myself. Who knows what Sam knew? He may never have even listened to it.

Instead, I went back to the couch and played it cool, waiting to see how he’d react. The door opened. An attractive blonde woman came out. Did Sam have a girl over after I’d passed out?

She saw me and smiled.

“Hey is…” I stopped mid-sentence. That was when I noticed it. Sam didn’t bring a girl over. He was the girl.

I tried to think of something to say, but my brain wouldn’t work. I could only stare as he came closer. My eyes taking in all the details. The long blonde hair and makeup. To the short silver dress that showed off his bare smooth legs. Sam was even wearing something that gave him the illusion of breasts.  

“Hi stranger,” Sam said in a feminine voice.

He drew closer and closer. Each step making me more nervous. I should say something. I should do something.

Sam climbed onto my lap and gently pushed me back against the couch. His ruby red lips moving towards mine. An interviewer on the TV in the background said something about the importance of authenticity.

Sam stopped and pulled back, looking confused. “What? How did I get here? Did you drug me?” He asked, panicked and angry. His voice suddenly back to being more masculine.

He looked down at what he was wearing and then leaped off of me. Anger became fear. It was like he couldn’t quite comprehend what he was seeing. The tight dress he was wearing felt like a straightjacket. He pulled at it to try and get out of it. But the more he tried, the more frustrated he became.

“There’s a zipper at the back,” I pointed out.

“Of course, you’d know that,” he said, quietly.

“I didn’t mean for any of this to happen. My boss recommended this tape to me as something to help train new employees. It was just supposed to be a confidence booster. There must have been some kind of mixup and you got some tape about becoming a girl. He’d never have given me something like this on purpose. Look, we can figure out what happened to you, but first you need to calm down.”

Sam took a deep breath and nodded. He stopped struggling and meekly turned around. “Can you help me? I can’t quite reach it.”

I went over to him and unzipped his dress, revealing more pale, smooth skin underneath. From behind, he looked completely like a woman. Had his body always been like this? I thought back to our interview, but he’d been wearing a suit. Maybe he just naturally didn’t have much body hair?

Something about the tape stuck with me. The woman on it had said the code word was authenticity, and then when that guy on TV said it, Sam started freaking out. What if that was the word that activated the personality change? Richard did call it hypnosis. Which, if true, means that the tape implanted something in Sam’s mind.

To test this, I said “authenticity.”

Sam turned to me with a lustful look. “Undressing me already?” He asked, with a girly voice. “Someone’s eager. Don’t worry, I love guys who know what they want. Let’s get you out of those clothes.”

I shot to my feet and started backing away. The code word seemed to trigger a complete change within Sam. He didn’t just sound different, he moved differently. With a feminine sway in his hips and a lustful hunger in his eyes as he approached me.

“Don’t you think this is inappropriate?” I asked.

Sam stopped, puzzled. “Why? You’re not married, are you? Even if you are, I can keep a secret,” he giggled.

So he has no memory of who I am.

“Don’t you remember how I got here, Sam?”

He scrunched up his face in mild disgust. “Ew, don’t call me Sam. It’s Samantha.”

It seems like a complete alternate personality with each side not sharing memories with the other. Anything that happens now, Sam isn’t going to remember. It’s exactly as the tape said.

He was coming closer. I had to stop this before Sam forced himself on me.

“Authenticity,” I said.

Sam stopped, again looking confused about how he’d moved across the room in what felt like a split second. “It happened again?”

I nodded. “There’s a specific word that seems to activate it. Any time you hear the word, you change into a girl.”

“How do we even fix something like this?” He asked morosely.

Truthfully, I hadn’t the faintest idea, but Sam needed reassurance, so I told him we would find a way. That there must be someone else out there who had experienced the same thing and found a solution. If the hypnosis can be implanted so easily and quickly, then it stands to reason that removing it would be the same.

“Would you… would you mind staying here over the weekend to make sure I don’t encounter the code word?” He asked.

My heart swelled. Sam looked so vulnerable and nervous.

“Yes. Of course, I’ll stay.”

“Thank you,” he said, his mood brightening.

Before I could react, he rushed over and pulled me into a hug. Feeling awkward, I returned the favor. Sam wore a sweet perfume whose scent was drawing me in. Somehow, it no longer felt weird hugging a man I’d only just met in women’s clothes. He stood a head shorter than me and nestled into my chest. It felt comforting to reassure him that everything would be okay.

A few moments later, we broke apart and discussed next steps. It turns out that even Sam reading the word written down triggered the change in him. I told him that he should just avoid TV and listen to music in public until we figured out a way to reverse this. Sam nodded and quickly agreed with all of my suggestions. I think he was just mostly relieved that I wasn’t leaving him alone.

I kept to my word and spent the weekend sleeping on his couch or researching hypnosis. Contacting my boss Richard had been impossible and his assistant had no knowledge of any self improvement or hypnosis tapes. In fact, she seemed curious and pressed for more details, but I held off. What if Richard had fallen for the same mistake I had? It was better not to say anything than to risk embarrassing my boss.

Researching turned out to be a bust too. It wasn’t that we couldn’t find any information; it was the opposite. We were buried in an avalanche of research, testimonials, and techniques relating to hypnosis. I tried various recommended styles on Sam, but none seemed to take effect. Even copying direct phrases from the tape into search engines turned up nothing useful. Eventually, we decided that the best course of action was to pretend it had never happened and that the hypnosis conditioning would just fade away over time.

Sam was apprehensive when I said I had to go. But after two days on a couch, my bed was calling to me. Before I left, I assured him that this whole thing would be over in a few days. He nodded. My words seemed to bolster him and, for both our sakes, I dearly hoped that I was right.


Chapter Two

It was Monday morning. I checked my phone on the way up to my office. No messages from Sam. I’d texted him a couple of times just to check in, but his lack of response worried me. Maybe he was angry with me? It was an accident, but if I were in his shoes, then I’d blame myself for what had happened. Today was meant to be Sam’s first day of work, and I had no way of knowing whether he’d even show up or not.

When I reached my office, I stopped and frowned. That’s weird. My door was open. A tightness formed in my chest and my heart began to race. A part of me didn’t want to go in there, but other people would be coming to work soon. I couldn’t just avoid my office based on a gut instinct. I took a deep breath and calmed myself. It was probably just the cleaners forgetting to close the door. I’m being silly.

I went inside and shut the door. Being paranoid about every little thing was going to drive me crazy. Sam had promised to steer clear of the internet and the television. Plus, it's not like the word ‘authenticity’ comes up that often. As long as he avoids the trigger word, then everything should be fine.

The giant stack of paperwork sitting on my desk drowned out my fear with weariness. With a heavy sigh, I sat behind my desk and chose to deliberately ignore it. I prefer to start my day with lightly skimming emails until I’ve had my coffee. Hopefully, my new assistant will arrive soon to help me go through all this paperwork. 

This gentle start to the day was rudely interrupted a moment later when I heard the faucet running in my private bathroom.

Who would dare?

I got up and knocked on the door angrily. “Who’s in there?” I demanded more loudly than was probably appropriate for the office.

“I’ll be out in a moment,” the woman said on the other side of the door.

A woman? Who was it? She didn’t sound like anyone I knew on this floor of the building. And even if she had, this was still my bathroom. My private space. She had no right to invade it like this.

I started formulating a rant in my head that involved talking to her supervisor and how inappropriate this behavior was.

The door opened, and I launched into my argument.

“Do you have any idea…”

The words died in my throat.

Of course. It was obvious, but I’d been trying hard to put it out of my mind and simply hope for the best. The woman who had just used my bathroom was Sam. Behind the door, he had sounded like a completely different person. It wouldn’t have even occurred to me that Sam could sound like that. He quickly apologized and flashed me a demure smile.

It felt like I was in a dream. Sam wore a dark dress like you’d expect at the office, makeup, heels and a long blonde wig. All of it looked so convincing that I was momentarily stunned. He mistook my hesitation for an invitation, walking towards me sensually with a gentle sway in his hips. “Sorry boss. I just wanted to use the mirror to fix my makeup,” he said in a feminine voice.

Where did he even have the time to buy makeup and learn how to use it?

“And you’re here for work?” I asked.

He laughed. “Well, that’s why you hired me.”

Sam kept advancing and, sensing a repeat of last time, I try to say the code word but he cuts me off.

“No talking,” he said.

My heart starts racing. With the make up on, he looks… beautiful. There’s no other word to describe him.

I don’t move. When Sam reaches me, we kiss. I don’t stop him. I can’t. His soft lips press against mine and my cock is now suddenly rock hard. I grab his round, girly ass and pull him closer. This feels incredible. I need more. My warm tongue massaged his and a quiet sigh escaped him. A firm hardness pressed against me. I looked down and realized that his cock was hard too. This realization made me stop and pull back. What am I doing? I’m not interested in men and I can’t have sex with my assistant. That would be an HR disaster. I should stop this. No, I have to stop this.

Sam misread my signal and got on his knees. It’s just one word, I thought to myself. He unzipped my pants. You can still come back from this. One word and it’s over. He pulled out my hard cock and licked his delicious lips. There’s still time to say the trigger word.

But I don’t, because a part of me wants this feminine man in women’s clothes to suck my dick.

His hand wraps around my cock, and I let out a soft gasp. This was wrong. He grasps my shaft firmly and begins stroking. All thoughts of stopping disappear. He gazes up at my face, eyes bright. “Hm, I know what you want,” he said.

Sam bent forward, swirled his tongue over the tip of my cock, and moaned girlishly.

“You like that baby?” she, I mean he asked. The feminine voice and appearance fooling me for a second. Despite my best intentions, I found myself nodding. Somehow, a single night with this hypnotic track had turned Sam into a girly slut. It didn’t seem possible. Was it brainwashing or just what Sam truly wanted?

Regardless of the cause, I couldn’t take my eyes off of her. I was transfixed by the way her big doe eyes danced with pleasure as she worked my cock with her plump lips. My heart thundered in my chest. I was in a danger that was both terrifying and exhilarating. Despite it being early, there was a chance of someone coming in. Another assistant leaving some documents on my desk or a co-worker who saw me come in, knocking on my door for a chat. And then there was Sam. For all I know, this hypnosis stuff could wear off at any second.

Sam did something with her tongue that took the worries away.

Another low groan escaped me.

I realized that with the hypnosis in effect, no one would ever have to know about this. I looked down, watching how her thick lips were wrapped around my cock. Feeling her work my shaft with her mouth, taking all of me.

“Yeah, just like that,” I moaned.

This man was sucking my dick and it felt amazing. Her head bobbed up and down rhythmically. To my amazement, Sam seemed to have no gag reflex. In fact, she seemed to enjoy taking all of me.

I closed my eyes and felt her work me. Sucking my hard cock. She felt like a pro. My arousal building faster than I could have imagined. I felt a tinge of concern. Not yet, I thought. I didn’t want this to end right away, but if she continued at this speed, I wouldn’t be able to stop myself.

Sam seemed to sense it too. Suddenly, she slowed down. She kept one delicate but firm hand on the shaft while the other cradled my balls. I felt a small shudder and her eyes sparkled. She was the one giving pleasure, and yet she was enjoying this just as much as I was. In fact, this was all by her design. She chose to wait in the bathroom and ambush me. She planned this.

“You’re a bad girl,” I said.

She nodded.

“You wanted my cock. You were desperate for it. Hungry. It’s all you could think about?”

Another nod, this time more emphatic.

“So take it. Take it like the horny slut that you are,” I said, grabbing her head. I forced her to deep throat all of me. No longer was she in control. No more slow movements. It was time for the big finish.

Holding onto her head, I began thrusting. Fucking that pretty little mouth of hers. She moaned, and I noticed she had one hand under her skirt, rubbing her cock. Despite what she was handling under her skirt, she didn’t feel like a man. It was like that hypnosis track had caused Sam to become possessed by a woman. Maybe this isn’t gay after all. I mean anyone who looked at her could be fooled and that voice. It was indistinguishable from a woman’s. This wasn’t inappropriate sex with Sam, my assistant. This was something else entirely. Sex with Samantha was unlike anything I’d experienced before. When she’d first kneeled down, there was a hungry look in her eyes. But that look only intensified into ravenous desire as we used each other.

She moaned, and I knew by the sound that she was getting close too. Sam pulled her own cock out, rubbing it with a firm grip. There was no hiding it now, no running away from it. I tried to look away, but I couldn’t.

The arousal was building to a fever pitch. So close now. I shook in trying to hold it back. Sam moaned as she came. It was so high pitch and girly, so full of pleasure that I couldn’t stop even with the sight of her cock cumming. I stopped fucking her mouth and exploded down her throat. Load after load shooting into her.

Not content to simply sit there, Sam grabbed my cock and sucked, draining every last drop of me until I was dry. Then it was my turn to let out a content sigh. I put my cock away and attempted to put my pants on when I realized that I felt a little light headed. Without thinking, I joined Sam on the floor. Just for a moment.

We made eye contact, both smiling and giddy.

“That was… something,” I said.

Her smile grew. “Wanna do it again in fifteen minutes?”

God yes, I thought to myself. But I knew I shouldn’t. It was getting dangerously close to nine. Other people would start coming into the building soon and I couldn’t have them walk in on us. I also couldn’t leave Sam here like this.

After the deed was done, Sam looked pleased with himself, while I was more confused than ever.

I put my pants back on.

Sam gave me a curious look and asked, “so what are we going to do with the rest of the day? Oh, you could take me shopping!”

I glanced at my watch, and that was when it hit me. It was earlier than I’d thought. Most people hadn’t come into the office yet, which meant that there was still time.

“Authenticity,” I said.

Sam blinked, confusion on his face as he looked around the room. He saw my concerned expression and then groaned. “It happened again?”

I nodded. “Look, we need to get you to the studio space on the eighth floor. Luckily, you work for a fashion company. We’ve got a ton of clothes for our next fall line. Nobody will notice if we borrow an outfit.”

Sam looked down at the dress and heels he was wearing. He looked scared. “I don’t want people to see me like this.”

“We both came in early when the office was still empty. If we hurry, I bet we could make it down there without anyone seeing us.” Sam was hesitant. “It’ll be okay,” I assured him.

I held out my hand. He took it and I helped him up off the ground. It was reassuring that he didn’t wonder why he was down there in the first place, but I still felt guilty. Telling him would have to wait until we’d safely gotten him a change of clothes.

I left the office first, opening the door slightly and peeking out into the empty hallway. Once it was confirmed that there was no one here, I ushered Sam to the elevator and had him hide behind the corner.

Once the doors opened to reveal an empty elevator, I gave him the signal.

We rode down in silence. I kept impatiently checking my watch and Sam kept checking me. I gave him another reassuring smile. Inside, I was panicking. People would be coming into work around now. Some might already be in the studio.

When we reached the eighth floor, I grabbed Sam’s hand and marched him quickly to one of the store rooms.

“Okay, I don’t know how much time we’ve got, so you need to hurry. The left side has men’s clothes and the right is the women’s.”

He stared at me.

“What?” I asked.

“Would you mind?” He gestured towards the door.

Oh, right. “Not at all. I’ll be right outside if you need me.”

I went out, closed the door behind me, and let out a sigh of relief. Once he’d gotten changed, things would get easier. Another glance at my watch told me it was almost nine. Sure enough, people began to slowly trickle in.

I felt confident that nobody would be rushing straight to the storeroom. First, they’d grab a drink or head to their desks to turn on their computers. We just needed a few more minutes. How long could it take to take off a dress and throw on a shirt anyway?

“Michael?” A woman called my name.

I turned to see Lizzie standing there, coffee in hand. She was an editor for our company’s magazine. We’d hit it off a couple of years ago at a company retreat. A few too many drinks at the bar and we began sleeping together. Although once we got back home, it didn’t take many dates to see that we weren’t right for each other. We’d parted amicably and had remained friends ever since.

“What are you doing down here?” She asked.

My mind quickly scrambled for an answer and came up with a half truth. “I just got a new assistant and wanted to give them a bit of a tour. Help them understand what it is we do here. I figured the studio would be a good place to start since we planned on shooting the men’s fall collection today.”

“It’s the women’s collection, actually,” she pointed out.

Damn, does that mean all the clothes in the storeroom were women’s? I hadn’t taken too close of look there, but there must be something gender neutral that would fit Sam.

“Where is your new assistant? I’d love to meet whoever managed to replace Mary.”

I pretended to look mildly annoyed and lied. “That’s the thing. They haven’t shown up yet. We were supposed to meet here.”

“Maybe they got lost?” She laughed.

“Maybe” I agreed.

“While you’re here, I can show you the plans for the new space.”

Our business has been generating record profits and so the higher ups had decided that we needed to expand. One of those was getting another studio space in New York City. It was a perfectly normal request for Lizzie to make, although she normally might have just emailed me the pictures. But without a good reason why I wanted to stand there, I said yes.

“Lead the way to your office,” I said a little louder than normal, praying that Sam heard me.

Lizzie gave me a quizzical look. “Did you forget where it was already?”

“No, I…”

“I guess it’s easy to forget us little people when you’re a big shot executive.”

“Of course not, I just…” I stuttered.

Lizzie broke out into a smile and we both laughed.

“At least you haven’t lost your sense of humor.”

“They try to train it out of us with long boardroom sessions.”

“No room for anything but the numbers?” She said in mock sadness, shaking her head.

I agreed. “Tis a sad life.”

We went into her office, and she showed me pictures of the space. I didn’t have much of an eye for that sort of thing, but I had to agree with her that it looked good. They’d start working on it soon, she told me. Once complete, some lucky people would be working out of it. New York city was a prestigious place and if the company was willing to pay for cost-of-living increases, then it was the dream posting.

“It all looks very promising,” I said.

“Any chance you know who’s going?”

“Not yet, and before you ask, I don’t make the decision.”

We exchanged a few more words about it, and then I made an excuse to leave. I had to get back to that storage room before someone else did. I left her office and walked briskly back to the room. I didn’t get halfway before I was stopped again. A middle-aged man in a suit that I didn’t recognize stopped me.

“I’m sorry. Who are you?” I asked.

“Oh, I’m David. From HR. It seems there was a complaint lodged against you from one of the candidates you interviewed.”

“Well, if it’s the person I’m thinking of, then you have it backwards. I was nothing but cordial. When I couldn’t tell this candidate whether they were hired or not, they got angry and started yelling. I told them to leave my office.”

David nodded, but looked concerned. “Still, I’d like to go over what happened in more detail. Do you have time today for a meeting?”

“No, and I resent the accusation you’re implying. What are you even doing on this floor, anyway?”

“Oh, this floor has the best snacks.”

I swallowed my anger. “If you need anything else, run it to my assistant. And don’t ambush me in a hallway like this again. It’s unprofessional.”

I walked off before he could respond. Some angry guy making up lies about me to HR was the last thing I needed right now. Even though it was baseless, I couldn’t afford the extra scrutiny. I should call Richard, see if he can make this complaint go away.

I rushed back to the storeroom. Desperate. I couldn’t wait any longer. I opened the door and went inside, ready to warn Sam that others were coming.

The room was empty.

At first, I hoped that he’d gotten dressed and then left. Either to go back home or up to my office. A closer inspection revealed a bundle of clothes on the floor. They were the men’s clothes I’d picked out for him. He’d never put them on. Which means he’s back to thinking he’s a girl.


Chapter Three

I had to find him before he says or does something that both of us would regret. Okay, I have to think. Don’t panic. I was outside the door and then I met Lizzie. We turned left towards her office. Sam couldn’t have gone that way without me noticing. He couldn’t have gotten on the elevator either. So, he was either still on this floor or had taken the stairs.

I left the storeroom and turned right. Following the corridor down towards the studio space. Inside was a stage, lights, camera equipment, a hair and makeup section and around fifty people all going about various tasks to set up the photoshoot.

A girlish laugh erupted from one of the models near the hair and makeup. 

Instinct told me that was the right direction.

The model was a blonde who was sat in a chair, getting her hair ready. 

“Excuse me, miss? Have you seen a friend of mine?” I asked.

The model turned in her chair, and I gaped. It was Sam, but he was even more beautiful than before. Someone professional had re-done his makeup and given him a new wig.

“I don’t know,” he giggled. “What do they look like?”

“Come on, we have to go,” I said, grabbing his arm.

The hair stylist got in front of me. “What are you doing?” she asked, indignant.

I realized how it looked, me suddenly appearing and trying to grab what appeared to be a young woman. I let go of Sam’s arm.

“She’s not on the call sheet. Check if you don’t believe me. My friend came here to visit me and when she saw all the clothes and makeup, she got carried away. Isn’t that right Samantha?” I asked, staring at him, praying that he goes along with it. Begging him with my eyes. Samantha paused, enjoying the silent tension. Then he sighed, “It’s fine. He’s my boyfriend, and he’s right, I’m not a model yet. I hope I didn’t inconvenience you.”

The hair stylist's features softened. “That’s alright honey, you’ve certainly got the looks. If you want, I could put in a word for you, let you stay and take some pictures.”

Samantha’s eyes lit up. He turned to me. “Can I?”

I hated feeling like the bad guy and saying no, but it was too risky. Plus, I had no way of knowing how Sam would feel about it. Then there was the prospect of him being awoken in the middle of a photoshoot? I couldn’t imagine a more disorientating scene for him.

I shook my head. “We’ve got that appointment that we’re going to be late for if we don’t leave soon. But I promise that I will make it up to you.”

He pouted slightly, but nodded.

We left together and once alone in the elevator I said “thank you.”

“You are sooo going to owe me big time. She thought I was a model. She said I was beautiful. What do you think?”

I looked at him, but I couldn’t see anything except an enchanting girl. “I think you’re beautiful.”

His playful smile grew wider. He leaned in close and kissed me.

We both wanted it. The need was still there. I could feel it. But I couldn’t. Not here and not now.

I pulled away just before the elevator doors opened. Sam looked disappointed, but said nothing as I led him out of the building.

“We’ll take my car and head back to your place,” I said.

“No!” he exclaimed, before turning around walking down the street.

He started running. I chased after him, but wary of how it would look in public, stopped myself from grabbing him. I walked alongside him and asked, “where are you going?”

“I’m going to find someone. I’ll get a new boyfriend. A better one. Someone hot who knows how to appreciate his girl. Then we’ll go on dates and have amazing sex.”

His eyes were scanning the faces of the men we saw. I could tell he was serious, and in that form, Sam could be very persuasive. If he succeeded, he might get hurt when that man discovers that Sam has different parts than he was expecting. I couldn’t use the trigger word here, but I still had to stop him. I could only think of one way, and the upcoming sign that pointed to the local park would help me do it.

“You’re right. I’ve been a bad boyfriend. Work and everything have been distracting lately, but that’s no excuse. How about we forget work today entirely? Let’s go on a date instead.”

She stopped and turned to me with a quizzical expression. “Right now?”

“Yes. How about a walk in the park?”

“That could be nice,” he said reluctantly.

We entered the park. It was too early on a weekday for there to be many people around. The public park itself housed a small forest with pathways carved into it and a small lake in the center. I suggested that we take a stroll around the lake. That way, it would give me enough time to calm her down and keep her happy. I mean him. Keep him happy. 

It turned out to be the right choice. Sam loved the park, especially watching the ducks. While we walked, she wanted to talk about us. About other things we were going to do. I played along, but secretly I was getting worried about how advanced this hypnosis was and how healthy it was to keep Sam in this state.

“You’re getting boring again,” he said.

“What?”

“Whenever you get that look on your face, means you’re about to be boring.”

“I’m sorry?” Unsure of how to take that.

Sam smiled mischievously. “I know just the thing. Race you there,” she said before she took off running. I chased after her, but she ran off the path and into the woods. I followed at a slower pace while looking down to avoid the stray roots, branches, rocks that could lead to a broken ankle.

“Hey be careful,” I called after her.

Eventually, I caught up to find him leaning against an enormous oak tree. We were pretty far away from anyone. I couldn’t hear anything except the sounds of birds and leaves rustling gently in the breeze.

“Finally, we’re all alone,” she said. He said, I reminded myself. Damn it, he looks so convincing and attractive that it was messing with my perception. Sam didn’t waste any more time. He pressed close against me and I could feel his hard cock against my leg.

“Make me cum, daddy,” she whispered.

I became instantly hard. With one hand, he rubbed the outline of my cock. This is my assistant named Sam. He’s just a man who’s confused. We both are. This look and personality are just pretend, I told myself.

As he rubbed, moaned.

“Rub my pussy,” he said, taking my hand and placing under his dress. 

My hand found his cock and began stroking it. Samantha let out a girlish sigh.

We rubbed each other until I couldn’t take it anymore. I unzipped his dress and took it off of his delicate shoulders. Sam did the same for me, taking off my pants.

It didn’t matter that we were outside or, technically, still in public. We both wanted each other too much to care.

I got naked while Sam left her white bra and panties on. There were large breast inserts pushed together in the bra to give him cleavage. Curious, I reached out and grabbed one, giving it a squeeze. Sam moaned.

“Kiss it. Lick my pussy,” she said, gesturing down at the bulge in her panties.

She pulled her cock out. It looked so big and veiny. I leaned in close, staring at it, but too scared to take the final step. Sam grabbed my head and pulled me closer. I found my mouth opening to accept her half erect girl cock. The sensation was strange. I could feel her warm throbbing shaft and it actually felt kind of nice. Reluctantly, I began sucking. Sam moaned. It was music to my ears and all the encouragement I needed.

Her cock grew larger and harder in my mouth. I grabbed her shaft and moved my head up and down, taking as much of her as I could.

There was no way around it. Dressed as a woman, I was able to lie to myself when she gave me a blowjob in the office. Out in the forest, there were no lies. I was sucking her cock, and I loved it.

“Yeah. Lick my pussy. Just like that,” she said.

Her swollen veiny tip pressed against the back of my throat. That’s when I realized I was getting excited too. My own cock straining for release. But I couldn’t, not when I had a job to do.

“Hmm, such a good boy,” she purred.

I looked up, saw her smile and felt my heart and cock both swell. She leaned back, eyes closed, her body tensed up. I knew she was close. That maybe I should have stopped and pulled her out of my mouth in time. But I couldn’t stop. Her girly cock entranced me. I didn’t want to stop.

I continued sucking harder and faster. My arousal growing with hers every time she made a sound.

Then suddenly, without warning, her cock burst, showering my mouth and throat with her cum. Too shocked to stop and worried about choking, I swallowed and kept swallowing until I had drained her dry.

When it was finally over, I let go of her cock and drifted off to the side. 

She had just shot a load into my mouth; I thought to myself, too dazed and light-headed to think of anything else.

After a few moments, Sam said, “we should get out of here before someone notices us.”

I looked down at her in surprise. “Since when are you the responsible one?”

She smiled. “I’m not. I’m just a girl who always knows what she wants.”

Holding her in my arms, I tried hard not to think about Sam or the future. I didn’t want to worry about it. But it couldn’t be put off forever. Eventually, he would come back and he’d have questions about the missing time.

“We should head back to your place and take a shower. That is, unless you plan on running away again?” I asked.

“No, that sounds nice.”

We got dressed and made our way back to civilization. Sam was happy and talking about how I could take her dancing later. I smiled and nodded along, all the while planning to say the code word once we’d got back to the apartment.


Chapter Four

In the apartment hallway, I watched Sam pull out his key and waited for him to turn left at his door. Instead, he turned right. Opening the door to the opposite apartment and went inside. 

“Sam,” I hissed, nervously looking around.

I followed him into his neighbor’s apartment. But I couldn’t see him.

“What are you doing in here?” I called out.

Sam appeared. “You said you wanted to take a shower.”

“Yes, in your apartment.”

Sam looked puzzled. “But all my clothes are here.”

I guess that explains where all the women’s clothes he’d been wearing had come from.

“We need to get out of here,” I said.

“Not without my clothes.”

“Okay fine. Grab some and let’s go. You can take a shower across the hall.”

Sam disappeared back into the bedroom. I waited a few moments until I realized he wasn’t coming out. Damn it, fine. I’ll just use the code word and deal with Sam’s freak out instead. At least with him, I can explain the downside of things like breaking and entering and theft. Concepts that Samantha doesn’t seem to take seriously. It might not be her fault either. That hypnosis tape made the other personality, which makes finding a way to undo it even more important.

What happened in the park was amazing, but it can’t continue. I can’t keep dropping everything the second my assistant turns into a sex-crazed girl. Once Sam is back, we’ll figure out a way to fix this.

I went into the bedroom, ready to say the word and bring back the other Sam, when I stopped. I could hear the water running in the bathroom. Good, they’re finally taking a shower. After they come out, I’ll say the word, and then explain that in his hypnotic state he got confused about which apartment was his.

The sound of the front door opening robbed me of this fantasy. I leaned against the bedroom door and heard Beth talking on the phone. Quickly, I slipped into the bathroom and closed the door behind me.

Sam stood naked in the bathtub, watching me with a bemused expression. My eyes followed her hands as she continued to soap up her small, lean frame. It suddenly hit me that this was the first time I’d seen them completely naked, and my arousal almost made me lose all sense. Only the danger Beth posed held me back. I got into the bathtub. Sam grinned, thinking I wanted another go, but I shooed their fingers away before turning off the water and closing the shower curtain.

Sam tried to speak, but I put my finger to his lips and indicated to be silent. As I strained to hear Beth, he put my finger in his mouth and started quietly sucking. The tip of his hard cock pressed against me. Without thinking, I grabbed one of their soft pecs and tweaked their nipple. Sam made a small, pleasing sound. I panicked, pulled my finger out of their mouth and clamped my hand over it.

The voice of Beth drew closer. She was in the bedroom now. I just had to hope she normally has the bathroom door closed. Luckily, it sounded like she was distracted by an argument with whoever was on the other end of the call.

Despite the danger, Sam wouldn’t stop teasing me. No matter how many stern looks I gave, she just wouldn’t stop playing with my cock. Worse still was that it was working for me.

The image of being arrested entered my mind. Being dragged out by the cops in wet clothes and then it changed to being escorted out with cum in my pants.

I grabbed Sam’s small body and turned them around so their back was to me. I held them close and looped my arms under theirs to prevent their hands from reaching for me. Sam couldn’t make a sound or grab my cock, but there was a new problem with this position. That perfect naked ass of hers was pressed against my dick. God, I wanted to fuck her so badly. She knew it too. She could feel how hard I was and wiggled her hips back and forth as an invitation.

Beth’s voice started to recede, and then I heard a door slam shut. Was she gone? We waited a few moments in silence, not daring to move. As soon as I was certain that she was gone, I threw off my clothes and tossed them aside.

I had to have her. I burned for her. My cock was already hard and ready. Sam sensed what was coming, and she enthusiastically bent down to receive it. I grabbed that perfect ass of hers and squeezed, savoring the moment before it began. But Sam was just as desperate for it as I was, if not more so.

“Please,” she begged. “Fuck me. I need it. I need your cock inside my pussy.”

Without further delay, the tip of my cock plunged into her amazing ‘pussy.’ She was so tight that for a moment I was worried about hurting her. But she gave another one of her delectable moans, so I kept going.

Grabbing her hips for support, my body tingled with pleasure from each thrust. Sam was no different, letting out constant groans and squeals of delight from my cock pumping in and out of her.

Sam was more submissive than she’d ever been. She simply stood there, bent over, letting me fuck her. I knew that this was what she wanted. At Samantha’s core, she had one desire as a girly slut and it was to be filled with cock. To pleasure men and have them dump their seed into her.

My cock strained. I knew I was getting close. Sam too as her body tightened. She shook, gently at first, but every thrust intensified the shakes until she couldn’t hold back anymore. Sam loudly cried out, not caring if the neighbors on every floor heard. I gasped and came too, hard and fast, just like how I was fucking her.  

My heart racing, I was breathing heavily while riding the pleasing afterglow. Still, I held onto her and remained inside her. Partly for support more than anything. Once again, feeling almost too dizzy and faint to move. It was something about her body that put me into its own form of trance. There was a connection between us and through it, we created a pleasure stronger than anything I’d ever known. A lump in my throat formed when it occurred to me just how much I’d miss Samantha when she was gone.

After we’d recovered, we finally used the shower for its intended purpose. Once we’d both gotten dressed, I realized that it was time. I sighed. There was no point in putting it off any longer.

With great regret, I said, “authenticity.”

Sam woke up as it were in his neighbor’s apartment wearing another dress and a wig. He started panicking when he realized where he was and I had to calm him down. I told his neighbor was out and all of her stuff could be washed and returned. That she’d never have to know. Sam then asked me what he did, and I told he mostly pranced around or flirted with me.

“Oh god, I’m sorry.”

I shrugged. “Hey it’s fine. I’m the one who accidentally got you into this mess in the first place.”

Sam nodded and went to his apartment to get changed back into his regular clothes. My phone buzzed.

It was a message from Richard. He’d finally gotten back to me. It seems that he came back early from his vacation and was inviting me for drinks at his place.

I felt sad and relieved. A solution was nearly at hand, but I wasn’t sure if it was the one I wanted. Still, I put on a happy face when Sam returned.

“Hey guess what? I just heard back from the guy who gave me the tape. I think I’ve found a way to fix this whole thing. Come on,” I said, taking his hand before realizing I was being too personal. Sam pulled away. I let go of his hand while trying not to look hurt.

Sam became apprehensive. “I don’t know. Maybe we should take a beat here,” he said.

“What? No, the guy who gave me the tape just invited me over. This is the perfect time to get answers. Let’s go.”

I walked out the door without another word. It would suck not seeing Samantha again, but this wasn’t fair to Sam. The sooner this was all finished, the better.


Chapter Five

I drove while Sam sulked in the car. I didn’t know whether he was upset we were going to see the man who’d caused all of this in the first place or if he was still feeling off from coming back. It must have been disorientating to lose control of your body and lose so much time, all to suddenly then wake up in different clothes in a strange place. I worried about what he was feeling, but I was also enjoying the silence. I was afraid that if I opened my mouth to ask how he was doing, then that would lead to questions about what he did as a girl. Questions I really wanted to avoid thinking about.

By this point, it was clear that I cared for both Sam and Samantha. But there was only room for one of them and for all I knew, one identity was just a temporary illusion made by hypnosis. Maybe I’d get to Richard’s, and he’d tell me that Samantha would just fade away in time.

No, I can’t think about this. I mentally crushed that line of thought and instead turned on the radio.

Sam looked up. “You’re not worried about me hearing the word?”

I shrugged, “it’s not that common. I think we can risk it for twenty minutes. Besides, we’re alone in a car. If there’s a problem, I’ll just say it back.”

“If it was so easy, why didn’t you say it earlier? I’ve lost an entire day’s worth of time.”

I shifted in the seat, struggling to think of an answer that would satisfy him without revealing everything. Sam simply waited me out with a patient stare. Eventually, I settled on the truth.

“It was difficult for a variety of reasons, but a big one was that you spent a lot of time in public and I didn’t want you to freak out.”

“That’s it?”

“The other reason is that you could be quite… compelling as her.”

“So, you’re saying you liked her more than me?”

“No, well yes. Okay, technically, I think I’ve actually spent more time with her than you. That’s not to say I dislike you or anything. I’m sure we’ll grab a beer every once in a while, when this is over. But she was fun and exciting. Even if it wasn’t real.”

Sam murmured something unintelligible that sounded like an agreement and said nothing more.

When we arrived at Richard’s expensive apartment building, we found that we needed a code to get in. I buzzed his apartment number, but there was no answer. Had Richard gone out? He could be quite wild when it comes to his time off, but he might have just as easily fallen asleep. There was no way of knowing, so I called his phone. Straight to voicemail.

As we stood out in the cold, I noticed through the glass door a man sitting behind the front desk. He watched us with a weary gaze.

I waved at him. The man pursed his lips and pushed a button on the desk.

“Are you a guest of one of the residents?” He asked with his voice coming through the intercom.

I pushed the button and replied, “yes, Richard Smith. He’s expecting us.”

“One moment.”

The man picked up the phone and called Richard’s apartment. A weary feeling in my gut started to develop. If Richard wasn’t answering his cell or the intercom, then it’s unlikely the front desk guy will be able to.

The wind picked up and Sam shivered.

“Do you want to borrow my jacket?” I asked. He wasn’t Samantha anymore, but I still felt bad about seeing him uncomfortable.

Sam shook his head. “It’s okay.”

The man came back on the intercom. “Look, there’s no response and without some kind of confirmation. I can’t let you up there.”

“Could you at least let us wait in the lobby?” Sam pleaded while trying to brace himself against the cold.

The man’s eyes flickered from me to Sam, calculating, wondering if we looked like the sort that would be trouble for him. I thought he’d tell us no, but to my surprise to the door buzzed open. I held the door and let Sam go in first.

“I can try him again in a few minutes, but after that you’ll need to leave,” he told us.

We said we understood and moved off to the corner, where we could talk quietly without being overheard.

“Look, if it doesn’t happen today then there’s always another time,” Sam said.

“I know how important this is to you and I know how hard these past few days have been, especially with all the missing time. I can’t let you keep going on like this. Eventually, something bad will happen.”

I noticed over Sam’s shoulder that the man had picked up the phone again. Frantically, I reached for my cell and texted Richard saying that it was urgent to call me. The man put the phone down and shook his head. “I’m sorry, but you need to leave now.”

“Please, just a few more minutes,” I begged.

“Do I have to call the police?” He threatened, raising the phone like a weapon.

Suddenly, my phone rang. It was Richard! I quickly answered and explained what had happened before putting him on speakerphone.

“Yeah, Frank, they’re guests. Go ahead and let them up,” said Richard.

“Understood, Mr. Gardner. My apologies,” he said before hanging up. “The elevators are on the left,” he said before returning to his computer. I couldn’t help but notice that there were no apologies coming our way. Something to mention to Richard? No. Focus on what we came here for. I need answers about the tape and a way to stop Sam from being triggered by it.

We got in the elevator and waited. Standing there, I felt his fingers brush against mine, which made me gently pull away. Samantha will be gone soon. I can’t let myself linger on this. Maybe I was wrong earlier. Maybe we won’t be friends or co-workers after this. It might be too painful to see Sam every day at work and secretly wish he was Samantha. I won’t fire him, but I could call in a favor and get him reassigned to another department in another building. It’s the least I could do for him after involving him in this mess in the first place by giving him that damn tape. Maybe if Richard has the solution, then Sam and I could just part ways tonight. I glanced over at him from the corner of my eye. He has no idea that this is probably our last night together.

The elevator doors opened right into the apartment.

“Come in, come in,” Richard shouted from another room.

We followed the sound of his voice and found him in the living room. Richard was sitting on the couch, wearing only pants and a half-unbuttoned shirt. His date, a young woman with dark hair, sat next to him. She whispered something in his ear and he whispered something back. Then she got up and said, “would you like a drink?”

“Uh sure,” I said.

“Why don’t you help Rebecca with the drinks?” Richard said to Sam, who was briefly taken aback. He glanced at me for help. I nodded as a way of saying that it was okay. Only once Rebecca and Sam had gone into the kitchen did I sit down.

“You didn’t have to get him out of the room like that,” I said.

“Well, when you kept calling and messaging me about an emergency with the tape and your new assistant. I figured it was easier to talk about them when they’re not in the room. So, what exactly is the problem?”

“First, why exactly did you give me that tape? What were you hoping for?” I asked.

Richard shrugged. “You said that you had trouble finding a new assistant and I’ve given that tape to my last two and it seemed to help them a lot.”

“Help them how?”

“Just with confidence and a bit more passion and drive for the job. Look, what are you getting at?” A tinge of irritation had entered his voice.

A new fear was dawning on me, but I had to be sure.

“I think I might have gotten the wrong tape. Can I listen to your copy real quick?”

“Sure, I guess.” Richard found the track on his phone, hit play, and put it on speaker. I couldn’t help but panic and wince at what mind altering words were about to come. But then a man’s voice came on.

“Welcome to creating a better you. I’m Jason Edwards and I’m here to take you on a journey to building a more confident, business savvy version of yourself.”

“Okay, that’s enough. I clearly must have gotten a different tape by mistake,” I said.

Richard shook his head. “I sent it to you myself,” he said, showing me a copy of the email with the file attachment.

The truth hit me like a ton of bricks. There was no other explanation. Richard hadn’t switched the tape, and I didn’t do it. That only left one other person.

I stood up. “I’m sorry to have barged in like this. My assistant must have made a mistake. The tape you gave me was fine after all.”

“Oh, that’s good to hear. Are you sure you don’t want to stay for a drink?”

I shook my head. “Not tonight, I’m afraid.”

I walked quickly to the elevator, passing the kitchen that contained Sam and Rebecca’s voices. I called the elevator and the door immediately opened. Sam could find his own way home for all I care. I pressed the button for the lobby.

As the doors began to close, Sam’s delicate hand shot out to stop them. They opened back up and Sam got in next to me.

I was so furious that I couldn’t even look at him.

As soon as the doors closed, Sam began his apology. “I’m sorry, okay? When we first met, I felt something during that interview. A connection. But I was scared too. I didn’t know how to approach you, and then when you gave me that tape, it seemed like the perfect opportunity. I swap the tapes and then you’d finally see me, the true me.”

I shook my head. “You made me look like a fool. Had me running all over the place trying to take care of you. All this time, you were lying to me and just pretending.”

Now Sam was getting angry. “No. Samantha was, is, the real me. I was just too scared to be her until now. I never lied to you about the important stuff. You mean a lot to me.”

“I made myself look like an idiot in front of my boss. I almost told him everything that had happened in an attempt to confront him. What would you have done then?”

“I don’t know. I’m sorry, I should have come clean sooner. I just got carried away and then it all felt so good that I never wanted it to end. Tell me you didn’t feel the same way? Tell me that and you’ll never see me again.”

I looked into Sam’s eyes. Seeing the hope and longing made my anger melt away.

“I did and I do still care about you,” I told him or her. That point still confused me, so I asked him about it. “I’d rather be Samantha than Sam,” she said with the same smile that I’d grown fond of.

I kissed her with a flood of relief and passion. Relief that she wasn’t going to disappear and the passion that she’d stoked within me from the moment we met. No, not the interview room, but the first time I’d met ‘Samantha.’ She might have been sure in that office, but for me, that was the moment when I knew deep down that I never wanted to be with anyone else or be apart from her again.

When we broke apart, she asked, “so now what?”

“You’re fired,” I said bluntly.

“Wait what?” She asked with a look of alarm.

“You were the worst assistant I’ve ever had. Using my private bathroom, constantly days off…”

“That was your idea!”

“Sleeping with your boss,” I continued.

“I can’t believe this.”

I nodded. “I know. It means I’ve got to hold more interviews. I hate interviewing people. You'll have to make it up to me when we go back to my place.”

She looked up. "Wait what? You mean it?"

"Of course. Where else is my girlfriend going to stay?"

She laughed, “never tease me like that again.”

“No promises,” I said, taking her hand.

The end
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TURNED SISSY: 8 BOOK MEGA BUNDLE

This anthology collection is over 90,000 words long and details 8 journeys into first time crossdressing, sissification and feminization.


BOOKS INCLUDED:


Stripped Bare
Captured in Lace
Caught with Consequences
Turning Femme
Hypno Girl
Captured
Sissy Trainer
The Sissy Ring 
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THE TRAP Athlete: Transgender, First Time

Stephen has never been famous. He’s never gotten seven figure endorsement deals or had people throwing themselves at him. He lives in an overpriced apartment that he can’t afford. His agent is telling him he needs to be realistic and take a low pay training position. Just a below average life that’s only getting worse.

Meanwhile, his twin sister, Stephanie, is a world famous tennis star.

But everything is about to change when his sister sustains a devastating injury during a training session. She gives him an offer he can’t refuse. Pretend to be Stephanie for a year while she secretly recovers and he’ll be paid millions. Stephen agrees because he needs the money and it’s only temporary.

Become a woman for a year? How hard could it be?

Suddenly, he’s thrust into a whole new feminine world filled with makeup, a changing body, and a growing assortment of hungry male attention.

With his new body, comes new feelings and desires. As the pressures of being a girl mount up, the line blurs on what’s pretend and what’s real.

Eventually, he’s forced to make a choice. Go back to being a man or go all the way as a sexy girl.
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THE TRAP BRIDE: Transgender, First Time

As a struggling actor, Liam has hit another dead end. He hasn’t worked in months and his girlfriend just left him. With no job, no money, and nowhere to live, Liam turns to his best friend James for help.

James, the son of a wealthy businessman, let’s Liam stay in his guest room. All seems well until James’s father shows up. His old-fashioned values don’t allow for two men to live together. In a panic, Liam hides in another room and pretends to be James’s fiancé. His father is so impressed with James settling down that he offers James a lucrative job after he’s married.

Liam now has the role of a lifetime. Become his friend’s fiancé for a short time and they’ll both be rich. It’s just a temporary acting role. How hard could it be?

Liam transforms himself from a scrawny guy into a beautiful busty blonde.

But turning into a girl becomes more than he bargained for.

New and confusing desires arise for both James and Liam as he tumbles deeper into life as a sexy girl. Suddenly the choice to live as a man or a woman isn’t so easy, but with the wedding quickly approaching, he’s got to decide fast.
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