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DEDICATION

To Charlie.

☺


HYPNOTISED

Charlie is a normal guy with a normal life and a normal job. But he’s got one less-than-normal hobby: hypnotism. It’s a new hobby that he’s only tried out a few times with his co-workers. He helped one girl stop smoking and he helped a close friend with a mild eating disorder. He’s got a lot to learn still, so he puts an ad out, to see if he can find some new willing patients.

To his own surprise, he gets a hit: a man who needs help winning a peculiar bet. Charlie isn’t sure he can help, but he’s willing to give it a shot. He invites the man to his place and discovers that the man is Adam, an old friend from school. And the bet is a strange one: Adam needs to pass as a woman at a party, and there’s a few hundred bucks on the line. He’s got the look down and now he just needs to get into the right headspace.


CHAPTER I

Charlie’s heart was pounding as he stared at the unconscious woman before him. He didn’t actually think the hypnosis would work—he didn’t actually believe it could be so simple to put a person into a trance.

He was almost sure Karen was just messing with him—maybe about to open her eyes and throw her hands into the air while screaming “Boo!” Maybe she thought his little fascination with the art of hypnosis was silly; everyone else thought it was silly, after all. So he forced a laugh. “Okay, Karen. You don’t have to pretend. You do want to quit smoking right?” he said.

Karen’s eyes remained closed. She took a big, gentle breath of air into her lungs. “I want to quit smoking,” she said softly, still in that trance.

“Then you have to take it seriously,” he said. “It won’t work if you don’t take it seriously.”

She took another soft breath. “I want to quit smoking,” she said.

Charlie stared at her closed eyes, his heart pounding harder. Was she really in a trance? Was that really all it took to hypnotise a person? He used a spoon and a wine glass: tapping the spoon against the glass every few seconds while telling Karen to focus on the black behind her eyelids while listening to nothing but the dinging of the wine glass. It seemed silly when he read it online, but he figured it was worth a try when Karen came up to him earlier that day and said, “I need to quit smoking. You can do that with hypnotism, right?” Before that, everyone had been mocking Charlie on the job site, because he made the mistake of letting his little interest slip when everyone was talking about dream jobs that had nothing to do with engineering.

“That hypnotism stuff is all BS,” said one of Charlie’s co-workers. “I watched a documentary about it. They just hire actors when they’re on camera, so they can trick people into paying big bucks.” And Charlie wasn’t entirely sure that he wasn’t wrong. He’d watched the videos online, and they all seemed genuine—but of course scam artists would do their best to look genuine if they wanted to attract clients.

Now, Charlie heart sunk into his stomach. If Karen was really in a hypnotic trance, then Charlie had a frightening amount of power. If she was really in a trance, then he could potentially add ten or twenty years onto her life by removing cigarettes from her daily routine. He could make her quack like a duck every time she heard a phone ring. He could dig into her past and find out if she had any forgotten trauma. Or he could snoop around in her brain: find out who she had a crush on, find out who she lost her virginity to as a teenager—or whatever Charlie wanted.

Charlie cleared his throat. He tried to think of a way to confirm Karen’s state of mind—to make sure she wasn’t just pulling his leg. “Bark like a dog,” Charlie said. Then she barked, much louder than Charlie was expecting. He looked back at the break room door, his heart suddenly jumping a beat. He wasn’t supposed to be on his break yet, but it was the only time the break room would be clear for a ten-minute hypnosis session. “Now meow like a cat,” he said, and she meowed. He laughed nervously.

She continued to sit with her eyes closed. She was in a trance, but not a deep trance. Her back was still straight and her head was perked up. He knew this state from the many videos he watched online. There was a deeper state, literally called ‘the Deep Trance’. In a Deep Trance, people don’t remember their sessions. The part of the brain that stores memories is suddenly turned off in a Deep Trance—but Deep Trances were not to be fooled around with, at least according to the websites Charlie frequented whenever his interest in hypnosis was piqued, which happened every few months for whatever reason.

Charlie thought about putting Karen into a Deep Trance now, curious to see if it was possible—curious to see if her head would tilt down and her back would slump, like the patients in the videos. Karen hadn’t seen those videos, so she wouldn’t know what to do with her body if she was just messing around. But Charlie had read the horror stories of people ending up seriously screwed up from the Deep Trance: including one particularly terrifying story of a hypnotist would couldn’t get his patient out from the Deep Trance.

So Charlie would have to think of another way to get Karen to expose whether or not she was truly in a trance. He thought about asking her an intimate question, to see if she would really answer or if she would become outraged. But he knew that she would remember everything when the session was over. He didn’t want her thinking he was a creep. So what else could he ask? He looked over and saw that her phone was on the table. “What’s your phone password?” he asked.

“Why?” she asked softly.

“So I can unlock it and read your private messages,” he said, with no actual intention of reading her messages.

“It’s 1448,” she said. So he picked up her phone, and the code was correct. Either she was committed to her prank, or she was really hypnotised. Charlie’s heart shot up into his throat. He located her pack of cigarettes next to her phone. He slipped a cigarette out from the pack, and then he held it out under her nose. “Do you smell this? What do you smell?” he asked.

“It’s a Belmont Blue,” she said without opening her eyes.

“Does it smell good?” he asked.

She nodded her head. “Can I have it?” she asked with her gentle voice.

Charlie nodded his head and reached it down to her hand. “Put it in your mouth,” he said. So she followed his command, slipping the fag through her lips. Her body seemed to perk up with a peculiar euphoria as the chemicals from the cigarette seeped into her system, even without a light. Or maybe it was just the oral fixation being satisfied by such a simple gesture. “How does it taste?” he asked.

“Good. Can I have a light?” she asked.

He shook his head. “Not right now. What’s the grossest thing you’ve ever tasted, Karen?”

She thought for a long moment, still in that calm trance. “When I was twelve, my mom accidentally put a spoiled yogurt in my lunchbox. It made me sick for two days.”

“I want you to taste that yogurt now, in that cigarette. Now, I want every cigarette to taste like that yogurt.”

She suddenly spat the cigarette out and started to gag. Charlie jumped back, shocked by her sudden reaction. He wasn’t expecting anything nearly as over the top. She continued to gag and cough.

Now, Charlie wasn’t sure what to do. Was that it? Were cigarettes now ruined for her? Was it that easy to manipulate someone’s mind? “When you think about cigarettes, I want you to think about that yogurt.”

She shook her head. “It’s so disgusting,” she said. Her face was suddenly turning green. If she was pranking him then she had quite the knack for acting. Great actors can cry on command, but can they turn green on command?

He chuckled. “When I count to three and snap my fingers, you’ll wake up. One… Two… Three.” He snapped and her eyes opened. She looked at him with wide eyes and parted lips, and then she looked down at her cigarettes on the table. Her hand slapped against her lips and she winced her face away. “Oh God,” she said. “I think I’m going to throw up.”

Charlie couldn’t fight away the smile. For years he’d been casually watching hypnosis videos online, overwhelmed by a peculiar interest that he could never put his finger on. Now, he’d experienced the feeling first hand: the power of manipulating someone’s brain. And it was so simple! He used nothing but a spoon, a wine glass, and a few minutes of soothing speech.

“I think it worked,” he said.

She nodded her head, gagging again. “Can you get those cigarettes out of this room, please?” Charlie took the smokes and tossed them out the window. Then Karen took a deep breath, shaking her head. A moment later, she gagged again—probably imagining a cigarette. She jumped to her feet and ran off to the bathroom so she wouldn’t barf in front of her co-worker.

And Charlie continued to smile, impressed with himself and bewildered by a power he never knew he had—a power that everyone had, technically. He went back onto the floor and was immediately mocked by one of his male co-workers. “Hey! It’s David Copperfield!” he yelled, even though David Copperfield wasn’t a hypnotist. Now, Charlie didn’t feel any embarrassment. He thought about telling his co-worker about his first successful patient. But he knew it was best to wait a few days to see if Karen really was cured, or if his work was just a temporary mind glitch.


CHAPTER II

Karen took the next two days off of work. Charlie asked his boss where she was. “I don’t know, she called in sick. Maybe a stomach bug or something,” he said. She came back into work three days after the hypnosis. After walking in the door, she went straight to Charlie. She grabbed his arm and said, “Come with me.” She pulled him across the floor to the utility closet: the only empty room in the building. “I can’t stop thinking about that y—that yo—” She couldn’t even say the word without gagging. Her face suddenly turned green. “Every time I get a craving, I think of it. And the cravings won’t stop. Please make it go away. I don’t want this anymore!”

“Have you had a cigarette?” Charlie asked.

She grabbed his arms with surprisingly firm grips. “No, I haven’t had a fucking cigarette!” Her voice reverberated through the walls and through Charlie’s bones. “Now get rid of this yo—yogurt thing, so I can stop throwing up every fifteen minutes!”

Charlie had to bite his tongue hard to stop himself from smirking. He still couldn’t believe that he’d really hypnotised someone. He still couldn’t believe that it was so easy to meddle in someone else’s head. “Okay. You just want to start smoking again?”

“Don’t say smoke,” she snapped. “Don’t make me think of that.”

Charlie looked around the small utility closet. There was a janitor’s stool in the corner. “Okay, sit down,” he said. Then he looked around and spotted a screwdriver and a piece of pipe. He tapped the metal head of the screwdriver against the pipe, making a ding that wasn’t so different from the sound he made using the spoon and the wine glass. “Close your eyes.” He ran her through the routine, biting his tongue the whole time in an attempt to contain his excitement. He took a deep breath in, knowing he needed his voice to be calm and soothing. “Just focus on the black behind your eyelids,” he said.

“I can only think about that putrid yogurt,” she said, squirming, unable to go under.

So he kept trying. It took longer than before. Ten minutes went by, and then twenty minutes went by. He was late for work now. He thought about telling her to find him later, but he didn’t want her to suffer any more than she was suffering now. So he kept clinking the screwdriver against the pipe, until she suddenly seemed calm. Her eyelids were flickering slightly: a sign that she was in a trance. “Can you hear me?” he asked.

She nodded her head. “I can hear you.” Her voice was soft: no more yelling or snapping. Charlie let out a sigh of relief. He hadn’t ruined her brain—he could still fix what he’d messed up.

“When you think about cigarettes, what comes to mind?” he asked.

“When I was twelve, my mom packed a spoiled yogurt in my lunchbox.”

“I want you to forget about the yogurt. That never happened. Okay?”

She nodded her head. “Okay.”

“Now, I want you to think about…” He thought for a moment. “I want you to think about dirt—like soil.”

She nodded her head. “Soil,” she repeated.

“Right. Now, whenever you smell a cigarette, you will smell soil. When you taste it, it will taste like licking your garden. Got it?”

She nodded her head. “Licking my garden,” she said.

“And you won’t gag. It won’t make you throw up. But it won’t be nice either.”

“Licking my garden,” she said again. Apparently that one bit resonated with her. Charlie had no idea if she even had a garden.

“Great. That’s just great,” he said.

Now, she sat quietly with her eyes closed. It was time to wake her up. But now, Charlie couldn’t help but think about all of the possibilities. He wanted to know just how powerful he could be—though he didn’t want to do any permanent damage to one of his co-workers. So he took a deep breath.

He’d watched many videos over the past few days. He’d watched them closely, now knowing that the content was real and not just an entertaining hoax. He’d even watched a number of Deep Trance videos, and had become particularly fascinated by a particular hypnotist who was able to make patients remember as far back as being in the womb—though he still wasn’t sure it was possible. There were even videos of hypnotists going further back than the womb: making people remember past lives, but Charlie wasn’t sure the videos were real—or maybe the patients were actually recalling some movie they watched as a child, mistaking it for a past life.

Now, he had his own blank canvas. Karen was sitting before him with closed eyes, just a few words and clinks away from being in that vulnerable state. “Karen, I want you to focus again on the black behind your eyelids,” he said. His heart galloped. He struck the pipe gently with his screwdriver. “I want you to sink deeper into your relaxed state.” He hit the pipe again. The trick was to follow a rhythm: a strike every few seconds, all equally spaced out. “I want you to take a deep breath. Let that relaxation take over.” He kept going, clinking the pipe and speaking softly.

Then her body began to slump. Her head began to tilt down as the muscles in her neck relaxed. She looked like a stuffed animal on the shelf in a toy store. Her hands slipped off of her lap and hung down towards the ground. Charlie was worried he would have to catch her if she leaned any more forward. “Can you still hear me?” he asked.

“Yeah,” she whimpered. Her voice was almost inaudible, just like the patients in the Deep Trance videos. Charlie’s eyes turned wide. Once again he found himself in a state of disbelief. She wasn’t only hypnotised, she was in a Deep Trance. Internet forums suggested such a feat wasn’t so simple to achieve, yet Charlie had managed it on his first try.

He wanted to jump up and scream out with joy. He wanted to run onto the floor to retrieve all of his naysayers. He wanted to shove Karen in all of their faces. But instead, he kept his composure and let his mind wander through all of the possibilities.

“Tell me a secret,” he said, not entirely sure what he wanted to hear—if anything at all. “Just anything you think of.”

“I sucked Mr. Finlay’s cock in my senior year of high school,” she said in her whisper of a voice. “It was during lunch. I’ve never told anyone.”

Charlie’s heart throbbed. He had no idea who Mr. Finlay was, but he was shocked by how quick she was to admit such a controversial secret. “Okay,” Charlie said as a chill crept down his spine. Maybe he didn’t belong here, in this part of Karen’s brain. Maybe he was crossing a line that he was better off staying away from.

“Tell me another secret,” he said.

She was quiet for a moment. And then she said, “When I was six, I burned down our garage and blamed it on my three-year-old sister. My parents still think she did it.”

Charlie nodded his head. “Anything else?”

She was silent, apparently out of secrets.

He thought of more potential questions: the answers to which were none of his business, but now he couldn’t help himself. “Do you have a crush on anyone at work?” he asked.

She nodded her head. “I’ve liked you since I started working here.”

Charlie’s heart skipped a beat. It wasn’t the answer he was expecting. “Me?” he said.

She nodded her head gently—as much as she could without activating the muscles in her neck.

“Wow,” Charlie said. “That’s… um… okay.” Now his body was buzzing and his nerves were tingling. He knew it was time to end the session, but he was overwhelmed with curiosity: mostly the curiosity of knowing the limits of his power.

If the people of the Internet could be trusted, then Karen would remember nothing after entering the Deep Trance. He could technically get away with anything.

“W—What do you like about me?” he asked, looking back at the door after hearing a soft creak, worried someone was listening in. But the closet was removed from the usual operations. There was no one there.

“I think you’re cute,” she said. “You remind me of Mr. Finlay.” He wasn’t sure if it was a compliment or not. “I sometimes finger my pussy while thinking about you.”

“You want to have sex with me?” he asked with a cracking voice.

“Yes,” she said.

Now his heart was throttling his ribcage, trying to break out. He knew he was way over the line, but for some reason he couldn’t stop himself from prodding. Karen was cute, and she would remember nothing.

“Oh God,” Charlie whimpered to himself, fighting the little demon on his shoulder—but the demon was winning.

“Can you stand up?” he asked.

She stood up, looking a bit like a zombie.

“Open your eyes, but don’t wake up,” he said—something he’d seen in a video online. Her eyes opened. She looked to be awake, but her body was still limp and relaxed.

He coughed. “Show me what you want to do to me,” he said. He didn’t want to force her to do anything against her will—though he knew what he was doing was in a gray zone. She was doing what she claimed she wanted to do—but was she doing it willingly? If a person commands another person to ‘do whatever you want’, is there consent?

She stepped forward and sunk down to her knees. Without missing a beat, she reached forward for Charlie’s belt. She made quick work of it—impressive, seeing as she was more than half asleep. Then she zipped down his fly and pushed her fingers through the slit in his pants. He thought about jumping back and telling her to sit back on the stool. He knew that would be the proper thing to do, but now, he couldn’t help himself. How could he turn down a blowjob from a young, pretty girl?

She pulled out his flaccid cock with a rather swift tug. He flinched and perked up, and then he let out a nervous laugh. He looked down at her and her eyes were still open, her gaze fixated on his thick member. “Do you like it?” he asked with a whisper.

“Yes,” she said. She ran her fingers up his length and then she pulled back. It felt nice—but so wrong at the same time. He laughed nervously.

“You don’t have to do this if you don’t want to,” he said, even though he knew he was talking to a woman in a state of Deep Trance. He already knew she wanted to when she admitted it under hypnosis, so his comment was useless. She kept stroking, leaning her head forward until his cock was in her mouth.

But her eyes were still open. She stared at his pelvis while she sucked, which seemed odd until he remembered telling her to open her eyes. “You can close your eyes if you want,” he said. Then her eyes closed and she kept sucking, slurping loudly—loudly enough to make Charlie look back at the door every few seconds.

The blowjob felt good. She obviously had lots of practise—maybe on this Mr. Finlay character. She knew exactly where to flick her tongue to make his legs tremble. He was hardening fast, in her warm, wet mouth. “That feels good,” he said, though he knew he was saying it to more-or-less deaf ears.

His heart was pounding with regret. He knew what he was doing was wrong, no matter how he tried to justify it in his head—and he did continue to attempt to justify it. But even though he knew it was wrong, he kept pushing. “Lift up your shirt and show me your breasts,” he said.

She did as ordered, lifting up her shirt and then folding down the cups of her bra to expose her perky tits. She had big nipples: large areolas and animated nips. Her tight shirt remained up near her collarbone, even after she let go of the shirt, so her breasts remained out. Now Charlie’s heart was throbbing even harder, making him worried he was about to have a heart attack.

But there was no stopping her now. He was fully erect and her tongue felt like heaven. His whole body was trembling with euphoria as her plump lips slid along his girth. “God, that feels so good,” he groaned. He reached down and slipped his fingers into her soft, blonde hair. He clenched and pulled her head in tighter. Now his cock was throbbing in the back of her throat. She didn’t gag. She seemed to like it. So he started thrusting. She closed her plump, juicy lips firmly, turning her mouth into the perfect fuck-hole. He could feel his orgasm coming, though that horrible feeling was still churning in his gut: knowing he was doing something far beyond taboo.

It didn’t matter how bad that guilt became—it felt too good. He clenched her hair tight and thrusted his cock down her throat, and then he came. He groaned loudly, pulling back after the first few shots to splatter some cum on her face. Then he pushed his cock back into her mouth for the final oozing, which pooled on her tongue until he commanded her to swallow.

He used a nearby roll of paper towel to clean her face off, and then he got her outfit back to normal before sitting her back down. He made sure there were no signs of their little romp before commanding her to wake up.

Her eyes opened and she looked around the room as if she was just waking up in her bed at home. It took her brain a moment to process everything.

Charlie was tense, backed into the corner, terrified she would remember sucking his cock. Her gaze drifted around the room until she was looking into his eyes. Then her lips curled into a smile. “I don’t want a cigarette,” she said.

“Good,” Charlie said, still nervous that Deep Trance memory would suddenly come back to her at any moment.

“And I can’t even remember what that yogurt looked or smelled or tasted like,” she said, her voice becoming louder with excitement.

“That’s good,” Charlie said, nodding his head.

“You did it!” she said. “You really did it!” She jumped forward and threw her arms around him, hugging him tightly. He tried to inch his pelvis back, as his cock was still half erect and bulging in his pants.

Then she stepped back and looked into his eyes, her smile suddenly vanishing. Charlie’s body tensed up. He took a deep breath, horrified he was looking at a woman who was remembering something he did not want her to remember. “Did I fall asleep? Why can’t I remember anything after you got rid of the yogurt association?”

Charlie nodded his head. “I had to go a bit deeper to really fix your addiction,” he lied. He remained tense, though he remembered that the Internet said people almost never remember what happens in the Deep Trance state—almost. There were accounts of people remembering, and maybe Karen would be one of them.

She smiled and then let out a nervous laugh. “You didn’t do anything else while I was out, did you?” She said it jokingly, but still with that nervous smile.

Charlie shook his head. “No.”

“I didn’t tell you anything weird, did I?”

“Like what?” Charlie said, trying to force a smile to ease the tension.

She let out another nervous laugh. “I don’t know—who knows what’s in this head of mine! I guess we should get back to work, huh?”

“Definitely,” Charlie said. And for the rest of that day, he kept a close eye on Karen, making sure she wasn’t having any sudden recalls that could put him behind bars. Or was what he did wrong? He did say, ‘Do whatever you want.’ Surely that kept him in the safe zone, right?


CHAPTER III

It was three weeks later when Dave, another one of Charlie’s co-workers, sought him out for his special hypnotism powers—which weren’t really powers unique to Charlie. He tried explaining to Dave that anyone could hypnotise a person, but Dave was convinced that it was a sort of telepathy that was imbued upon a tiny group of very special people. “Karen said she hasn’t had a cigarette since you hypnotised her. So maybe you can help me.”

Dave’s problem was that he liked to get McDonalds on his way home from work. He would eat it secretly in his car before getting home to his wife. “I just hate her cooking so much, and she’s starting to suspect something, seeing as I’m putting on weight. But I can’t help it—I just crave McDonalds so badly. Make the cravings stop. Use your magic and end the cravings.”

Charlie tried again to explain that hypnotism wasn’t magic. “It’s more like a guided meditation,” he said. But Dave’s eyes just went blank, as if he didn’t know what the word ‘meditation’ meant. “Okay, let’s give it a try after work today.”

So they met at Charlie’s place. Dave immediately lay down on the couch, crossed his arms on his chest like a vampire in a casket, and closed his eyes. “I’m ready.” Charlie stared down at him and wondered what Dave thought hypnosis was.

“It’s actually easier if you’re sitting up.”

Dave sat up but kept his arms crossed.

“And relax your arms at your sides.”

Dave looked curiously at Charlie before following the command. “If you say so,” he said.

“First, you just need to relax,” Charlie said, and then he guided him through the usual steps. Getting Dave to slip into a trance wasn’t so easy. He was resilient, and he wouldn’t stop talking. He was obviously nervous, still thinking hypnosis was a sort of voodoo magic that could give him permanent brain damage. Charlie tried to calm him down. “It won’t work if you’re stressed out about it,” he said. “You need to relax and trust me.”

Finally, after thirty minutes of trial and error, Dave was still and silent. His eyelids fluttered and his breathing slowed. “Can you hear me?” Charlie asked.

Dave nodded his head.

Instead of making McDonalds taste and smell like spoiled yogurt, Charlie decided to make Dave’s wife’s cooking taste and smell like McDonalds. It seemed like a temporary fix in the moment, but a week later, Dave grabbed Charlie at work and squeezed him tightly, nearly draining the life out of him. “You did it, buddy!” he yelled. “I haven’t had McDonalds in a week! You really are magic! You should go on CNN!”

Charlie laughed, but he didn’t bother trying to explain that he wasn’t magic again. If that’s what Dave wanted to believe, then that’s what Dave got to believe. Arguing was pointless—and Charlie kind of liked that Dave thought he was magical. Having a power was nice, even though it wasn’t a power unique to Charlie.

“Thanks, Dave,” he said.

“No, thank you!” Dave said. “I’ve already lost two pounds and my wife doesn’t think I’m cheating on her anymore. Hey! You know what you should do? You should advertise your services on Craigslist. People would pay big money for this. I can be your first testimonial. An hour or two a week, and you could be making a few extra grand a month, I bet!”

Charlie laughed again, but the idea wasn’t terrible. A few extra bucks wouldn’t be so bad, and hypnotising people was actually a lot of fun. And not to mention, he was doing some good in the world with only a little bit of effort. Karen would likely live longer now that she was off cigarettes, and Dave would probably live longer now that he was off daily cheeseburgers. What if he could help dozens—or even hundreds—of other people? Maybe people really would pay good money for a session with a hypnotist. But would they pay an engineer to hypnotise them? Or would people expect a trained individual with some sort of degree in psychology?

When Charlie got home, he found himself on Craigslist, trying to see if there were any hypnotists advertising in his area. There were none. But was there any demand for such a service? Just to satisfy his curiosity, he made a post. ‘$100.00 for hypnotism,” was the title of his post. And in the body he wrote, ‘If it doesn’t work, you don’t pay.’ He left it at that, published the post, and then found himself staring at his e-mail inbox, waiting for requests to appear. After twenty minutes, he started to feel foolish. The post was so bland and uninteresting. If anyone were looking for a hypnotist, surely they would see the post and think it was some sort of joke, or maybe a scam.

Charlie didn’t bother reposting. He left the ad up and went on with his evening. And then he forgot all about it until two weeks later when he got a response from a guy named Adam. “Is this service still available?” he asked simply.

Charlie hesitated before responding. Now that a few weeks had gone by since he last conducted a successful hypnotism, he wasn’t sure he would be able to do it again. He imagined himself in a room with a stranger, feeling horribly embarrassed when the stranger couldn’t get into a trance. At the same time, the thought of being a powerful hypnotist once again was exciting. He remembered the smile on Dave’s face. Dave claimed he still wasn’t eating fast food, and he actually looked a bit thinner.

So Charlie replied. “I’m still available. What do you need?”

It was a few hours before Adam responded. “It’s kind of a funny request. I have this bet with my friend and it’s kind of stupid. Would you take thirty bucks? I don’t have a lot of money right now. Maybe if I win the bet I can pay you the full amount. Or is that out of the question?”

Adam was being vague. He had no idea what the guy wanted, so he had no idea if there was any point in getting together with him to work on his ‘bet’. Charlie couldn’t help but think some high school kids who thought it would be funny to have a hypnotist show up at a party were pranking him. But still, he responded. “When do you want to meet up? Are you okay to come to my place?”

Now, Adam replied quickly. “I can meet tonight. Your place is fine, I guess.”

Charlie sent his address. “Come by around 7:00 PM.” Adam didn’t respond—maybe not getting the message, maybe suddenly having cold feet, or maybe just assuming a response wasn’t necessary.

Charlie cleaned up his place, though it wasn’t too dirty to begin with. He made sure to vacuum his couch, and then he lit an old candle, so the room would seem more inviting. He couldn’t imagine going to a stranger’s house to by hypnotised, so he assumed this Adam character was probably nervous. He ate an early dinner and then he found himself pacing around, trying to calm himself down as if he was preparing to go on a first date with a long-time crush.

7:00 PM rolled around. Then 7:15 PM rolled around. He checked his inbox but there was nothing from Adam. So he sent Adam an e-mail, but got no reply. He rechecked his e-mail at 7:40 PM, and then at 8:00 PM. And then he went to blow out the candle when the doorbell rang.

He perked up and took a deep breath. He straightened his shirt and scratched his trimmed beard and then he went to the door.

Standing on the other side was a familiar face: a face he hadn’t seen in a long time, a face that belonged to an old friend from high school. “Adam?” Charlie said. He knew Adam. He used to eat lunch with Adam. He used to do class assignments with Adam. He drank his first beer with Adam. “You’re the Adam who needs hypnotised?”

“You’re the guy who does the hypnosis? I thought you went to engineering school or something?” Adam said, sounding just like the friend from so long ago.

Charlie laughed. “I’m an engineer,” he said. “I’ve just started doing this on the side. I got a lady to quit smoking recently.”

“No way,” Adam said, laughing. His face was suddenly red. “Well this is embarrassing.”

“Why is it embarrassing?” Charlie asked.

Adam shook his head. “This bet I’m in—you’ll probably laugh at me. I swear it’s just a bet I made with a guy from work. There’s this party coming up and… I don’t know. Maybe this is silly.”

“You came all this way—may as well tell me. I might be able to help.”

Adam stared at Charlie with narrowed eyes. “You can really hypnotise people? That just seems… crazy. I mean—I know that it’s possible—I’ve seen videos and stuff. But you’re… You’re Charlie.”

Charlie shrugged his shoulders. “To be honest with you, I’ve only done it twice—three times technically, because I did it twice to the same girl. So I can’t promise this will work at all. But it’s worth a try, right?”

Adam nodded his head and then looked down at his feet. “It’s been a long time,” he said. “What an awkward way to meet up with an old friend.”

Charlie stared at him for a moment, noticing his red cheeks. He was biting his lip and fidgeting with his fingers. Why was he so embarrassed? Was he embarrassed to be admitting to an old friend that he believed in hypnotism? Surely that couldn’t be the case, seeing as the old friend was the one conducting the hypnotism. “Want to come in and get started?” Charlie asked.

Adam laughed. “Or maybe we can just have a drink or something.”

“We’ll see where we get. No pressure,” Charlie said. “My evening is free either way.”


CHAPTER IV

Adam kept his fingers clasped together around his pelvis. His shoulders were practically touching his ears and he kept biting down on the corner of his bottom lip, as if he had something to say but he was too afraid to say it. Charlie didn’t bother pushing him. Instead, he grabbed a beer from the fridge and then brought Adam to the living room to sit down. “So what have you been up to?” he asked.

Adam shrugged his shoulders. “Just doing some more school, working some part time jobs—nothing terribly exciting. So you’re an engineer, huh? I bet that’s fun. Is the pay good?” He didn’t seem to want to talk about himself. Was he hiding something? Or was he just nervous?

“I can’t complain,” Charlie said.

“But you’re doing this side business—so maybe the pay isn’t as good as I assume it is,” he said.

“No. I’m not really doing this for the money. It’s more of a hobby, I guess,” Charlie said, nodding his head. “I really just want to see if I can do it, more than anything.”

Now Adam nodded his head, slowly. “And you said it’s worked before?”

Charlie smiled. “A couple of times—yeah.”

Adam looked down at his feet. He suddenly started asking more questions about Charlie: asking how long he went to school for, how long he’d been at his current job, and so on. But Charlie could tell that Adam wasn’t fully listening—just nodding his head while his mind swirled with anxiety. After thirty minutes of more-or-less pointless conversation, Charlie figured it would probably be best to get whatever was bugging Adam out of the way. “So let’s try this hypnosis thing. Tell me what you want to accomplish.”

Adam’s face suddenly turned a shade of crimson as his eyes opened wide. His lips parted, but no words came out. Then he smiled and shied his face away. “It’s silly,” he said.

“Let’s just give it a try. I don’t really care—I won’t judge you.”

“It’s just for a bet,” he said.

“I know—you mentioned that.”

“It’s a silly bet. I made it when I was drunk. But I still want to win, because I don’t have a ton of money right now.”

“What’s the bet?”

And again, Adam went through his nervous routine of biting his lip and throwing his gaze around the room. “Nice curtains, by the way,” he said.

“Adam,” Charlie said, tempted to grab the man by his shirt collar. Though if he did that, he would probably snap Adam in half. Adam wasn’t a huge guy—he never was. He was maybe 5 feet 6 inches on his tippy toes, maybe 130 pounds if he was wearing a giant wet sponge.

“Okay, okay,” Adam said. He took a deep breath and shook his head. “So we were at this bar, right? One of those transgender guys walked in—or girls—I’m not really sure what you’re supposed to call them these days. It was a guy who was dressed up like a girl.”

“I think you call them girls,” Charlie said, nodding his head slowly.

“Right. Anyway—my buddy couldn’t tell that she was actually a guy—or used to be a guy—or whatever. I thought it was pretty obvious. Like an idiot, he went over and asked her, and she told him that she was transgender—so that settled that. He was embarrassed for the rest of the night, and a few of us kept poking fun at him. It was just harmless fun, right? Anyway—I was taking a jab at him, and then he said, ‘I bet you couldn’t look that good as a woman.’ And—well—I was drunk, so it turned into a bet. Now there’s this party this weekend and I’ve got two-hundred bucks riding on this bet.” He quickly looked down at his feet, trying to hide his red face.

“What’s the bet? I still don’t really get why you need a hypnotist.”

He laughed. “Okay, so basically I’m going to show up at this party dressed up like a chick. A mutual friend is going to be there—he doesn’t know about the bet, and basically my buddy is going to ask him what he thinks of me. If the mutual friend thinks I’m a chick, then I win. If he can tell that I’m a dude, then I owe my buddy two hundred bucks. Make sense?”

Charlie had to think about it for a second. The bet certainly seemed silly. But even once he had his head wrapped around the arrangement, he still didn’t know why Adam needed him. What did any of this have to do with hypnotism? “So what do you need me for?”

“Well, I borrowed a wig and some makeup and a few different outfit options from a female friend of mine. I tried it all on the other night and then I tried walking around my apartment, filming myself with my phone’s camera. I probably looked so ridiculous—I can already see you smirking.”

“I’m not smirking,” Charlie said—though he could feel it too: he was smirking.

“I know it’s dumb,” he said. “It’s not like I’m actually into cross-dressing—or drag, or whatever you call it. It’s just a bet that I want to win.”

“Okay. Sure. But what can I do to help?”

“I just didn’t look like a girl,” he said. “I mean—my face looked okay, and my body was fine with the padded bra and all that—but walking around and even standing, I didn’t look like a chick. I went online and watched some videos. Everyone says it’s all about presentation and mannerisms and attitude. There was this guy on YouTube who hardly looked like a girl at all, and then he changed his posture and suddenly he looked like a chick. It was the craziest thing.”

“So you want me to hypnotize you into being able to… hold the posture of a woman?” Charlie asked, feeling even more confused than before. How was such a thing possible?

Adam looked at his feet and let out another nervous little laugh. “I mean—I think I can do the posture, and I sort of practised the mannerisms. But the thought of doing it in front of people—both friends and strangers—is horrifying. I need you to make me less… afraid.”

Charlie nodded his head. He’d watched videos of hypnotists helping people with anxiety disorders. There were studies coming out claiming that hypnotism might be the newest drug-free cure to anxiety, and even depression in certain cases. Adam’s case wasn’t so different: much more specific and maybe more mild—but not much different. “I can certainly try,” Charlie said.

“Okay, cool. So what do I do? Are you going to dangle a stopwatch in front of me or something?” He let out yet another nervous laugh.

“No,” Charlie said. “You just need to sit there and try to relax. It won’t work if you’re too tense.”

Adam took a deep breath, letting his shoulders sink down. Charlie got up to retrieve a spoon and a wine glass. He knew it was going to take some time with Adam. He was so tense that it seemed unlikely he would get into a trance. But it was worth a try.

Charlie struck the wine glass, making Adam jump. “Just relax, Adam,” he said.

He led Adam through the routine. Adam resisted even more than Dave before him. Every couple of minutes he would laugh nervously, and then he would make a comment like, “Is it working or not?”

“Just relax. If you want this to work, you need to relax. Don’t say anything. Just focus on the black behind your eyelids.”

Twenty minutes went by. Adam kept taking deep breaths and letting all of the air out of his lungs at once. Then he would shake his head, as if he was shaking unwanted thoughts away. “Try to be still,” Charlie said, losing hope. It was starting to seem like Adam would be his first failure as a hypnotist. It was bound to happen sooner or later. He’d read that only 30% of people could be hypnotised, so the fact that he’d gone two for two before Adam was already impressive.

“Try to focus on the black,” Charlie said again, just about to quit as he struck the wine glass again. He closed his eyes and tried to remember tricks he’d seen in videos. How could he help Adam relax? What was a hypnotist supposed to do with someone who was tingling with anxiety? He could think of nothing. “Okay, well then why don’t we…”

He looked at Adam and noticed a fluttering of the eyelids: that first sign that he was in a trance. “Are you relaxed?” he asked.

Adam nodded his head gently. “Yes,” he said in a soft voice. Charlie nearly jumped out from his seat with excitement. He’d forgotten the thrill of putting a person into a trance. He forgot how amazingly powerful it felt to crack the password of a person’s brain. Now he had access to Adam’s hard drive. He was in control.

Charlie looked at Adam’s hands. For the first time since he’d arrived, he wasn’t fidgeting. He was perfectly still: just how Charlie wanted him.

But Charlie’s smile quickly faded when he realized he had absolutely no plan. Getting a person to quit a bad habit was simple: associate the habit with something bad. But how could he get a man to calm down? He couldn’t just say ‘when you think about dressing up, don’t be nervous.’ Hypnotism isn’t quite that simple. He needed to think of a way to associate getting dressed up with a positive activity. Maybe he needed to make Adam think that being seen dolled up would be exciting—drawing from some excitement he felt as a child, like going to an amusement park with friends, or the desire to see presents under the tree on Christmas morning.

But where could he start. “Tell me about your outfit for this party coming up,” he said, trying to buy himself some thinking time.

“I have three outfits to pick from,” Adam said calmly. “A crop top and short shorts; a sparkly green dress that laces up the sides; and a black bodysuit with a mini skirt.”

Charlie still had no idea where to go from here. “Which one do you like best?” he asked.

Adam was quiet for a long moment. Then he said, “I think I’ll wear the dress.”

“Imagine yourself walking into the party in the dress. You walk up the steps and then you step through the door. What happens next?”

“People turn to look at me. Someone points, and then they all laugh,” Adam said. “I try to explain that it’s for a bet, but no one believes me.”

Charlie nodded his head. “But it is for a bet, right?”

Adam was silent for another moment. “Sort of.”

Charlie’s heart bounced. “What do you mean, sort of?”

“There’s a bet.”

“Right. But you said that you walk into the party in the green dress, but it’s only sort of because of a bet. What do you mean by sort of?”

Adam was silent, as if he didn’t want to answer the question. Charlie had seen similar resilience with patients in online videos. Some people build up strong defences that are hard to break down: sometimes requiring multiple sessions, sometimes requiring the Deep Trance. “Okay. Do you leave after they laugh at you?”

Adam nodded his head. “The bet’s over at that point,” he said.

“But you told me that you look okay with your wig and makeup and outfit. Don’t you look okay?”

“I thought so,” Adam said, his eyes fluttering again.

“And why don’t other people think so?”

“I don’t know,” he said. “Maybe they don’t see me the way I see myself.”

Charlie nodded his head, suddenly feeling more like a psychoanalyst than a hypnotist. “You want to win the bet, right?”

Adam nodded his head.

“Show me your girl posture—what you told me you’ve been practising for this party.”

Adam slowly sat up straight, lowering his shoulders and curving his back. He lifted his chin up slightly and then he crossed his legs. The posture was impressively feminine—more so than Charlie was expecting.

“Is this how you will be at the party?”

“Not if people are staring at my funny,” Adam said.

Charlie nodded his head again, feeling like he was getting closer to where he wanted to be. “Tell me about a time in your life when you felt proud—like you were being praised.”

Adam was silent as he racked his brain. “When I was twelve, I won a running race at school. My dad was so happy that he hugged me and took me out for pizza.”

“And that felt good?” Charlie asked.

Adam nodded.

“I want you to think of that feeling now—I want you to imagine yourself at this upcoming party, in that green dress, and I want you to think of that feeling whenever someone looks over at you.”

Adam’s lips curled into a small smile. “Okay,” he said gently.

“Now walk me through the scenario again. You step up to the front door of this party house. Guide me through what happens next.”

Adam took a deep breath. “I’m nervous,” he said. “I don’t know what people will think of me. I don’t know if they’ll believe that I’m dressed up for a bet. I’m reaching for the door handle now. My hand is shaking. I close my eyes and then I open the door. Then I step in and people are looking at me.”

“What happens now?” Charlie asked.

Adam’s lips curled into a smile again. “I feel happy,” he said. “I haven’t felt this way in so long. I like it when people look at me.” He sat up straight again, letting his shoulders relax.

“No one is mocking you, right?”

Adam shook his head. “But I’m still nervous. I still haven’t won the bet. I feel… nice—but do they think I look like a girl?”

Charlie nodded his head. “They do,” he said.

“They do?” Adam asked.

“Everyone does.”

Now Adam was silent. Charlie looked up at the clock and was shocked to see that it was nearly 10:00 PM. He had to work in the morning, so it was probably time to shut the session down. “When I snap my fingers, you’re going to wake up from your trance,” he said. “One… Two… Three.” He snapped. Adam opened his eyes. He looked around the room, letting his pupils adjust to the light, and then he looked at Charlie. His face quickly turned red as he remembered everything from the session. “How was that?” Charlie asked.

Adam shied away. “I don’t know,” he said. “It was weird. You really hypnotised me.”

“I told you.”

“I didn’t believe you.”

“I could tell,” said Charlie. “I should probably gear down for bed. Maybe we can do another session tomorrow. I think we made good progress.”

Adam nodded his head. “Sure.”

“Maybe bring your outfit and we can create some positive associations.”

Adam’s face turned an even darker shade of red. “Just for the party,” he said. “It’s not like I’m into this. You know that, right?” He looked into Charlie’s eyes, looking scared like a wounded animal.

And now, Charlie wasn’t so sure what this was all about. Adam’s reluctance to answer Charlie’s question while in his trance made Charlie think there was more going on—but it was none of his business. There was probably nothing going on. He remembered Adam back in high school. Adam used to stare at the hot girls, just like the other guys. He wasn’t gay, unless he suddenly became gay. Or maybe he was looking at the girls and wishing he was them—maybe he was imagining himself wearing their outfits.

No—not Adam. Adam was a bit of a goofball. His bet story checked out. His reluctance to answer that one question while in his trance was probably nothing to get hung up over. It probably meant nothing at all.


CHAPTER V

Adam wasn’t late the next evening. Instead, he was early, to Charlie’s surprise. He had a black garbage bag with him, and his face was already red when Charlie opened the door. “Almost ready for your big party tomorrow?” Charlie asked. Adam answered with one of his little nervous laughs.

“Once this party’s over, you can undo all of this stuff—right?”

“I can—but I shouldn’t have to,” Charlie said. “Everything I’m doing should be specific to this party.”

Adam nodded his head, but his wide eyes suggested there was something he wasn’t saying.

“What is it?” he asked.

Adam shook his head. “Nothing. I’m just getting nervous about this party. I wish I never made that bet.”

“Well it will be over soon. And I’ll do my best to ease your nerves. I watched a few videos this morning and I read a few articles. I think we’ll make some good progress here.”

Adam nodded his head again, still with those wide eyes that were begging to speak up about something.

Charlie grabbed Adam a beer and then they chatted for a bit. Adam was feeling a bit more open: not just asking Charlie to talk about himself, but filling Charlie in on how life had been since they’d last seen one another. Adam had moved around. He’d lived in a number of cities and he’d spent a small fortune travelling the world: a fortune he’d received from a grandfather who passed. “I would live in Paris if I could afford it,” he said. “I think I really fit in there.”

“I’ve always wanted to go,” said Charlie with a smile. “What did you like about it?”

Adam nodded his head and then turned his gaze towards the floor, suddenly becoming nervous again. “I don’t know,” he said. “It was just fun. I guess we should probably get started with this hypnosis thing, huh?”

“Sure.”

Adam closed his eyes. “Start clinking that glass.”

“Actually, I thought you could get dressed up first,” Charlie said. “Feeling the wig and makeup and the clothes on your skin will make the session a lot more effective.” Charlie had made a post on a hobby hypnotism forum, asking for help with Adam’s particular case. One of the veteran users suggested something called ‘touch association’, creating positive associations using recalled memories and feelings. On paper, the idea was good, but Charlie couldn’t help but worry Adam wouldn’t be able to relax if he was dolled up.

Also, Charlie wanted to help Adam win his bet, and he was curious to know what he was working with. Could Adam actually look at all convincing, or was all of this work a waste of time? He didn’t want to make Adam too comfortable in a costume that looked absolutely ridiculous. He didn’t want to set his old friend up for a humiliating failure.

Adam squirmed and then he nodded his head. “Sure. Okay. Uh—just don’t make fun of me. It’s just for a bet,” he said, as if Charlie didn’t already know. “It will take me about twenty minutes to get ready—longer if you want me to really put on my makeup.”

“Just make yourself look how you’re going to look at the party. I’ve got the day off tomorrow, so we’ve got all night.”

Adam nodded his head and then he sprung to his feet. With his face tilted down, he scurried off to Charlie’s bathroom, leaving Charlie alone in the living room. It was a great opportunity to review everything he’d gone over that morning: the replies to his forum post and the videos he watched on dealing with anxious patients. There was lots of great info: little tips that he was excited to test out.

One of the posters on the forum suggested that Adam be sent to a psychologist. “Don’t hypnotise him. By the sounds of it, he’s dealing with something bigger than this so called ‘bet’. He’s likely using this bet as a way to deal with some unresolved issues.” Charlie couldn’t help but wonder if the forum user was correct. Maybe it was dangerous to be meddling in the brain of a man who wasn’t being completely honest. Maybe Adam did need psychological help—or maybe he just wanted to win a bet, like he claimed.

The bathroom door opened. Charlie closed his computer and turned around. He nearly jumped at the sight of Adam, who was almost unrecognizable. His wig was long and brunette and straight. His dress was tight, exposing lots of skin down his sides: cut halter style to cover his throat. In heels, his butt was impressively perky. And his eyes were strangely mesmerizing, lined with eyeliner and mascara and eye shadow. He suddenly perked up as Charlie looked at him, probably feeling that pride that he felt as a twelve-year-old when he won his running race.

His cheeks were rosy. He smiled and bit his lip. “Sorry,” he said. “This is probably awkward for you.”

Charlie shook his head. “It’s fine. You want to win that bet, right? I want to help you win.” He cleared his throat and tried to gather his thoughts, which had scattered the moment Adam stepped out from that bathroom. So maybe Adam could look the part. Maybe he could win the bet.

But now Charlie had questions buzzing through his mind. How did he know how to do his makeup so well? Surely that wasn’t easy. His eyeliner was slick and seemingly perfect. His lips looked plump and juicy. He’d clearly done some contouring work to make the shape of his face more feminine. And how did he know how to do any of it? Maybe the same way Charlie knew how to hypnotise people; the Internet is a fantastic resource after all.

“We should get started, huh?” Adam said, taking a seat. He wasn’t sitting like a girl, as if he’d forgotten his proper posture in his state of anxiety—or maybe he was too embarrassed to embody the female persona he was wearing.

“Okay. Sure,” Charlie said, clearing his throat again, trying to resist the urge to look down Adam’s body, which seemed impossibly feminine. Did he have some sort of insert around his hips to make them look wider? Or did he have the hourglass figure that women craved?

“Close your eyes and let’s get started,” Charlie said, picking up his spoon and wine glass, which had been on the coffee table since the night before.

It was another long battle to get Adam to relax. He kept squirming and pulling down the skirt of his dress and biting his lip and fidgeting with his fingers. Charlie must have said, “Just try to relax,” three dozen times. But slowly, Adam was starting to relax. Each ping of the wine glass made him sink down a little bit more, until finally, he was still. “Are you relaxed now?” Charlie asked.

Adam nodded his head. His eyes fluttered. Now that Adam was mostly unconscious, Charlie could look down his body, which he did reluctantly. Adam already had his legs shaved. His legs looked surprisingly good, and his feet were cute in the open-toed heels. “How do you feel right now, in your outfit?”

“It’s tight. I feel exposed,” Adam said softly.

“Tell me, Adam: can you do a feminine voice? I think that would help very much with your situation.”

“Yes. I think so,” Adam said.

“Can you do it for me now?”

Adam was silent.

“Tell me about your day today, in your best female voice.”

“Well, today I slept in until nine. I ate cereal for breakfast, and then I tried on my dress and wig. I spent an hour working on my makeup, and then I took a shower.” His voice was surprisingly impressive: not perfect, but had Charlie not known any better, he probably would have bought it. “Then I tried on my bodysuit and jean shorts. I put the wig back on, did my makeup again, and I posted a picture of myself on a forum—with a throwaway account. My picture got a few hundred views.”

“Any comments?” Charlie asked.

“Lots,” Adam said, suddenly smiling. “The comments were positive. I’ve never done anything like that before.”

“How did you feel when you saw that your picture was getting views?”

“I felt good. Like I haven’t felt since I was twelve.”

Charlie nodded his head. The comment was fascinating. Apparently the association he created also worked online, with Internet impressions—not just face-to-face appearances.

“Are you excited for the party tomorrow?” Charlie asked.

Adam shook his head. “I’m scared.”

“Why are you scared?”

“I don’t want people to laugh at me.”

“But doesn’t it feel good when people notice you?”

Adam nodded. “Yes. It feels good.”

Charlie stopped to think. “I want you to feel good all the time, Adam—not just when people are looking at you. Do you feel that hair on your shoulders right now?”

“Yes.”

“Have you ever been really excited and really happy at the same time?”

Adam took a moment to think in his trance state. “When I was nine, it was my brother’s birthday. We were going to a theme park.”

“Whenever you feel that soft hair on your shoulders, I want you to remember that feeling of going to the theme park.”

Adam nodded his head, and then he smiled.

“Have you ever felt attractive?” Charlie asked.

“When I posted the picture today. Someone wrote that they wanted to fuck my brains out.”

“Did you like that?” Charlie asked.

Adam nodded. “No one’s ever said anything like that to me before.” His girly voice was becoming more and more convincing—either because Charlie was getting used to it, or because Adam was improving with each practised sentence.

“Whenever you feel a piece of woman’s clothing on your body, I want you to remember that feeling.”

Adam smiled again.

“Now tell me: are you excited about this party?” Charlie asked.

Adam nodded. “I can’t wait,” he said.

“Imagine yourself walking up to the door. Guide me through what happens next.”

“I’m nervous,” Adam said. Charlie was making progress, but he still felt defeated. He wanted Adam to lose the nervousness completely. If Adam was going to pass as a woman, he needed to blend in. Nervous people don’t blend in—they stick out like ripe tomatoes in a bowl of green grapes. “I don’t want to go inside. If they don’t think I look good… I don’t want that.”

“Interesting,” Charlie said, nodding his head slowly. “Why don’t you want that? Because of the bet?”

Now Adam was silent. His nervousness was obviously a deep-rooted issue. If Charlie was going to solve the problem, he needed to go deeper. He didn’t have weeks to do multiple sessions. He only had about twenty hours before the party. “Adam, I’m going to clink this glass again. Each time you hear the clink, I want you to relax more, and I want you to think about nothing but the black behind your eyelids.”

He clinked the glass multiple times, with ten seconds of silence between each. He did this for five long minutes, until Adam was slumped forward like a powered down robot. “Can you hear me, Adam?” Charlie asked.

He nodded his head.

“Can I ask you a question, Adam? Do you have a girl name you prefer?”

“April,” he said without hesitation.

“April,” Charlie repeated. “Do you like the name April?”

April nodded as much as she could with her limp head.

“Tell me why you’re so nervous about this party.”

“I want people to think that I’m pretty.”

“Why do you want that?” Charlie asked. He was beginning to realize the forum poster might have been correct. Maybe the bet was made as an excuse to live out a secret fantasy.

“It makes me happy,” she said.

“Have you ever been so sure of something in your life? Maybe when you were a kid and you drew something and you knew your parents were going to love it…”

April thought for a long moment. “My mom wanted a book for Christmas one year. She couldn’t find it for a long time, and then I found it. I was fourteen.”

“And you knew she was going to love it?”

She nodded her head.

“Okay. I want you to feel that way when you start wondering what people will think of how you look. So when you’re walking up to that party house, I want you to remember that feeling.”

April nodded her head. Her lips curled into a smile.

Charlie couldn’t help but smile, thinking he’d finally cracked Adam. He finally had Adam where Adam wanted to be when he first reached out looking for a hypnotist. But now Charlie was worried about what was really happening deep in Adam’s head. Was this April character created for this bet, or had she been lingering for a long time?

“Will this be the first time you go out as April?” Charlie asked.

April shook her head. “I went out a month ago.”

“What were you wearing?”

“My bodysuit and shorts.”

“How did that go?”

“It was terrifying. I could feel people looking at me.”

“And you knew what they were thinking?”

She nodded her head.

“And why did you go out. Was that for a bet?”

“I was curious,” she said.

“Curious about what?” Charlie’s heart throbbed and skipped a beat.

“I wanted to know if I could pass.”

“Why did you want to know that?”

“I got a message on Instagram from a trans girl who said that I had the perfect face and body to be trans. That was three years ago. That comment has always stuck with me.”

“That’s what started all of this?” Charlie asked.

She nodded her head.

“Do you like boys or girls?”

“Boys,” she said, taking Charlie by complete surprise. Was that April’s answer or Adam’s answer? Was it the same? Was April some sort of multiple personalities disorder character, or was she just Adam? Charlie was getting deeper than any hobbyist hypnotist should go. This was a case better left for a licensed professional. But now he was curious. Now he had the opportunity to flex his therapeutic muscles.

“Have you always liked boys?” Charlie asked.

April nodded.

“Have you ever been with a boy?”

April shook her head.

“So you’re a virgin?”

“Sort of.”

“What do you mean by ‘sort of’?” Charlie asked. His heart raced as a lump grew in his throat. He was entering taboo territory, getting information that didn’t belong to him—information that had nothing to do with the bet that he was hired to help with.

“Last year I was at a party. I went to use the bathroom but the lock on the door was loose and I guess I didn’t lock it properly. A guy came in. I was just washing my hands, so he didn’t see anything. But he didn’t leave. He just looked at me. He’d been looking at me like that all night, from across the party.”

“Who was he?” Charlie asked, clearing his throat in an attempt to clear the lump.

“A friend of a friend, I guess,” April said. “He asked if I was gay. I told him that I didn’t know. I don’t know why I told him that. He unzipped his pants and showed me his cock.”

“Then what happened?”

“I reached out and grabbed it. I gently squeezed it and then I stroked it until it was hard. It made me feel like a girl.”

“And you liked that?”

She nodded her head. “I liked it a lot.”

“And then what happened.”

“He came while I was stroking him. I jumped back and ran out of the bathroom before he was even finished. Then I left the party before he could find me.”

“Aside from that, you’ve never had a sexual experience?” Charlie asked.

April shook her head. Charlie knew it was time to end the conversation. He took a deep breath and was just about to wake April up, so she could become Adam again, but then she spoke. “But I want to have one.”

“You want to have a sexual experience with a man?” Charlie asked.

She nodded her head. “Yes.”

“Describe it to me. Describe your ideal sexual experience.”

She was silent for a moment. “I want a man to take me—to hold me down and kiss my neck. Then I want him to force me to suck his dick. I want to be completely overpowered—and then I want to be bent over. I want to feel a cock in my asshole—and I want to feel another man’s cum inside of me.”

Charlie felt beads of cold sweat forming on his forehead. He nodded his head and took another deep breath. He could feel his pants tightening. There was something hot about April’s description: something absurdly arousing. He found himself imagining her with her tight dress and her long hair, sinking down and sucking on his cock. Charlie imagined himself pressing his thick cock deep into April’s tight asshole, making it stretch, making her squeal.

“Any man?” Charlie asked.

“Maybe,” she said.

“And why haven’t you made that happen yet?” he asked.

“I’m too afraid,” she said.

“Of what?”

“Rejection.”

Charlie nodded his head. “Remember when you were so sure that your mom was going to love that book. Remember that feeling?” he asked.

She nodded her head.

“I want you to remember that feeling whenever you see a man you want to sleep with, when you’re in your dress and with your long hair. Does that make sense?”

She nodded her head.

“I’m going to wake you up now. Okay? I’ll count to three, and then I’ll snap my fingers and you’ll wake up from this Deep Trance. One… Two… Three.” He snapped his fingers and her eyes opened.

She blinked a few times as her pupils grew large. Then she looked around them room and took a deep breath of air into her lungs before clearing her throat. “D—Did I fall asleep?” she asked.

Charlie shook his head. “You were just in a Deep Trance. I think you’ll be just fine for your party tomorrow. Just keep practising your voice.”

She nodded her head slowly. “Why can’t I remember what we talked about?” she asked. She didn’t seem to notice that she was talking casually with her feminine voice now.

“I don’t know. Sometimes you remember, sometimes you don’t, I guess.” Charlie bit down on the edge of his tongue, feeling strangely guilty for venturing into a part of her brain he was never asked to venture into.

She nodded her head as she scanned down Charlie’s body. Then she looked away quickly and closed her eyes. She took another deep breath. “Weird. It’s just such a… weird feeling.”

“How do you feel?” Charlie asked.

She took a moment, running her hands down her dress-clad body. “I feel good,” she said. “I think you’re right. I think I’ll be just fine tomorrow.” She cracked a smile.

“Good,” said Charlie.

Then she looked at him again. Her eyes flashed and then her gaze went down Charlie’s body. She gently bit her bottom lip and then her body shuddered. A soft whimper escaped her lips and then she forced herself to look away again. Her face turned red, and it was obvious what was happening because Charlie made it happen. She was like a flustered teen girl standing in front of some teen heartthrob. She could hardly control herself. The tingling she was feeling all over was maybe a little bit too obvious.

“Is everything okay?” he asked.

She bit her lip again and nodded her head. “Everything’s fine,” she said. Then she cleared her throat. “I—uh—maybe I should get going.” But she didn’t move. She didn’t take off for the bathroom to get undressed. She stood there, staring at Charlie, letting her gaze drift down to his crotch as if she was trying to summon some sort of X-ray vision. Charlie’s gut churned with a peculiar fear. Had he gone too far? Is this why hypnotism was generally left in the hands of trained professionals? Was this going to be a problem she dealt with from now on?

Charlie took a deep breath. His mental alterations were only supposed to work when she was dolled up as April. And according to Adam, April was only going to exist for this one party—at least according to Adam when Adam was lying. But Charlie knew his secret. He knew that April wasn’t just a one-time thing. Now, whenever Adam became April, April was going to be a promiscuous little tramp, possibly putting herself into dangerous situations, flirting with men who were clueless to her reality—and it was going to be Charlie’s fault.

“Maybe we should do another session after this party,” Charlie said.

She nodded her head and cracked a smile. “I’d like that,” she said. But Charlie wasn’t hitting on her—he was just trying to set up a time to undo the damage he’d done.

She was looking at his crotch again. “I guess you should get going. It’s pretty late,” Charlie said.

She nodded her head. “Okay.” She turned to the front door and started walking slowly.

“Don’t you want to get changed?” he asked.

She stopped and looked back at him, and saw that he was pointing to the bathroom. “Oh. Right,” she said. Then she started towards the bathroom. She looked back at Charlie with a grin before slipping inside.

Charlie’s heart pounded. He was quickly realizing he’d made a huge mistake. Had he created a monster? Did Adam really want this? Would Charlie be able to fix this? Was this now something he would have to deal with for the rest of his life? “Fuck,” Charlie muttered under his breath once April was in the bathroom. He began to pace back and forth. He thought about posting on that forum, but he was terrified to admit what he’d done: a very serious ethical violation. And was it legal? Had he broken some sort of law, meddling with another person’s brain?

“Hey Charlie?” April’s sissy voice called out.

“Yeah?” Charlie called back after a moment of heart-pounding terror.

“Could you help me with this dress? I can’t quite reach the zipper!”

Charlie’s body trembled. He closed his eyes and tried to gather his mind. He just had to get her out of that outfit and then her brain should normalize itself. All of his little adjustments were designed to only work when she was associating the feeling of her long hair and her tight dress. They weren’t meant to have any affect on Adam’s normal life.

Charlie went to the bathroom door and gently pushed it open. She was standing with her hands on the edge of the vanity, slightly bent over. “I just need you to unzip me,” she said. Her bum was perked out slightly: and it was a nice ass. Charlie nodded his head and slipped behind her in the tight space. He reached for the tiny zipper and gave it a gentle tug, exposing her soft back. She had a light band of freckles across her upper back, from shoulder to shoulder. There was something very feminine about those freckles, even though they had nothing to do with April’s feminization.

Charlie tried to look away from them. He pulled the zipped down to the middle of her back, and then it became hard to tug as the dress fabric loosened. He had to grab a bit of her dress, pulling it taut, in order to pull the zipper down the rest of the way.

He got it down, but before he could pull his hands away, April placed her hand on his, pressing his palm against her side. She gently pulled it forward, onto her chest, from her sternum to her breast, which felt strangely real. She pressed down hard, so Charlie would feel everything. Then she nestled her bum back into his crotch. A soft whimper escaped her lips as Charlie’s nerves fluttered.

“W—What are you doing?” he asked. But she didn’t answer. Instead, she pulled his hand up her chest, over her throat, and to her chin. She opened her mouth and let one of his fingers inside. It was warm and wet. She sucked his finger.

And then her other hand reached back and nestled onto his ass. She gently pulled him forward, pressing him tighter against her. Charlie let out a nervous laugh. “I’m sure if you do this tomorrow, everyone will think you’re a girl. You’re very convincing.” He laughed again, feeling the blood rushing into his face. Then he cleared his throat.

He really had created a monster: a beautiful, convincing, horny monster. Maybe he was more powerful than he thought—though he couldn’t think of any way to undo the mess he’d created. He tried to rack his brain, but his heart wouldn’t stop pounding against his ribcage. He wondered if she could feel his heart—if she knew how nervous he was.

His cock began to throb. He wanted to pull back before she felt anything, but now she was gently grinding her ass against him and it felt nice—too nice to pull away from. Maybe he could just let it happen. Maybe he could just enjoy the moment. Would it be embarrassing later? Maybe—but it would be just as embarrassing for her—if not more. She didn’t know what he’d done in her head, after all. If he’d done his job correctly, which he was sure he had, then she currently thought that all these feelings were her own. And maybe they were her own—he still wasn’t sure. He wasn’t a professional hypnotist, after all.

He looked down at that cute band of freckles again. She sure looked like a girl. But he knew she wasn’t. He knew that the erection he was now getting wasn’t right. Adam was an old friend. He couldn’t possibly let himself get intimate with his old friend! But he couldn’t look away from her. He could take his hands off of her soft skin, and he couldn’t pull his finger from her warm mouth.

He took his free hand and reached down for the skirt of her tight dress. He pulled it up, revealing a pair of green lacy panties. He squeezed her ass and then he slipped her panties down to her thighs, exposing her entire ass. He ran his fingers up her crack, feeling her puckering asshole, which made his nerves tingle all over. “Fuck,” he muttered aloud, knowing he was crossing a line. But he also knew he couldn’t possibly stop himself now.

He quickly unzipped his pants and pulled out his erect cock. He pressed it against her warm ass and she let another soft whimper slip. “Fuck me,” she said with her sissy voice.

Charlie closed his eyes for a second in a final effort to convince himself to stop. And then he had the brilliant idea of hypnotising her again to make her forget about this. He’d seen the videos online: hypnotists bringing people into the Deep Trance to make them forget about traumatic incidents. It seemed simple enough, and it wouldn’t do much harm to make her forget about one quick little bathroom romp. Maybe he could find another Craigslist hypnotist to help him forget about the romp as well.

“Stick that big cock in my ass,” she said as he slid it up and down her crack, between her soft butt cheeks.

He pulled the tip right to her hole and she gently swayed her bum as if she was already trying to work it into her. He spat into his hand and coated his shaft, lubricating himself for entry. His heart bounced and skipped and puttered. His hands were trembling and so were his legs.

But before he penetrated her, he reached around and slipped his hands around her cock. It was hard and pointing upwards. He squeezed it and stroked it, pulling back her foreskin and feeling her swelling ball sack. His body shuddered again with a combination of excitement and terror. He was touching a cock: stroking a shaft and fondling a ball sack. He was far outside of his comfort zone now, starting to wonder if someone had gone into his brain and meddled around. But he couldn’t take his hand off of that cock.

He started to pump it, making her moan. “You like that?” he asked.

“I’d like it more with your dick in my ass,” she said. So he pushed his tip into her, making her perk up. Her shoulder blades pulled back, trying to touch one another as her body tensed all over. “Oh God,” she groaned, squirming all over, even though he only had his tip in her. He gently ran his hand down her back, from her freckles to her ass.

“Relax,” he said. And then her shoulder blades sunk back down and she leaned forward, over the vanity. He pushed his pelvis forward, sinking his cock into her asshole. He closed his eyes and took a deep breath. Then the image of Adam came into his head, so he opened his eyes quickly, to get the image of April back, so he could relax. He watched his cock sinking deeper and deeper, impressed by April’s ability to take it.

He remembered that she was a virgin: that this was her first sexual encounter involving penetration. If he made her forget this through hypnosis, he would be erasing her first sexual experience from her brain. Was that fair? Was that right? He had no idea.

He pushed until his pelvis was pressed into her ass and she was moaning fiercely. He ran his hands up her torso and cupped her breasts, squeezing firmly, making her moan even louder. Then he started to pump, pulling back and slamming forward, pressing her hard against the vanity.

She reached down and pulled her ball sack and erection up onto the counter. Now he could see the package clearly in the mirror: throbbing with each penetration. He could see the thick vein running up the bottom of her shaft. He could see her swollen tip, begging to be rubbed and sucked. His gaze became fixated on it, unable to look away for more than a few seconds. Though he had to look away occasionally to see her beautiful face: eyes closed and lips parted: plump lips moaning as they quivered.

He took her hand and brought it to her cock. “Jerk yourself off,” he said. And then he watched as she pumped herself quickly, using only her thumb and the tip of her pointer finger around her tip. Her tip quickly became a shade of red. Her little cock hole opened wide when she squeezed. Soon that little hole would be painting his mirror with white goo, and he couldn’t wait.

He fucked harder: slamming down fast, filling her entirely. He loved the feeling of her tight anal walls clenching his cock. He loved the feeling of her soft butt cheeks cushioning each blow, turning red as his pelvis slammed them hard. He looked up at her face, which was now dark red. She opened her eyes and their gazed connected in that mirror. Her eyes flashed and his heart fluttered. She let a little smile slip, and then her eyes closed again and she moaned.

“Oh God, I’m coming,” she said. Charlie looked down at that cock. He felt her body tense up, and then he watched the eruption: cum spewing out, hitting the mirror in long streaks. She squeezed her hand around her shaft, tightening that little cum hole, making each blast even more powerful. The amount of cum she produced was unbelievable, coating half the mirror with gooey white globs, which slowly crept down to the vanity countertop.

The sight was all Charlie could take. He trembled and groaned and then he dug his fingertips into her soft skin and began unloading inside of her body. She gasped and clenched her asshole tight until he had no cum left to deposit inside of her. He stumbled back and watched as she tried to clench her stretched hole. But no amount of clenching could seal the gaping hole shut. Cum began to dribble out of her, running down her legs towards the bathroom floor.

Charlie stared at the beautiful cross-dresser and she stared back at him. “I—I guess you should finish getting changed,” he said. And then he slipped out from the bathroom quickly, heart pounding ferociously. He pressed his back against his living room wall and took a deep breath. Memories of fucking April flashed in his brain while regret began to swirl in his gut.

The romp was fun: the most fun he’d ever had. But it wasn’t right: not just because April wasn’t an actual woman, but because April was actually his old friend, Adam.

The bathroom door opened ten minutes later and Adam came out. He didn’t make more than two seconds of eye contact before looking away. “Thanks for the help,” he said with a quiet and embarrassed voice. Then he went straight for the door and skirted out, as if he deeply regretted every second he spent inside of Charlie’s place. The quick exit made Charlie feel even worse about what he’d done—but he just couldn’t get the image of April out of his head: with her dress unzipped and her panties pulled down around her thighs.


CHAPTER VI

Charlie’s mind was buzzing. He hardly slept that night, and then he found himself pacing around his place all morning. He went for a walk in an attempt to clear his mind, but the walk didn’t help much. The image of April’s soft body wouldn’t go away. It was actually Adam’s body, and it scared Charlie to think that it was just as soft when it wasn’t in a dress. Those freckles weren’t painted on as part of the April costume: they were just part of Adam.

So what did that mean? Did he have sex with a promiscuous trap named April, or did he just fuck his friend in the ass? He knew the real answer, but he refused to accept it.

It was midway through the day when a new fear came into his mind. What if April ended up getting frisky with another guy at the party because of what Charlie did to April’s mind? What if April ended up getting pounded and stretched by some big, meaty cock? The thought made Charlie squirm, but he wasn’t sure why. Maybe that’s what Adam secretly wanted all along. Maybe he would come back and thank Charlie for meddling in his head. But is that what Charlie wanted? After an hour of nervous pacing, Charlie realized the strange emotion he was feeling was jealousy. He didn’t want other guys to have April, though he wasn’t sure why he cared.

He tried to make that emotion go away, but it only became stronger the more he imagined April bent over and taking it hard from behind. The jealousy got so bad that he found himself on Facebook, looking Adam up and trying to find out where the big party was. Amazingly, he was able to find it without much effort. The event was listed publically and a friend had shared it on Adam’s wall. Even the address was listed in the event description. It almost seemed too easy to find, though why would the host bother making it private? It’s not like strangers go around looking for house parties to crash—or maybe they do. It had been a long time since Charlie had been to a house party like the one he was now preparing to go to.

He trimmed his beard and put on a nice shirt. He even sprayed himself with a touch of cologne. It wasn’t until he was walking towards his front door that he realized how crazy he was being: about to show up uninvited at a house party, just to spy on his hypnosis patient. But instead of talking himself out of it, he found himself coming up with ways to justify his unexpected arrival. He could tell Adam that it was a coincidence, that someone else invited him. He could come up with a common name, and surely Adam wouldn’t be too suspicious. Or maybe he could just say that he came to monitor the bet, to see if his hypnosis worked properly or not. He could tell Adam that he gave the address of the party while he was in the Deep Trance. ‘Don’t you remember?’ he could say to take the heat off of himself.

So Charlie ended up standing outside of the party house. He watched as people funnelled in, coming from all directions. The party was bigger than he was expecting, already booming and it wasn’t even 9:00 PM yet. Seeing the droves of guests filtering in made Charlie more comfortable. Slipping in without being caught was no longer an issue.

But now, he was nervous, stiff with fear. His brain ran through all of the horrible things that might happen to Adam as a result of their hypnosis sessions. He didn’t want to be liable for Adam getting hurt or abused or pulled into a lifestyle that he didn’t want to be pulled into.

He walked into the house, which was loud with dance music, but no one was dancing—not yet. Everyone was drinking and chatting and laughing. A few people were getting a game of beer pong together, reminding Charlie of college. Many of the guests were college aged, making Charlie wonder if he was at a college party.

He wandered through the house with his hands in his pockets, trying to look as casual as possible. He scanned each room carefully for April, but couldn’t find her. His heart galloped as he wondered if she was already up in a bedroom with someone. Just how powerful were the alterations he made in April’s head? How horny would she get walking into a room all dolled up?

Charlie found himself in the kitchen. He grabbed a beer from a random case and drank half of it quickly, hoping it would soothe some of the anxiety that was tingling through his body. He closed his eyes and took a deep breath, and then someone gave him a firm pat on the back. “Enjoying yourself?” a voice said.

He opened his eyes but didn’t recognize the young man staring at him. “Me?” Charlie asked.

“Yeah.”

“Sure.”

“Cool, bro,” the man said, and then he zipped away, possibly high on cocaine. Charlie’s heart sped up and then cooled down, worried for a moment that he’d been caught in a place he didn’t belong.

Charlie wandered the house again, back towards the front door. He took another long sip from his drink and then he scanned that main room, looking to spot April. Surely she wouldn’t be hard to spot in that green, sparkly dress.

There was a very pretty girl standing in the corner, in a white dress, with long blonde hair and pretty pink lips. She had a cute smile, stealing Charlie’s attention for a brief moment until the door opened and a green glimmer pulled his gaze to the door.

A much more beautiful specimen walked in the door: a girl who caught the attention of many men in that room. It was April, with a beaming smile on her rosy-cheeked face. Her whole body was glowing with excitement as she stood tall, without an ounce of anxiety whatsoever. The hypnosis clearly worked—maybe too much.

Charlie crept back, sinking behind a group of chatting friends, away from the chandelier light that warmed the whole room.

April looked around for a moment before walking into the room. Charlie sunk back against the wall. He watched April carefully but subtly, sometimes looking down and watching her only with his peripheral vision. He kept his distance but followed her through the large space and into the next room. He stopped behind two men. The men were talking, and then one nudged the other. “Hey, man. See that girl there?” he said.

The second man looked up. “In the green dress?”

“Yeah.”

“Sure. I see her.”

“What do you think?”

“What do I think of what?”

“Of her.”

The second man thought for a long moment. Charlie realized he was likely standing beside the men involved in the bet: Adam’s friend and the mutual friend who would unknowingly decide the bet’s outcome. Charlie took a step back and listened carefully.

“She’s cute,” he said.

The other man laughed. “Really?”

“Don’t you think so?”

“You don’t think there’s anything… weird about her?” It seemed like the man was trying to lead his friend on, to give himself an edge in the bet.

“Weird? I don’t know. She’s actually pretty hot. Why? Do you know her or something?”

Charlie smiled, thinking he’d just contributed to his friend’s victory.

The friend started laughing. “Okay, dude. I guess to each his own.”

“What? What’s so funny?”

Charlie slipped away from the men. He tried to creep along the wall unnoticed, and then April turned her head and their gazes met. Charlie froze. He stared into her eyes for a long moment, and then he cracked an awkward smile.

April smiled and started towards him. He felt his muscles tensing up as a cold chill crept down his spine. He suddenly forgot all of the excuses he came up with, though even if he had one, he was worried he wouldn’t be able to speak with the lump that was now filling up his throat.

“What are you doing here?” she asked: the question he knew that she would ask.

“Me?” Charlie said stupidly.

She laughed. “Yeah, you!” she said.

“I, uh, was invited. Is this the party you were talking about?” he said, quickly recalling one of his excuses—but even he knew it sounded silly.

She giggled cutely. “This is the party.”

“Are your friends here?” he asked.

She nodded her head. “I think they already saw me. I guess it’s just a waiting game now.”

Charlie wanted to tell her what he’d heard, but he didn’t want her to know that he came to spy. Or is that why he came? Was there another reason for him to be at that party, uninvited? “You look nice,” he said.

“Thank you. You look good too.”

“Can I get you a drink?” he asked, feeling his cheeks turning red. Why was he suddenly so flustered? He felt like a shy teenager at his first house party, talking to a girl outside of school for the first time. He could feel his legs shaking and his fingers trembling. But why? What had gotten into him?

“Sure,” she laughed. So he zipped towards the kitchen to mix April a drink. Once the drink was made, he took a moment to close his eyes and take a deep breath. “Just give her the drink and then leave,” he whispered to himself. “Before you make a giant fool of yourself.”

He took another deep breath, and then he turned around to head back towards the party. April was now across the room, chatting with a man. Charlie didn’t recognize the man. He wasn’t one of the two men he’d been eavesdropping on earlier. Charlie watched as they talked. He watched April laugh and then he watched as she bit her bottom lip. Was she into the guy? Were the urges Charlie programmed into her brain starting to take over? Would she pull the guy aside and sleep with him? The thought made Charlie’s spine tingle. He quickly zipped over and gave her the drink. “Your drink,” he said with a big smile.

“Oh, thank you,” April said. “That’s really sweet of you.”

“No problem,” Charlie said, and then he lingered next to April for a moment—far too long of a moment.

Then April turned back to the man. “Charlie, this is Roger. Roger, this is Charlie.”

Roger stuck out his hand. Charlie hesitated before shaking it. “Hi Roger,” he said.

“Hi,” Roger said softly.

“Roger is the friend I told you about. We made the bet together. Turns out, I won—so I guess I can pay up now.” She giggled.

Charlie nodded his head slowly. He didn’t care about the money. Now he was curious to know who he was eavesdropping on: apparently a couple of random guys; one who thought she wasn’t anything special, and one who thought she was hot. And if there were guys who thought she was a babe in the room, how long would it be before men started swarming her, trying to take her to bed? Why did Charlie feel so desperate to get her out of there before her programmed urges took over?

“Can I talk to you for a minute?” Charlie said, motioning towards the stairway.

“Um, sure,” she said.

So he led her up the stairs and down the hallway, away from the party. He found an empty bedroom and then he slipped inside. She followed. He closed the door and then he turned around. But before he could even get a word in, she was on her knees, fumbling for his zipper. “I want to suck your fucking cock so badly,” she said. So apparently the hypnosis was already working full-force. Charlie froze as she pulled down his fly and threw her hand into his pants to fish out his cock. She pulled it out fast and stuffed into her mouth like a hungry slut. She moaned as she slurped his flaccid member, though it wasn’t long before it started to harden.

Charlie laughed nervously. “Wow. You’re really horny, huh?”

She nodded her head and continued to suck, now bobbing her head as she pleasured her whole length with her plump lips. It felt nice, but the guilt and fear never left Charlie’s gut. He pressed the palms of his hands against the door behind him and then he closed his eyes, trying to figure out how to tame the monster he’d created. He needed to get her back into a Deep Trance so he could tell her to stop dressing up. That was the easiest solution: make Adam not want to dress up ever again. As long as he stayed out of a dress and a wig and makeup, he would never get the urges that were pulsing through him now.

But was that fair? Didn’t he secretly love to dress up? Was it fair for Charlie to take that away from him? What other option did he have? He couldn’t just let April roam the city sucking every cock she had the slightest urge to suck (which would be many cocks). It wasn’t safe for so many reasons—and Charlie didn’t want April to get with other guys at all. He liked when she was a soft-spoken virgin; though he also liked when she was a cock-hungry slut, as long as it was his cock in her mouth.

He was erect now. He grabbed her head and ran his fingers through her soft wig hair. He gently began to thrust his cock into her throat, making her gag slightly. But she was smiling, proving that she liked it, so he kept going. He stared down at her beautiful, docile body. She looked so good in that green dress, with that spattering of freckles on her shoulders. She was standing up tall on her knees, and Charlie could see a bulge between her legs. She had her own erection.

“Take your cock out and jerk yourself off,” he whispered, knowing there were people in the hallway, moving to and from the bathroom at the end of the hall.

She looked up at him with a grin, pausing for a moment. Then she stood up and looked right into his eyes, her nose nearly touching his. She leaned forward and kissed him, slipping her cock-flavoured tongue into his mouth. “You like my cock?” she asked.

Charlie quivered, afraid to answering the question. But she didn’t wait for an answer. Instead, she reached down, pulled her dress up and slipped her erection out from her tight panties. She pressed it against his and then took both cocks in her hand and started pumping. Her cock was throbbing hot. He could feel her foreskin pulling up and down against his own shaft. She kept staring into his eyes. “Do you want me to come on your big dick?” she asked. Her voice was a bit too loud for his comfort level, but he was too afraid to ask her to quiet down. So he just nodded his head. Now he was the one feeling hypnotised. Maybe someone had gone into his head and pulled him into a Deep Trance. Maybe the urges in his own brain now weren’t originally his own.

She kissed him again, slipping that tongue through his lips. He let her tongue wrap around his own and he kissed back, nestling his nose against hers. Then he ran his hands down her soft body, feeling the thin laces holding the front and back of her dress together. He tilted his head down to look at her cock, which wasn’t quite as big as his. He wanted her cum on him. He wanted to feel it against his bare skin. So he lifted up his shirt to expose his bare stomach, hoping for a little feeler.

She giggled. Then she took his hand and brought it around to her ass. She nestled his fingertips between her butt cheeks and pressed down until he figured out what she wanted: to be fingered. So he stuck two fingers into her butthole, as deep as he could, and he started to pump. She groaned with a big smile on her face. “Is this what you wanted to talk about?” she asked.

He couldn’t believe how confident she was. She really was a monster, out of his control, far beyond what he meant to create. She was just supposed to win a bet! She wasn’t supposed to become a dripping wet beauty with an insatiable lust.

Charlie didn’t answer. He just nodded his head. His cock was tingling now. He was about to come, but he was holding back, groaning and tensing up all over. “Let’s come together. Are you ready?” she asked, tightening her grip and pumping faster.

Charlie nodded.

“In three seconds,” she said. “Three… two… one…” She didn’t look away from his eyes. Her lips parted and she whimpered, and then Charlie felt the warm goo splattering against his abdomen. She pressed his cock back into it and smeared it around—though he had no idea if it was his or hers—or a combination of both. His legs trembled and he looked down to see both poles billowing with globs of ivory cum. She slipped her hand up to their tips and then she pulled all of that cum down, coating both cocks.

She giggled. “That was fun,” she said, licking the cum off of her fingers. Charlie was frozen, heart pounding and mind spinning.

“Yeah,” he said. He reached down and slipped his cock back into his pants. He took a deep breath. “So tomorrow—are you free? I think we should do another hypnosis session.”

“Why?” she asked with a sly smile.

“Now that your bet is over, we can set everything back to normal. You know?”

Her eyes glistened and then her smile sunk down slightly. She nodded her head slowly and said, “I guess that’s probably a good idea.”

“I just want to make sure we didn’t do anything permanent. You get it, right?”

She nodded her head. “Sure. We can do that.”

“Okay, great. Be at my place around six tomorrow and we’ll set everything straight. Oh, and don’t worry about paying for the sessions. You’re an old friend—there’s no need to pay.” Charlie forced a smile while his heart throbbed. Was he making a mistake? Or was it for the best? He knew he needed to make her forget about both of the romps. He could live better knowing that there wasn’t a person out there who knew that he’d fooled around with a cross-dressing sissy, not that he was particularly afraid Adam would go around telling people. Though he knew that erasing Adam’s memory wouldn’t help to clear his conscious; that was something he was going to have to figure out on his own, without hypnosis.


CHAPTER VII

Charlie left the party, but he didn’t leave the property for long. He was a block away when he decided to turn back to watch April, to make sure she wasn’t fooling around with other guys. He knew it was none of his business and he knew he shouldn’t care—but he couldn’t help himself.

He watched through the windows like a creep, and occasionally crept through the house, holding an empty beer can in his attempt to blend in. It was almost midnight when he decided to leave properly and to stop being a huge creep. As he walked away, he prayed that April wouldn’t get down and dirty with anyone else at the party, though there were a few guys who had been chatting her up throughout the night.

It was 1:00 AM when he got a text message from Adam. It was a picture: a selfie from April still dolled up, with a cute smile on her face. “Thanks for the surprise tonight,” she said.

“Thank you,” he wrote.

“You should have stuck around,” she said. “We could have shared a ride home.”

She sent another photo, this time with her skirt hiked up, showing off her panties bulge. “Want to see more?” she wrote.

Charlie’s heart fluttered. Now he was going to need to figure out a way to erase her phone’s message history as well as her memory. His heart stammered. He did want to see more, so he replied, “Yeah.”

A minute later, she sent a photo of her long erection flipped out from her panties. She had her manicured fingers curled around it. Charlie stared at it for a long moment before realizing he was staring at a cock. He shook his head and closed his phone and took a deep breath. Then the phone came back out and he replied. “Wish you were here,” he wrote.

“Tomorrow,” she wrote back. Then she sent another photo: a mirror selfie of her whole body, cock out and in hand. She was naked now, but apparently still in her horny feminine character. Charlie’s heart fluttered again. He had no idea how he was going to erase her memory and delete the urges he programmed into her. He knew it would be a long day researching hypnosis techniques before she showed up for her session.

He sent a little smiley face, and then she sent a picture of her bent over with a long sex toy pushed into her bum. Charlie’s legs trembled so he sat down. He took a deep breath before receiving the next and final photo: a picture of her cock pressed down on a table in a pool of cum. “See you tomorrow,” she wrote.

It was another sleepless night with April on the mind. Charlie knew what he had to do: turn her back into Adam and erase her April memories. He spent hours trying to think of how he could pick and choose specific memories to erase, and then he realized he needed to erase everything: every moment between the first hypnosis session and the final one. It was the only safe was to ensure there were no repercussions from Charlie’s meddling, seeing as he had no idea what Adam had been up to as April over the past couple of nights.

He knew he had to go in and erase everything, but he was also terrified of seeing her go. He didn’t want to lose her. He liked looking into those bright, flashing eyes. He liked feeling her lips against his, and he liked the tight squeeze of her beautiful asshole around his thick, throbbing cock. Maybe he could get one last romp in. Maybe he could have one last go at her beautiful body before cleaning the slate and sending her off into the world as Adam and only Adam.

She arrived early for her hypnosis session the next day, almost a whole hour early. But her earliness wasn’t an issue as Charlie had already spent the day cleaning and researching and preparing for their meeting. He was ready, though he wasn’t expecting her to show up as April, wearing a tight black bodysuit and short jean shorts. She had a big, cute smile on her face as she stepped into his place. “Ready for round three?” she asked, and he wasn’t sure if she was referring to the hypnosis or the fucking.

Charlie nodded his head and forced a smile. Suddenly his plan was dissolving in his mind—the plan he spent so many hours perfecting. But he had to go through with it; there was no other option. “Why are you still dressed up?” he asked.

“I fell asleep with my makeup on last night. I know, I know—I shouldn’t do that. It’s not good for my skin. But when I woke up, I just figured I would put on a new outfit and try a new hairstyle.” Her hair was curled now, and beautiful, but that’s not what caught Charlie’s attention. It was her voice, sounding more feminine and genuine than ever. She’d had a whole night of practise at the party. She’d been in character for over twenty-four hours now—maybe even longer. Her feminine voice was probably starting to affect the muscle memory of her face. Soon, if she wasn’t careful, speaking like a sissy would be a habit she would struggle to break.

“Do you have a change of clothes?” Charlie asked.

“Why would I?” she asked with a small giggle. Charlie forced a little laugh. How could he turn her back into Adam without confusing the hell out of her? If he erased the past three days of memories, Adam would wake up in a state of shock and horror, looking down at his feminine body, with all of that fear and anxiety he had when he first showed up on Charlie’s doorstep—plus the added terror of having three missing days of time.

But Charlie didn’t have many options now. He had to work with what was given to him, and he needed to fix her brain before she was too far-gone. He was already starting to worry that she was too far-gone. “Why don’t we get started then?” he said, leading her to the couch. He took a seat and closed his eyes for a moment, taking a deep breath while he tried to gather the courage he’d spent the past twenty-four hours building up. Then she sat on his lap, facing him, straddling him, with her hands on his shoulders, making him jump.

She was looking down into his eyes, smirking, nestling her soft bum against his lap. He put his hands on her sides with reluctance. Then he started to tremble as he felt her softness and her warmness. A whimper slipped out from his lips as her long hair tickled his shoulders. “Do you want me on top?” she asked.

Charlie bit down hard on his tongue. “Maybe we can do this after the hypnosis session,” he said with a terribly forced smile.

“Or we can do it now. It might help me to relax,” she said, biting her bottom lip gently. Whenever she bit that lip, Charlie’s brain swirled and his heart throbbed. He slid his hands down to her ass and felt her firm butt cheeks. He squeezed, pulling them apart slightly while imagining her butthole being stretched open. He let another whimper slip. He closed his eyes and tried to remind himself that April was actually Adam: not a woman at all. And after this hypnosis session, there would be no April: only Adam, only his old friend.

“Seriously,” he said. “Let’s get this hypnosis out of the way.”

She laughed. Then she reached her hand down and grasped his cock, squeezing it firmly through his pants. “Maybe you’re the one that needs to relax.”

He laughed as she began to rub and fondle his cock. It felt good—too good. He wanted to tell her to stop, but now he was getting hard and he liked it. She had the perfect rhythm, grinding back and forth with his erection cradled perfectly between her warm butt cheeks.

He laughed nervously. “If you’re not careful, you’re going to make me come.”

“Then I guess I should try to be less careful.” She winked and pushed her bum down harder, making a euphoric shock buzz through Charlie’s body. She knew just where to rub her perfect ass—just how to make his body succumb to her dripping perfection; and maybe it was because she had a cock. She was wired the exact same way as him, biologically speaking. Of course she knew just where to rub, just how hard, just how fast. She had years of daily practise with her own body, after all. And perhaps that explained why she was so striking—so smoking hot. She knew what made an attractive woman because she was a man, and men know attractive women. Though maybe that wasn’t such a bad thing. Maybe that was a blessing, if Charlie could just get his mind away from the old Adam that he went to high school with.

She stood up on the couch, towering above him. She pressed her feet together and then she dropped her jean shorts down around her ankles. Then she shimmied her panties down, exposing her half-erect cock, curved slightly to one side, bobbing in the air confidently. She wasn’t shy about it. She knew he liked it. But why did he like it? Why couldn’t he look away from it?

She stepped forward and pressed her tip to his lips. She giggled, and then he parted his mouth open. She stuck her tip in and he teased it with his tongue. His heart fluttered and his body trembled. Then she sunk down with a single elegant move, slipping onto her knees, with her face lined up with Charlie’s cock. She leaned forward and sucked his stiff rod, getting him wet. She only had to suck for a minute before he was as hard as a man can be—harder than he knew he could be. Then she climbed back up and straddled him again. She reached back and stood his cock up before sitting on it and sinking it into her body.

Now Charlie was locked in. He knew he wasn’t strong enough to tell her to stop. It made no difference anyway: erasing three romps instead of two—it changed nothing. He let her sink down, consuming his cock with her asshole. He let her bounce. He even reached out and jerked her off while she went up and down. He jerked her off until she came on his chest, and then he came inside of her tight hole.

She pulled her panties up before anything leaked out, as if she wanted to catch it all in her undies, so she could feel it for the rest of the day. Charlie’s heart stammered. Was she going to feel it once her hypnosis was complete? Would she think that she was raped while hypnotised if Charlie erased her memories? Maybe he could have her take the panties off while in the Deep Trance.

“What’s wrong?” she asked.

Charlie shook his head and forced a smile. “Nothing’s wrong. Want to get started with the hypnosis?”

She nodded her head, looking somewhat suspicious. Maybe she was starting to catch on. Maybe she could tell that he was about to end her feminine fun.

He sat her down and ran her through the routine. After a few minutes, she opened her eyes and stared into his. They were both silent for a moment, and Charlie realized that she was catching on. She knew her fun was coming to an end—she knew Charlie was about to wipe her brain—but she was doing nothing to stop it. Maybe she knew it was for the best, the same way Charlie did.

So Charlie kept going, dinging the wine glass with his spoon until her eyelids were closed and fluttering and her body was relaxed. “We’re going to go even deeper now,” he said. “Keep focussing on the black, and listen to each ping.” He took her deeper, watching her shoulders sink down as her body became limp. It was time to reset her. It was time to erase the memories of Charlie’s big, hard cock slipping in and out of her. It was time to delete her urges to dress up, so she could be Adam again, and only Adam.

“Okay, Adam,” he said. “I want you to remember standing at my doorstep on Wednesday night. Remember that?”

She nodded her head.

“Now, I want you to forget…” He stopped himself as a lump suddenly began to form in his throat. He took a deep breath and shook his head. “The urges you feel when you’re dressed up…”

She was silent, waiting to be commanded.

“Instead of feeling good or bad, or happy or scared, I just want you to feel like you. When you see girls’ clothing lying around, I only want you to put it on if that’s what you want. Understand?”

She nodded her head.

“All of that stuff I told you before, about feeling excited—I only want you to feel that way if that’s really how you want to feel. When a guy looks at you, I only want you to feel good if that’s how you think you should feel. I don’t know if that makes sense—I don’t even know if what I’m saying will change anything. I just want you to forget everything I’ve told you and I want you to be yourself.”

She nodded her head. “Okay.”

“So if that means no April, then so be it. If that means no Adam, then so be it. I want you to dig deep into your heart and decide now what you really want, and then I want you to stick to it. Just be yourself.”

He thought about the romps. Now was his chance to erase them from her memory—his chance to clear himself from this whole mess. Maybe he didn’t have the courage to delete April from his personality, but he could at least delete himself from her memory, in case she decided he’d crossed a line.

“Remember the three times we fooled around?” he asked.

She nodded her head.

He took a deep breath. “Did you enjoy that?” he asked.

She nodded her head.

He bit down on his tongue. “But did you really enjoy that—or did you only enjoy it because you felt that you needed to? Was that fun real, or was it just a consequence of these sessions?”

She was silent and still. It was a long moment before her lips parted and she said. “I enjoyed it.”

Charlie caught himself smirking. Maybe erasing her memory was the right thing to do. Maybe deleting April would have made his life easier in the long run. But he just couldn’t do it. He wasn’t a psychologist or a therapist or even a genuine hypnotist. He was just a guy who really liked a girl, who happened to have a cock. “Then when I count to three, I want you to wake up, okay?”

Now he wasn’t thinking about changing the way her brain worked. He wasn’t trying to come up with ways he could tweak her life. He wasn’t trying to think of ways to clear his name of any potential wrongdoing. He wasn’t even thinking about going back in to meddle. He was just thinking about how he could start a genuine relationship with the most beautiful girl he’d ever seen, and thinking about all the fun they would have in the bedroom now that he knew her feelings were real.

“One… Two… Three.”

She opened her eyes, looked around the room, and then her gaze found him. She smiled. He smiled. Then she gently bit her bottom lip.

THE END
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