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THE HYPNOTISTS


John’s life is perfectly normal—until it’s suddenly not. He has no idea what happened, but out of nowhere he’s randomly blacking out and waking up in women’s clothing, makeup, and sometimes even wigs. Sometimes he’s on the other side of the city when he comes out of his blackouts—and sometimes he’s in the bedrooms of men he’s never met before.

Doctors are no help—they all think John’s making it up. And he can’t tell any of his friends or family members about his embarrassing conundrum.


CHAPTER 1
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My story is a curious one, and, if you choose to believe me (most don’t, and I can’t say that I blame them), then you may be shocked by what’s possible when armed with the power of psychological trickery.

Most people don’t believe in hypnosis until they experience it themselves, either first hand, or watching a loved one undergoing the process.

Hypnosis—it’s a curious term that can mean a lot of different things. Usually, it’s just used to help people quit smoking: clever little phrases that some therapist repeats over and over while trying to create some mental connection: “When you taste a cigarette, think of a dumpster full of compost.” Well, that is technically hypnosis, I suppose—but it’s not the kind of hypnosis that I experienced: real, concentrated, extreme hypnosis—the kind that the therapists aren’t legally allowed to use—not that most of them know how to do it anyway.

A real hypnotist knows the true depths of the human mind; they can pry their tendrils deep into your psyche. They can whisper thoughts into your brain. They can fill you with ideas and make you think you came up with them yourself.

That’s what they did to me… only, I never consented to any of it, like most patients. I wasn’t even a ‘patient’, at least not by choice. They found my, they picked me, and they forced themselves into my head.

Now, you’re probably wondering: who were they? Well, I’d like the know the same thing. The truth is, I never did find that out; I never did figure out who these people were, and I only ever caught a few glimpses of them: glimpses that I probably wasn’t supposed to remember. Even the best hypnotists make little mistakes, I guess.

Well, I did catch one good glimpse of them, before they hypnotized me for the first time. I didn’t think much about them. I just thought that they were a curious-looking group of people: two men and two women, dressed in strange black attire: long coats that almost touched their toes. I guess they looked a bit like aliens, with their dark sunglasses and their pale skin.

They came into the shop and sauntered around, perusing, but not really taking interest in anything specific. I worked in one of those trinket/souvenir shops in a small tourist town: a place called Mahone Bay, right on the Atlantic coast.

“Can I help y’all with anything?” I asked.

They eyed me but didn’t reply; I assumed they were foreign, visiting from some non-english-speaking country. If I had to guess… Sweden. They had the blonde hair, after all.

“If you need anything, just let me know,” I said.

They kept moving around the shop, but they kept looking over at me. I assumed that I was making them uncomfortable by watching them, but they were making me uncomfortable with their tense posture. I thought about calling in my manager, just so that she could help me keep an eye on them. No, they didn’t look like criminals, but they were acting like criminals; maybe it was the sunglasses…

They were in the shop for about ten minutes, and then they left, buying nothing. I saw them a few minutes later, out the window, across the street, looking towards me. I will admit that the whole encounter left me feeling a bit awkward.

That night, I had a nightmare about them; at least I thought that it was a nightmare. I’m still not really sure, to be honest.

In the nightmare (if it was one), I was sitting in my living room, in my sofa chair, and they were standing around me. In my nightmare (if it was one), I couldn’t move. I was stunned, paralyzed, and they were speaking, but I couldn’t understand them—not because they weren’t speaking English, but because my ears weren’t functioning. I could see their lips moving, I could see the TV playing behind them—but there was no sound whatsoever.

The woman reached out and put the palm of her hand against my face, swiping down gently to close my eyelids—and then I couldn’t open my eyes. The nightmare should have ended there, but it didn’t. For a few minutes, I felt pure dread: a feeling like I was dying, being killed, being murdered… but there was no pain. I was just trapped in a purgatory.

And then I woke up on my bed with the morning sunlight tickling my eyelids.

Of course it was a nightmare… right? Well, that’s what I assumed. I didn’t even think about that terrible nightmare until a week later, when I had a very similar nightmare, featuring the same cast of weirdos. This time, I was in my bed. My eyes opened, and I saw them there. I asked them who they were, and then they started to panic. The woman, again, put her hand to my face, and that’s where the nightmare ended… if it was really a nightmare.

Okay, okay—this isn’t a horror story. It’s not a tale of nightmares and creepy creatures who come in the night. Well, maybe it is a little bit, but beyond the strange characters who showed up a few times in my bedroom, there aren’t many bone-chilling details to this tale.

This isn’t a tale of horror, but it is a tale of weirdness, because after that strange encounter with those strange people, weird things did start to happen.


CHAPTER 2
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The first truly strange encounter that I can recall happened about three weeks after the arrival of those strangers. It was a nice day, a few weeks before the start of tourist season. I was tending the shop when a young woman came in. She was quite beautiful, wearing a short blue dress and strappy heels.

At her side was her boyfriend: a muscular fellow with a nice watch, collared shirt, and the ball cap that came with his BMW on his head; you know the type.

I didn’t think much of the couple. I went about my own business, and then the man came up to the counter. “Alright, buddy,” he said. “That’s enough.” He had a serious look on his face as he glared into my eyes.

“What’s enough?” I asked with a nice hospitality smile.

“You’ve gotten a good enough look, okay? Now quit being a creep.”

“What?” I said.

He scowled at me and then he went back to his girlfriend. They were both glaring at me, as if I’d done something wrong; but I’d hardly looked at the girl. I was flabbergasted—speechless. I stuttered a bit, but didn’t know what to say. I was embarrassed—not because I did anything, but because these people thought that I was some pervert.

I turned my chin down and stared at my inventory list: a task I needed to complete before the end of that week.

Then, a few minutes later, she came to the desk. “Seriously—are you a perv or something?”

“What?” I said.

“You’re lucky I don’t get my boyfriend to kick your head in! Keep your creepy comments to yourself!”

“What are you talking about!?” I asked.

They stormed out of the shop, leaving me totally confused. It was fifteen minutes later when I convinced myself that it was some sort of prank; maybe they were YouTubers making some sort of prank video.

But I was uncomfortable for the rest of that day. The situation didn’t sit well. I didn’t like being called a pervert. I hardly looked at the girl at all: hardly a quick glance when they came in. In fact, I couldn’t even really tell you what she looked like beyond the colour of her dress.

And I would have brushed the whole incident off if it wasn’t for what happened two days later. My manager asked to see me in her office. “Four complaints,” she said. “In one week. It’s unacceptable.”

“For me? For what?”

“Sexual harassment,” she said. “One more, and you’re fired.”

She wasn’t grinning; this wasn’t a joke. She was really furious with me over something that I didn’t do. “Who complained!?”

“Different people,” she said. “All different incidents.”

“What did they say? What did they tell you that I did!?”

“You know what you did, John,” she said.

“No! I don’t!”

She reluctantly told me: cases of me blatantly staring at women’s bodies. She told me that I made comments like, “That dress is so fucking hot,” and, “I’d love to be fucked in that skirt.”

“What?” I said, stunned. “Why would I say anything like that? I don’t talk like that!”

She was staring at me. “Seriously?” she said.

“Seriously, what?”

“That’s what you’re going to say? In that case, you’re fired.”

“Fired!?” I said. “For what?”

“You’re going to stand here and say that to me? Clean up your act, John!”

“What?”

“You just told me that you wanted to feel my tits!”

I was stunned. I thought that she was kidding with me. “No, I didn’t!”

“Are you crazy!?”

“Are you!?”

This fight went on, and I was left utterly confused… and fired.

And let me fast-forward slightly through some less important details of this tale, so I can really start the story—there are just a few things you really need to know. First: I couldn’t find a new job in the small town of Mahone Bay. Everywhere I applied, I never got past the interview; places just weren’t calling me back. When I called up the coffee shop to ask if they’d thought about my application, they told me that my inappropriate conduct wouldn’t fly in their shop. “What conduct?” I asked, but they didn’t answer me.

I thought that I was losing my mind.

With no job, I had to end the least on my apartment. I couldn’t afford to live alone anymore, so I packed up and moved in with my sister, who lived in the same town. The only other option was going to live with my parents in Moncton, and that was the last place that I wanted to go.

My sister had a small room for me in her little house, and she only charged me two-hundred a month to stay in it—less than a quarter of what I was paying before. She told me that I could stay for as long as I wanted, as long as I helped with the chores; I didn’t mind—though there were many chores to be done.

Sarah, my sister, was a new mother. Her husband, Gerry, worked in Alberta for three months on and one month off. So my duties were very nanny-like; I had to do laundry, wash dishes, clean floors, and take the kid out for walks while Sarah napped.

It was essentially a job; I was being paid with room and board… though I was still paying her a bit for that room, out of my savings, which was a dwindling account.

To stop myself from going totally broke, I started picking up odd jobs. I painted a few sheds, mowed a few lawns, picked up groceries for a few elderly people, and helped an old man build a fence (that particular task took a long week and only paid a hundred bucks).

The whole time, I was dropping off resumes. But nobody was hiring.

It was late June when a woman saw my ad online (advertising my services as a completer of odd jobs). “I need someone to clean out my garage for me, and haul everything off to the dump. I will pay you a thousand dollars if you can do it in a week.”

It seemed easy, and then I saw the garage. It wasn’t just a two-car garage in the suburbs; it was a small warehouse, loaded from wall to wall with old junk. But I wanted the money so I got to work, borrowing the old lady’s truck and trailer. Back and forth, back and forth—I must have made one hundred trips to the landfill.

It was Friday when she handed me the cash. I went straight to the bank and deposited the money. I felt rich, to be honest; it was bigger than the paycheques I was used to getting when I worked at the souvenir store…

And then, on Monday, I saw that my bank account had been drained when I went to buy myself breakfast at McDonalds. “Insufficient funds,” said the woman behind the counter.

“There must be a mistake,” I said, shaking my head. “I put put a thousand bucks into that account!”

“That’s what it says.”

So back to the bank I went. They told me that on Saturday morning, I took out a thousand dollars at an ATM. “But I didn’t!”

I spent an hour putting in the theft claim; I was sure that someone had hacked into my account… somehow. But the bank didn’t seem to believe me, and the police told me there was nothing they could do unless I could gather some proof that I hadn’t just gone to the ATM and taken out the cash myself.

I felt like I was at my wit’s end. I didn’t know what was happening. I was totally defeated: robbed, confused, floundering in my defeat.

“Look at it this way,” said my sister. “You have nowhere to go but up.” She gave me a pitiful smile… but she was wrong; things were about to get worse.


CHAPTER 3
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Okay, so this is where the story properly starts.

Sure, more weird, unexplainable occurrences happened over the next few days, but the most peculiar was when I was cleaning up my room and I found a suitcase stashed under my bed. It was filled with women’s lingerie: lacy garments and strappy bodices. I figured that I’d just stumbled on my sister’s intimate apparel, and then I saw the pairs of strappy heels, which were too big to belong to my sister.

Now, you may not think this discovery is all that strange; and I didn’t think it to be too strange either—until the next morning, when I got out of bed and saw that one of the lacy pieces was on my body, clinging to my skin, tied tight.

In a state of panic, I began to claw at the outfit. Untying it was impossible; the tiny straps crisscrossed down the length of my spine, out of my reach.

And then there were the sheer white stockings on my legs. As I pulled them down, I saw that my legs were smooth like a woman’s legs. My heart turned cold. My toenails were painted a satin white. So were my fingernails.

And the smell on my body was like coconuts and flowers, which wasn’t like any smell that my sister ever wore—so where did that smell come from?

As a child, I suffered from a sleepwalking condition. I think it had a name (my mother took me to see a doctor about it, worried that I was going to walk right off of the balcony), but that name escapes me now. The sleepwalking got really bad near my late teens, and the doctor finally suggested I stop consuming caffeine. When I stopped the coffee and soda, the sleepwalking stopped, and it hadn’t been an issue since—at least I thought it hadn’t.

But this was beyond sleepwalking: painted nails, skintight lingerie, shaved legs.

I was terrified, in a panic—and I wanted answers… but I couldn’t stand the thought of telling my sister what had happened. There was nobody I could tell without becoming a mockery. So I stashed the lingerie away and took a long shower before covering my legs with pants (despite the hot weather outside). I didn’t tell anyone about what happened; I just kept that secret to myself, and it ate away at me.

My horror turned to absolute dread when my sister, two days later, told me that she was up in the night, fetching a glass of water, and she saw four figures standing outside the house. “They were wearing these long jackets—and I swear that they were wearing sunglasses, even though it was pitch-black outside!” She had a small smile on her face, like a kid telling a ghost story; but I didn’t find the story to be too amusing. She chalked it up to tourist season. “This time of year, the craziest people visit this town,” she said.

But I was left rattled, now with more questions than answers in my head, eating away at my psyche.

I considered the possibility that I was losing my mind—so much so that I scheduled a doctor’s appointment. Now, if you know anything about the Canadian medical system, you may know that you can’t just see a doctor when you want. “The doctor has an opening in November,” said the nurse.

“But it’s June now,” I replied.

“We’ll let you know if something opens up.”

So the doctor was no help to me. I had to deal with this terror and confusion on my own.

The strangeness continued. Every few mornings, I woke up lingerie-clad. I assumed the sleepwalking had returned, so I did my best to cut out sugar, to cut out caffeine—but changing my diet didn’t seem to help.

The frequency of the incidents didn’t change. I could almost predict when it was going to happen: every third morning. I tried setting up my phone to record what was happening, but when I would wake up, my phone was no longer recording and my video had been deleted, as if it had never been recorded.

My spine was cold, let me tell you!

I tried posting about the problem online, anonymously, asking—begging—for help, but I got nothing useful. People thought that I was joking, that it was all made up.

Nobody was helping me. I can’t say I blame people; what could they do? I couldn’t explain what was happening—why should I expect a total stranger who didn’t know a fraction of the details to solve the problem for me?

Well, after a couple of months, it started to seem like less of a problem. I was still waking up all dolled up, even sometimes wearing makeup—but at least nothing bad was happening. I could predict when it would happen, and I didn’t seem to be getting in my sister’s way. She still didn’t know about it, and I was able to plan around it; I was getting used to it.

But then, like a malignant cancer, the strange issue began to spread. I was dropping off a resume at a clothing store in the city (I’d expanded my job search to Halifax, just so that I could have a better chance at finding employment, even if it meant moving away from Mahone Bay). The manager who accepted my resume seemed thrilled about me, smiling, interviewing me on the spot. She told me, “Feel free to hang around for a bit. My business partner will be in in about thirty minutes, and maybe she can meet you before you head home.”

So sauntered around, checking out the men’s section. I liked the clothes from that store; it was where I exclusively bought jeans.

Well, there was a big back-to-school fundraiser happening in that mall, with ids going around collecting donations for little ones who couldn’t afford school supplies. As they entered into each store, they rang little bells, kind of like the ones the Salvation Army guys ring. When they came towards me, I blacked out. The next thing I knew, I was in a changing room, reaching for the door handle.

I stepped back out, confused, and freaked out, feeling like I’d just teleported from one end of the store to the other. I didn’t know what happened, but I figured it had something to do with all of the weird stuff I’d been dealing with for the past three months.

Let’s just say that I should have checked the mirror before rushing back into the store. I should have considered the possibility that more than just my location had changed in the blink of an eye.
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Now, I was wearing a full female outfit: tight little camisole with a red lacy bra underneath, a thong (red to match the bra), and a tiny skirt, pleated, from the school-girl-inspired line that the shop had launched that month for back-to-school.

The manager who interviewed me froze as she stared at me. It took a moment for me to look down, to see what I was wearing, to see the tall white stockings I’d pulled up, to see the girly boots that were on my feet.

She had nothing to say to me; she just stared, lips parted. I did the same. Then, the business partner turned to look at me, looked put off for a moment, and then said, “You took all of the tags off the clothes—so I’m assuming you’re buying all of that, right?”

I wanted to run away, humiliated, but I ended up marinating in my humiliation instead, changing in the change room before collecting the removed tags and bringing them to the counter. Yes, I bought the haul, simply to try to reduce my humiliation (it didn’t work). I spent two-hundred dollars on that skanky girl outfit.

The humiliation was unbearable. I wanted to throw up. I wanted to cry. They never did call me back about that job, of course.

And on top of feeling humiliated, I was also left utterly confused, and hopeless.


CHAPTER 4
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Ilived with my sister for the next little while… okay, the next long while. “John, when do you think you might move out?” she asked me around Halloween.

“Soon. I just need to find a job,” I said, turning dark red. But I’d stopped looking for a job; I’d become terrified of being in public—especially somewhere near women’s clothing, because it had happened a few more times: I would black out and mysteriously find myself wearing women’s clothing. I hadn’t ended up being humiliated again, like the time at the Halifax shopping mall; the next two times it happened, I caught myself in the changing room, and I managed to change back into my proper clothes before I was spotted.

But how could I hold down a job if I couldn’t predict when I was going to black out? I was essentially handicapped, like someone with severe narcolepsy. There was no way I could be safe around heavy machinery—and I couldn’t be near a shopping mall. I was even afraid of driving, worried I would black out behind the wheel, so I was stuck in Mahone Bay, where jobs were few and far between.

I was constantly on edge, never sure when it was going to happen.

It happened in a bad way on Halloween night.

My sister was on her way to ‘getting her body back’, after having a kid. She’d lost about twenty-five pounds and could fit into smaller outfits, so she celebrated that Halloween by dressing up as a sexy cat, in a black skintight jumpsuit, with pointy ears and a long tail. She went out trick-r-treating with her kid and then came home and immediately got changed into sweats. “That’s enough skintight catsuit for one night,” she said.

Then, some kids came to the door in witch costumes, with jingly ornaments dangling at their sides. I suddenly blacked out, feeling faint for a few seconds and then ‘teleporting’. That’s how it always happened.

But this time, I found myself somewhere unfamiliar. I was outside, on a sidewalk, and there were kids walking with their parents. They were eyeing me strangely—and I knew why: I was dressed up in Sarah’s cat suit, with a bra giving me the illusion of a bust. The outfit really was tight, hugging my every curve. And on my head was a blonde wig; I don’t know where that wig came from.

In panic, I started walking down the road, hoping to find a familiar landmark.

People kept eyeing me—particularly men, who couldn’t tell that I wasn’t actually a woman in the dark. Their gazes moved up and down my body. They were ogling me, grinning at me. That outfit was probably too sexy to wear around children—but my sister just wanted to feel sexy for the first time in years.
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Not me though; I didn’t want to feel sexy. I didn’t want to be ogled. I thought about tearing off that wig, but that wig was also giving me a sense of security. I was unrecognizable with that wig on (and with the makeup that had ended up on my face).

I just wanted to be home, but I didn’t know where home was. I went down street after street, collecting glances like a kid collecting Pokemon cards. Finally, I saw a familiar street sign and realized that I wasn’t very far from home at all; I was only a few blocks in a direction I almost never ventured.

A horrifying experience: one that I wasn’t keen to relive, but I knew it was going to happen, and I knew that I wasn’t going to end up being so lucky every time. Yes, I endured a terrible humiliation that night, being seen dolled up like a girl—but at least I was wearing a disguise—and at least I wasn’t seen by Sarah or her husband.

I snuck in through the back door and changed quickly in the bathroom, washing off my makeup.

That night, I cried. I wept in my bed, feeling like this whole conundrum was bringing my life to a crashing halt. I was trapped with a problem that virtually nobody in the world could relate to. I felt so… alone.

But in the morning, I woke up with a plan; I knew it wasn’t a great plan, but at least it was a plan.

I couldn’t help but think of myself like a werewolf, transforming every full moon (except I was transforming much more often than that). I’d seen my share of werewolf movies, and the characters always went through a phase of trying to keep themselves contained. Now, that’s what I was doing.

First of all, I sold everything online: a fire sale. I got rid of everything for fifty bucks, even though it was worth well over a thousand; I’d been holding onto those clothes, thinking I could get a decent return and cut my losses. But it wasn’t worth the money; I needed it gone.

Next, I went to a farming story, thinking that I was quite clever. There, they had big steel animal feeders that could be programmed on a timer. I took one of those feeders home. I put a lock on my bedroom door: a pad lock—and then I put the key into the feeder and set the feeder not to release the key until the morning.

Yes, I know it sounds crazy. And you may be wondering what would stop me from getting the key out of the top of the feeder: another lock and another key. I pad-locked the feeder and put the key inside. I was literally trapped until the morning. If there was a fire, I would be dead.

I was desperate, willing to try everything.

At midnight each night, I locked myself up, and I was thrilled a week later when I realized I’d gone a full week without becoming a girl. I felt like there was some hope…

But nighttime was only part of the battle. I still had to be careful when I was in public.

In November, things started to get totally and wildly unpredictable. It was November 5th when that first Christmas ad came on the radio, as I was getting into the car (I was borrowing my brother-in-law’s car to run some errands for Sarah). I suddenly blacked out, and when I came to, I was in Halifax—an hour from Mahone Bay. I didn’t know where I was, exactly, or where the car was parked. Naturally, I began to panic, looking in the first car mirror I could find to see that I was dolled up: makeup, blonde wig, skirt, off-the-shoulder blouse. I had strappy heels on my feet—and I was getting attention. Men were looking at me, smiling, glaring, gawking.

I tried to play it cool, knowing that if I went into a hysteria, I would attract even more attention. I went down street after street, trying to find that car; I couldn’t lose that car! And, it was my only way to get home… and, presumably, my proper clothes were inside of it.

I can’t begin to describe the horror in that moment, going down street after street, being stared at by every man who went by. But the worst part of it was that they weren’t laughing at me; they were actually checking me out. One man whistled at me from his car: a sound that made my bones chill.

I really looked like a woman—and I was dressed like a slut. That skirt was painfully short; that blouse was translucent enough that everyone could see the red lacy bra underneath.

I just had to play it cool: deep breaths. That car was around somewhere…

“Beautiful day,” a man said to me as I stopped and waited for a light to turn green. I produced a faint smile and looked away.

“Beautiful woman on a beautiful day,” he said with a big smile. He was blushing, and I must have been the darkest shade of red. I hurried off as soon as the light was green.
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It was an awful experience. My clothes weren’t in the car, so I had to drive home like a girl—and the looks didn’t stop once I was in the car, or once I was on the highway. Every car that came next to me, there were glaring eyes. Is this how it feels to be a woman? Are men constantly staring?

I nearly got into an accident on my way home; I kept staring at myself in the mirror. I couldn’t understand how I was making myself look like that; I didn’t know anything about makeup—but my makeup was perfect. I was starting to wonder if there was someone doing my makeup for me, styling my hair, picking out my clothes…

My heart skipped a beat. Maybe I was suffering from split-personality disorder. Yes—that was the only explanation; I was living a whole different life during those blackouts.

And that got me thinking of new solutions to my problem. I started researching the moment I was home (and changed).

According to the internet: the term "split personality disorder" is an outdated and inaccurate term for what is now known as Dissociative Identity Disorder (DID). DID is a psychological condition characterized by the presence of two or more distinct and separate personalities, or identities, within a single individual. These identities alternately take control of the person's behaviour and are accompanied by memory gaps or amnesia for events that occurred while another identity was in control.

Dissociative Identity Disorder is listed in the Diagnostic and Statistical Manual of Mental Disorders, Fifth Edition (DSM-5), which is published by the American Psychiatric Association and serves as the primary diagnostic guide for mental health professionals.

It took me a few minutes to find someone who worked in Halifax: a doctor who had been studying DID for almost twenty years. He was one of the country’s leading experts on the topic—and there was a phone number to reach his office. I called then and there, without hesitation.

I left a message on his machine, explaining my situation—and maybe he got a lot of prank calls, but he would certainly believe my call, because I burst into tears while explaining what had happened to me that very afternoon.

It was two days later when I got the call back. “Can you come to my office this afternoon, John?” he asked with a deep, firm voice.

My heart soared. No, it wasn’t a solution to my problem—but there was hope that this would all be sorted out.


CHAPTER 5
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Iwas careful going to the doctor’s office; it was a long drive, with lots of potential for blackouts. I wore earmuffs designed to cancel out all noise. I made sure the radio was off, and I drove slowly, leaving super early so that I had lots of time to take my precautions.

I’d come to learn that my biggest trigger seemed to be bells. Whenever I heard a dinging bell, I would feel faint and blackout. Well now, with Christmas season approaching, there were bells on every radio commercial—not just on top of every church spire.

I must have looked crazy, rushing into the doctor’s office, with big red earmuffs over my ears. I noticed the bell on the counter, to get the receptionist’s attention. The receptionist wasn’t there, but there was no way in hell that I was ringing that bell; so I just stood and waited.

Five minutes later, a woman walked into the office. She passed me and reached for that bell. “No!” I screamed, and then I dove, grabbing her wrist. She screamed at me and pushed me away. “You cannot touch that bell!”

She was white, thinking that I was about to stab her like a crazy person. And if she was about to ring that bell… maybe I would have done something even crazier.

Thankfully, the receptionist appeared. “Is everything okay out here?”

“This man grabbed me!”

“I can’t have that bell ring,” I said, breathing heavily.

“Who are you?” The receptionist asked.

“John. John Pozer.”

The doctor heard my name and poked his head out before the receptionist could even check her schedule. “John!” he said. “I’ve been waiting for you. Come on in, come on in!”

I was happy to get away from that bell and into the safety of that sound-proofed office. The only noise in there was the hum of the air vent—no bells to be seen. “Take a seat on the couch there, John. Make yourself comfortable. I’ve been looking forward to talking to you.”

“Thanks for seeing me,” I said softly. I took a seat.

“The pleasure is all mine—really.” He made a big smile. He wasn’t quite as old as I was expecting; he hardly looked forty, but he told me that he’d been researching this topic for over twenty years. He was clean-shaven, with youthful features: a small, sharp nose, big eyes and thick lashes. He had a slavic sort of look about him. “I want you to tell me every detail, John. Give me the clearest picture possible.”

It was embarrassing at first, opening up about my problem. Imagine having to tell someone the most humiliating thing possible... What would it be? Well, I bet nothing you can come up with is as humiliating as what I was now telling a doctor.

“And you said it’s every time you hear a bell ring?” he asked after ten minutes of me explaining the situation.

“That’s just a theory, but I haven’t exactly tested it.”

“I want to test it,” he said. “Because if that’s true, it’s very unusual.”

“I don’t know how to make it end though. I’m not conscious when it’s happening.”

“That’s less unusual,” he said. “Amnesia is very common with disassociation disorder—hence the name, John. Don’t worry, I’ll ensure that you’re kept safe and secure here.”

He retrieved the little bell from the reception area. My body was tense as I watched it in the palm of his hand. He asked if I was ready, but I was too afraid to answer. Then, he rang the bell—and that’s when the session ended—at least for me—for my male self. I don’t know what happened after that. It was thirty minutes later when I came to, dressed in women’s clothing—but I wasn’t sure where the clothes came from.

The doctor was standing there, taking notes. “You can get changed, John,” he said.

“What happened?” I asked.

He eyed me curiously. “John, I want to ask you a question.”

I looked down at myself. I was wearing a tiny green dress, cut low in the front to show off the smooth skin of my chest.

I was humiliated, of course. I changed quickly.

“What’s the question?” I asked.

“Do you feel like you get more attention when you struggle with this issue?”

“Attention?” I said. “Nobody knows about it… and I don’t know what’s happening when it’s happening.”

“As a child, were you ever accused of being… a liar? Either by a parent or a teacher, or even a classmate?”

“Liar?” I said. “Do you think I’m making this up?”

“When people fail to get the attention that they feel they need, they often invent problems—sometimes illnesses, sometimes rare disorders, such as DID.”

“I’m not a liar!” I said. “I don’t even know what happened over the last… thirty minutes! Where did these clothes even come from?”

“I had the dress here for this experiment,” he said. “I brought it in based on what you told me over the phone, John. But look, John—your symptoms… they don’t add up. What you’re describing is not DID. With DID, there isn’t some pavlovian trigger. What you’re dealing with… Well, it sounds more lie hypnosis—which, if I’m being totally honest, just sounds absurd.”

“Hypnosis?” I said. “Well—I’m telling you that I’m not lying. You rang that bell and everything went black. So… let’s pretend I’m telling you the truth… Does that mean that I was… hypnotized?”

“Let’s pretend you’re telling the truth. Then… yes, that means you were possibly hypnotized. But that is not only highly… unethical. If someone trained for years to learn the techniques to effectively hypnotize someone, then they’re probably bound to some medical body, therefor bound to a code of ethics that simply wouldn’t allow anything like this. And, let’s say that some random person dabbled in practising hypnosis to the point that they can do it successfully… this would be the most dramatic example of hypnosis I’ve ever heard of. Do you understand what I’m getting at here?”

“I guess so,” I said. “But regardless of the absurdity of it all—it’s still true. It’s happening.” I began to tear up. “I have to live with this… every day! And no one is helping me. I feel like I’ve lost control of my life. I have no idea what’s happening when these blackouts come on.”

“No idea at all?” he said, raising a brow.

“Literally nothing. It’s a complete blackout.”

He sat for a moment. “Let me try to come to some sort of conclusion here…” he said, and then he rang the bell.

I don’t know what happened, but when I came to, I was dress-clad again. He was jotting notes.

“Well?” I said. There was a funny, sour taste in my mouth. “What happened?”

“Tell me what you remember.”

“Nothing. What time is it? How long was I out for?”

“You remember… nothing? Nothing at all?”

“Nothing.”

“There’s a box there, John. You see the one? You can take it home right now if you tell me what’s inside of it.” He pointed to a box on the table.

“I have no idea.”

“No idea at all?”

“Why? Should I know?”

“Well, I had you put the contents into the box,” he said bluntly. “So you would know.”

“I don’t know.”

“Last chance; it’s not a trick; you can have the contents.”

“What is it?”

He smiled. “A thousand dollars, John,” he said. “There are ten hundred-dollar bills in that box.” I felt pale. I was poor enough that I would have happily taken that cash.

He eyed me for another long moment. “Let’s try one more experiment, and I’ll try to make a determination as to whether this is an invented sickness, or a real infliction.”

I was getting frustrated with him insinuating that I was a liar; but I didn’t have time to voice my frustrations; he struck that bell with a metal spoon, and a moment later, I was gone: blacked out as if I’d just finished chugged a full bottle of vodka after trying to stay away for thirty-six hours.

And when I came back to, the doctor was sitting behind his desk, jotting notes. I eyed the clock and saw that it had been nearly a full hour since he put me under. “Well?” I said, shaking off that lethargic sensation that rushed over me each time I came back from being blacked out.

He looked up slowly. “Well?” he said.

“What happened? What did you figure out?”

“I can’t wrap my head around it; I think you need to see a specialist. The only problem is… who specializes in anything like this? I wasn’t actually able to make any determinations.”

“About what? Whether I’m telling you the truth?”

“It all just seems so… fantastic.”

He kept jotting notes, and I was left speechless—no further along than I was before in coming up with a solution to any of this.

“Please, doctor,” I said. “You have to help me. Just assume I’m telling you the truth. Please. There must be something you can do.”

“Well,” he said. “If I assume you’re telling me the truth… If I were you, I would book a session with a reputable hypnotist. Ask them to try to… undo whatever was done to you. I don’t know if they will be able to help you, but at least it would be worth a try. Medically—there’s nothing we can do for you here. As a medical professional, I can only assume that this issue is behavioural, and in that case, I can only recommend therapy. And on that note, here is a list of reputable therapists that you can contact.” He stood up and handed me a list and sent me on my way.

On my way home, I noticed a soreness in my bum. It hurt a bit to sit down. Then, when I got home, I took off my undies and saw that they were filled with cum, all pooled around my tush as if it leaked out of my ass. Did the doctor fuck me?

My heart skipped a beat. How could I possibly know?

No—it seemed too crazy; there must be another explanation to that embarrassing issue. Well—I would never know, so all I could do was force myself to assume it was all okay.

I went online and started researching hypnotists. There weren’t many reputable ones in my province, but I found one about six hours away. I made the call, reached the receptionist, and booked an appointment for the soonest possible time.

The cost hurt: four-hundred dollars, to be paid up front. I had to borrow from my sister’s husband, telling him that I needed it to pay my taxes so that I wouldn’t be fined. “I’ll pay you back in the next week; I promise.” He looked at me with a pitiful look, as if he suspected I was a drug addict, as if he was worried that I would steal something valuable of his if he didn’t lend me the cash.

I hated what was happening to my reputation. It was starting to seem like everybody pitied me, like everybody thought that I was a loser—and I was turning into a loser. I no longer went out, I didn’t have a job, I mooched off of my sister to stay alive—and I had even started to come up with excuses as to why I couldn’t do certain chores for Sarah—like when she asked me to take her kid for a stroll, and I was afraid of hearing a bicycle bell, so I said, “I have really bad stomach cramps, so I can’t today.” She looked at me like I was such a waste of skin.

But I was determined to fix this problem. I wasn’t going to be a burden on my family for much longer—even if it meant paying a hypnotist a lot of cash.


CHAPTER 6
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It was a long drive into Quebec, across the New Brunswick border, and towards Quebec City. I had to take it slow… very, very slow, with my earmuffs covering my ears the whole way. Leaving the house was always scary—but being that far from home was even more terrifying, especially in my brother-in-law’s truck. If I blacked out and lost his truck, he would surely kick me out of the house.

The therapist lived in a small town and worked out of her house. I was expecting an old woman, based on the fact her name was Olga, and she claimed to have ‘many years of experience’, so I was shocked when a young woman in a tight dress answered the door, her breasts practically popping out from the tightness of that fabric.

“Um…” I said. “I’m here to see Olga?”

“That’s me,” she said with a slight Russian accent. “Come on in, John. I’ve been expecting you.”
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She led me into her house, which was decorated with fabrics of many colours, draped this way and that way. Candles were burning, and trails of incense smoke lingered in the dense air: an overpowering scent.

“Sit,” she said, motioning to a square blanket that was on the floor.

The hippy vibe of the place sent a shiver of regret down my spine. I had a terrible feeling that I was being taken advantage of.

I noticed the selection of chimes and bells next to her little square mat. “Don’t ring those!” I gasped, knowing what would happen to me if she did. She stared at me for a moment, looking curious, before smiling. “So, I understand we’re undoing some hypnosis?”

“I was hypnotized against my will,” I told her. “At least… I think so. I don’t remember it happening. I have no idea who did it, or when—but I’m sure that it happened.”

“It’s not very easy to hypnotize a person without consent, John. In fact, some people believe it’s not even possible.”

“Well, I never consented, and I want to be done with this. I want to be normal again. I hate blacking out and having no idea what’s happening to me.”

“So you want that to stop?” she asked.

“Yes!” I cried, and then I realized that I was getting worked up.

She smiled and then pulled out a box of matches. “We will do what we can to stop these blackouts,” she said. “I’ll guide you through a series of meditations. These meditations will let you open up passageways in your mind that have been closed. These passageways are open when we’re young, but as we get older, they shut on us, stopping us from seeing the spirit, and the divine nature.”

I bit down on my tongue. Now, I was really certain that I was wasting my money… my brother-in-law’s money.

But I had to try everything. I had to explore every possibility until this affliction was gone.

I took a deep breath and hesitated, my doubts still gnawing at me.

"Are you sure this is going to work?"

Olga simply nodded, her expression reassuring. "Trust the process, John."

With reluctance, I agreed to give it a try. Olga lit the match and, one by one, ignited the candles surrounding the square blanket on the floor. Their warm glow seemed to create a sacred space, the incense smoke dancing with the flickering flames. She then attempted to guide me through a series of breathing exercises to relax and centre myself, but her voice was difficult for me to follow.

"Close your eyes, John, and imagine a door in your mind. This door is locked, and behind it lies the key to your freedom. We are going to find that key and unlock the door."

I closed my eyes, but my mind was racing, and I couldn't help but feel skeptical. The image of the door was hazy, and I struggled to concentrate on it.

"Now, picture yourself standing in front of the door, and imagine a light shining from within you. This light is your inner strength, your resilience. You must use this light to guide you as you search for the key."

Despite my doubts, I tried to visualize the light, but it flickered and faded as my thoughts wandered. Frustrated, I opened my eyes and looked at Olga.

"I can't do it. I can't focus."

Olga offered a sympathetic smile. "It's okay, John. It's normal to feel resistant at first. Let's try again."

We continued with the session, but my mind remained scattered, and I couldn't shake the feeling that this was all a waste of time. I couldn't find the key or unlock the door, and the thought of facing the source of my blackouts remained an unreachable goal.

As the session came to an end, Olga looked at me with a mix of concern and understanding. "It's alright, John. Sometimes, it takes more than one session to achieve the breakthrough we seek. Don't be too hard on yourself."

I nodded, feeling disappointed and defeated as I left her house. The sunlight seemed to mock my lack of progress, and I couldn't help but feel like I had wasted not only my time but also my brother-in-law's money. The weight of my problem still hung heavily on my shoulders, and it seemed as though I was no closer to finding a solution.

As I drove back home, I couldn't shake the nagging feeling that nothing had been accomplished, and I was still at the mercy of my mysterious affliction. But deep down, a small part of me couldn't help but wonder if maybe, just maybe, another session with Olga might eventually lead me to the answers I desperately needed.

Well, that’s the whole scam, isn’t it? ‘You need to keep coming back, and you need to keep giving me money for this to work.’ It’s the old chiropractor trick.

But it didn’t matter, whether she was lying or telling the truth: I couldn’t afford another session with her, so I had to just swallow the loss and move on. I was going to need to find a different way to end my affliction.

Upon arriving home, I trudged into the house, feeling defeated and overwhelmed. My new priority was figuring out how I was going to make the money to pay back my brother-in-law. I retreated to my room, hoping to find some peace and quiet to think.

As I sat on my bed, my mind raced with ideas of how to earn the money. I considered taking up a part-time job or selling some of my belongings, but nothing seemed promising. I felt trapped, suffocated by the weight of my problems and the pressure to make amends.

Just as I started brainstorming ideas, my sister knocked on my door and entered, her eyes filled with concern.

"Hey, John, are you okay? You look a bit down."

I managed a half-hearted smile. "Yeah, I'm fine. Just a bit tired, that's all."

She hesitated for a moment, then asked, "Could you do me a favor and run to the corner store to grab some cream for dinner?"

I agreed, hoping the short walk might help clear my head. As I left the house, I tried to focus on the task at hand and push my worries to the back of my mind. The cool evening air was refreshing, and I felt a bit more relaxed as I strolled down the street.

The neighbourhood was relatively quiet, with only a few people out and about. I passed by the familiar sights: the small park with the rusty swing set, the old oak tree with the carved initials of long-forgotten lovers, and the cracked sidewalk that I had tripped on more times than I could count. Despite my lingering unease, I felt a comforting sense of nostalgia and familiarity.

As I approached the corner store, I felt a sudden surge of anxiety, remembering the chime of the front doorbell. I hesitated for a moment, debating whether I should risk it. No—I couldn’t do it; I couldn’t even be near that bell!

But it was too late; an older woman stepped out from the store, the door clashing into that bell. My heart skipped a beat. I scrambled back, stretching out my arms to catch myself in case I passed out.

But to my surprise and relief, nothing happened. I didn't black out, and I didn't slip into a trance. I stood in the doorway, momentarily frozen in shock, before a warm feeling of relief washed over me. Maybe the session with Olga had done something after all. Or perhaps my own determination to regain control had finally paid off. Regardless, it felt like a small victory, and I clung to it.

As I walked down the store aisles, I noticed the shopkeeper, Mr. Patel, rearranging some items on a shelf. He was an older man, always friendly and eager to chat with the regulars. We exchanged pleasantries.

After grabbing the cream, I made my way to the cash register. As I paid, Mr. Patel struck up a conversation about the latest news in town. We chatted for a few minutes, and I found myself enjoying the small talk, a welcome distraction from my own thoughts. My heart was still racing from the bell incident… but a renewed sense of hope had me tingling all over.

As I prepared to leave, Mr. Patel handed me my change and said, "You know, John, if you're ever looking for some extra work, I could use a hand around the store. Just let me know if you're interested."

The offer caught me off guard, but I couldn't deny the spark of hope it ignited within me. This could be the opportunity I needed to pay back my brother-in-law and regain some sense of stability in my life.

"Thank you, Mr. Patel," I replied, trying to contain my excitement. "I'll definitely think about it."

As I walked home, I felt renewed: like a whole new person. No, working at a corner store wasn’t a dream job, but it was a job. And now, it seemed like my affliction was possibly sorted out. Olga must have fixed my brain somehow or another. There really was hope for me after all!

Sarah came into my room. “Thanks for the cream, John. I hate to do this, but I have to take Jet to the doctor; he’s had this fever all day and it’s just not breaking. Do you think you could fold the laundry for me?”

“No problem,” I said with a smile.

As Sarah left the room, I began to gather the laundry, feeling a sense of relief that I could help her in some small way—finally! I no longer felt like quite as much as a mooch as before.

I carried the basket to the living room and set it down on the floor, the soft fabric of the clothes spilling out over the edges.

I started by folding the towels, their cotton fibres brushing against my fingertips. The scent of fresh laundry detergent permeated the air, the comforting aroma filling the room. I then moved on to the T-shirts and pants, methodically folding and stacking them in neat piles.

It wasn't until I picked up one of Sarah's blouses that a curious idea struck me.

I stared at it, and remembered all of those times that I blacked out and woke up in women’s clothing, with men staring at me. They seemed to think that I looked like an actual girl—but did I?

It’s not like I ever stopped to really make a determination one way or another; I always just rushed home and got cleaned up. But now, I was curious; did I look like a girl during those episodes, or did I look like a freak?

I held the garment up to my chest, wondering how it would look on me. I knew I was being naughty, but the thought intrigued me, and I couldn't shake it.

My heart raced as I considered the possibility. Was it the thrill of the forbidden, or the lingering effects of my blackouts that made the idea so enticing? I wasn't sure, but I felt a strange excitement coursing through my veins.

I looked around, ensuring that no one was watching, and then hesitantly slipped the blouse over my head. The silky fabric felt cool and smooth against my skin, a stark contrast to the rough cotton of the T-shirts I had just folded. The blouse was a deep burgundy colour, with delicate lace trim around the cuffs and collar. The lace felt intricate and fragile to the touch, as if it would unravel if I pulled too hard.

As I adjusted the blouse, I noticed a skirt lying in the laundry basket. It was a flowing, knee-length skirt in a rich emerald green, with a pattern of delicate golden flowers adorning the fabric. The skirt seemed to beckon me, inviting me to complete the ensemble.

Unable to resist the temptation, I picked up the skirt and carefully stepped into it. The fabric felt luxuriously soft and smooth, the gentle rustle of the material creating a soothing soundtrack as I moved. The weight of the skirt was surprisingly light, as if it were made of the finest silk. I zipped up the side and stepped back to look at myself in the mirror.

The sight that greeted me was both thrilling and terrifying. There I stood, dressed in women's clothing, the vibrant colours and exquisite textures transforming me into someone I barely recognized. I felt strangely vulnerable, yet liberated at the same time.

My senses seemed to come alive as I took in the details of the outfit. The whisper of the fabric against my skin, the fragrance of Sarah's perfume still clinging to the blouse, the delicate lacework that framed my face: each element heightened the experience, creating a sensory symphony that left me breathless.

As I twirled in front of the mirror, the skirt billowed out around me, a whirlwind of colour and movement. I marvelled at the sensation, feeling both exhilarated and guilty at the same time. I knew I should stop, that I was crossing a line, but the temptation was too strong.

I continued to explore the remaining clothes in the basket, my curiosity growing stronger with each new discovery. I found a pair of stockings, the sheer fabric a tantalizing contrast to the heavy cotton socks I was used to wearing. I pulled them on, delighting in the sensation of the nylon against my skin, the elastic band gripping my thigh securely.

Next, I unearthed a pair of Sarah's high-heeled shoes. They were a glossy black, the heels tall and intimidating. I hesitated, knowing that I was already pushing the boundaries of propriety, but the allure of the unknown was too powerful to resist. I slipped my feet into the shoes, feeling the tight squeeze of the leather against my toes and the precarious tilt of the tall shoes.

I gasped, feeling a surge through me that I’d never felt before. It was a new feeling: excitement, terror—but something else as well.

It almost seemed like… satisfaction.

No—no, no; this was wrong! I’d gotten carried away.

I heard a truck pulling into the driveway, so I rushed off to the bathroom, grabbing my male clothes before slamming the door shut. I changed quickly and hid Sarah’s clothes in a cupboard before emerging. I smiled at her husband. He smiled back before going on with his business. He’d come home to grab some paperwork before leaving again.

Once he was gone, I went back to the laundry, determined to get it folded and put away. My heart was still racing.

I returned to the laundry, my hands shaking slightly as I tried to regain control of myself. The experience had been so exhilarating, so unexpected, that I couldn't quite shake the memory of how I'd felt wearing my sister's clothes. It was like a fire had been ignited within me, and I couldn't quell the flames.

I focused on folding the laundry, trying to push the temptation from my mind. But each time I picked up another item of Sarah's clothing, I couldn't help but feel a renewed desire to try them on. The sensation of the fabric, the allure of the forbidden. It was intoxicating, and I found myself struggling to resist.

Finally, I could stand it no longer. I glanced around, making sure no one was nearby, and then reached for a slinky black dress that I'd been eyeing for a while. The material was cool and smooth, with a subtle sheen that made it appear almost liquid. I couldn't resist the urge to hold it up to my body, imagining how it would feel to wear it.

With trembling hands, I slipped the dress over my head and adjusted the straps. The dress clung to my body, hugging my curves in a way that I'd never experienced before. I felt a thrill run through me, as though I'd unlocked a hidden part of myself, a side that was daring and seductive.

The dress had a plunging neckline, which made me feel both exposed and incredibly sexy. I ran my fingers over the smooth fabric, marvelling at how it seemed to mold to my body, accentuating my shape in a way that left me feeling confident and empowered.

I turned to the mirror, taking in the vision before me. The transformation was astounding - I looked like a completely different person: a man unafraid to explore his desires and embrace his sexuality. It was intoxicating, and I couldn't help but revel in the moment. I bit down on my tongue and tried to hold back a smile.

As I continued to admire myself in the mirror, I noticed a pair of lacy black panties peeking out from the laundry pile. My heart raced at the thought of trying them on, but I hesitated, knowing that I was treading on dangerous ground. Despite my reservations, the allure of the unknown proved too strong to resist, and I quickly stepped into the delicate undergarment.

The soft lace felt amazing against my skin, providing a tantalizing contrast to the masculine clothing I was used to wearing. The panties were snug, hugging my hips and making me feel incredibly sexy and feminine. I couldn't help but sway my hips as I moved, delighting in the sensation of the fabric against my body.

As I stood there, dressed in my sister's clothes, I felt a mixture of excitement and guilt. I knew that what I was doing was wrong, but I couldn't deny the exhilaration of the experience. It was as if I'd discovered a part of myself that had been hidden away, waiting for the right moment to be unleashed.

I spent a few more moments admiring myself in the mirror, savouring the sensations of the soft fabric against my skin, and the empowering feeling of confidence that came with wearing such alluring clothing. But deep down, I knew that I couldn't continue down this path. It was wrong, and I had to find a way to resist the temptation.

With a heavy heart, I carefully removed the dress and panties, folding them neatly and placing them back in the laundry pile.

I put everything away, and then went to the bathroom to splash some cold water onto my face… and that’s when I saw Sarah’s makeup.

A row of lipstick tubes, a compact of blush, an array of eyeshadow palettes: each item seemed to beckon me, inviting me to explore a new realm of self-expression. I hesitated for a moment, knowing that I was teetering on the edge of a slippery slope. But my curiosity was too strong, and I found myself reaching for the makeup.

My hands trembled as I picked up a tube of lipstick, a rich shade of crimson that seemed to promise a world of untold secrets. I twisted the tube, watching as the lipstick emerged, a perfectly shaped bullet of bold color. I hesitantly brought it to my lips, feeling a thrill of anticipation as I began to apply the vibrant hue.

The lipstick glided smoothly across my lips, leaving a trail of intense colour in its wake. I looked in the mirror and marvelled at the transformation, as my lips became a focal point of sensual allure. It was a strange sensation, feeling both exposed and powerful at the same time.

Emboldened, I moved on to the eyeshadow palettes, selecting a smoky combination of deep purples and shimmering golds. I carefully applied the colours, blending and layering until my eyes were framed by a seductive, sultry haze.

Next, I picked up the blush, dusting the rosy pigment onto the apples of my cheeks, adding a healthy flush to my complexion. With each new application, I felt more and more immersed in the world of makeup, a world of endless possibilities and self-expression.

Finally, I applied a generous coat of mascara, elongating and thickening my lashes until they framed my eyes like delicate, fluttering wings. The transformation was complete, and I stood back to admire my handiwork, feeling a sense of pride and exhilaration.

As I blew myself a playful kiss in the mirror, I suddenly heard the front door open and Sarah's voice calling out. Panic surged through me as I realized that I had to clean up before she discovered my secret exploration.

My heart pounded in my chest as I scrambled to remove the makeup, grabbing a handful of tissues and desperately wiping at my face. The once vibrant colours smeared and blurred, leaving me with a streaked, chaotic visage.

I fumbled with the faucet, splashing water onto my face in a frantic attempt to erase the evidence of my escapade. The sound of footsteps grew closer, and I could feel the pressure mounting as I raced against time.

As the bathroom door began to open, I snatched a towel and roughly scrubbed my face, hoping to remove any remaining traces of makeup. My heart hammered in my chest, my breath coming in shallow gasps as I braced myself for the inevitable confrontation.

But somehow, miraculously, Sarah didn't notice anything amiss. She smiled at me, thanking me for folding the laundry and asking if I needed anything from the bathroom before she took a shower. Relief washed over me like a tidal wave, leaving me weak-kneed and trembling.

I managed a shaky smile and told her I was finished, exiting the bathroom as nonchalantly as possible.

Her kid was in the living room now, playing with a new toy that Sarah much have picked up on the way home. It was a farm toy, with cows and chickens, and a big bell that would chime when a button was pressed. Now, the button was being pressed.

My heart skipped a beat as I half-expected to black out. But I didn’t black out; I felt just fine. I smiled and skirted off to my bedroom.

Once inside, I reflected on my afternoon in Sarah’s clothes and makeup, and I suddenly thought, ‘Why the hell did I do that?’ Now, I had absolutely no desire to wear women’s clothing. I had no desire to see myself in makeup, and I couldn’t wrap my head around why those desires had ever crept into my head.

Something was wrong: something new, but also not so new at the same time. Something had changed inside of me—maybe with Olga, maybe it happened naturally (as naturally as such a transformation can happen).

Now, I suddenly felt just as vulnerable as when I was blacking out.


CHAPTER 7
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The blackouts were over—thank God. But they were replaced by this embarrassing new problem: the strong desire to dress up like a a girl. And the longer I stayed in that girly mindset, the more intense that personality became.

It was strange: I was conscious of it, but didn’t have any control over it. One minute I would be sitting and watching TV, and the next minute, I would be creeping into Sarah’s room, pillaging her closet, slipping an outfit into my shirt and smuggling it over to my bedroom. And while it was happening, nothing seemed amiss. It just seemed normal as I put on a skirt, a dress, a blouse, a romper—and then I would move onto makeup. I suddenly knew where a box was hidden in my closet, and in that box was a blonde wig that looked so damn cute on me.

In those moments, I was contented, thrilled, and strangely calm (most of the time). I would hum in a girly tone while getting myself dolled up. I would spend hours in front of the mirror. I would paint my toenails. I would put on that blonde wig and sit for an hour brushing my hair.

One day, I even found myself on some video-chat website, flirting with strangers, using some girly voice that I had no problem mustering up, as if I’d been training my voice for years.

It was all so strange, all so horrifying the moment I snapped out of those spells and realized what I was doing.

No, I was no longer blacking out—but everything else was still happening. I was still turning into some wannabe-girl. And it took almost a week before I realized it was happening whenever a bell tolled.

It was hard to figure out, because it wasn’t like a switch going off; it’s not like a bell would toll and I would suddenly be squeezing into a dress. It’s not like a bell would ring and I would grab Sarah’s razor to smooth up my legs. It happened slowly. It took two or three hours before I was totally into that girly mindset—and then it didn’t end immediately either; a bell would ring and it would take fifteen or twenty minutes before I even realized what was happening.

And when a bell tolled, it was almost like I couldn’t hear it. It wasn’t as simple as realizing I’d heard a bell, so I needed to ring another bell to undo the spell. No—it wasn’t that simple at all. It was like I was trapped until someone else rang a bell. It made very little sense to me, so I imagine it makes even less sense to you—but that was the affliction that I was dealing with, and it was starting to get out of control.

One particularly terrible instance lasted twelve hours, and it wasn’t until I was dancing with a boy in a nightclub that I realized I was in that trance. He had his hands on my sides and I hand my hands on his hips.

Oh, but it got so much worse a few nights later, when I arranged to meet up with a boy that I met online. I went to a Super-8 Motel, in Sarah’s lingerie, and was in the bathroom, getting ready to give the guy a blowjob—and then the room service bell rang outside, and moments before I went down on my knees, I realized what was happening.
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There, staring me in the face was a hard erection: throbbing, ready to be sucked. The man was complimenting me, telling me how hot I looked in that sheer lace outfit.

I smiled and told him I had to use the bathroom. “Again?” he said.

“Just give me a minute.”

I used that moment to sneak out, running through the motel in sheer lingerie. I got into Sarah’s car and sped off, heart pounding, my phone blowing up with angry messages from the guy.

And then came the worst of it: a three-day-long feminized bender. A bell rang and then it was three days before I heard another bell ring. In that span, I did a lot: I went shopping at the mall, I got a manicure and a pedicure, I went to a nightclub, I flirted with boys all night and got all of my drinks for free.

Then, I went home with a guy; he had big muscles and stood a good nine inches taller than me. I voluntarily sucked his cock and then I allowed him to fuck me in the ass, bent over his bed. I was conscious for every minute of it, feeling his hard veiny shaft sliding back and forth. I moaned and cried out, experiencing orgasm after orgasm—and in the moment, I was euphoric and happy… A couple days later, not so much—but we’ll get there.

He fucked me all night, coming inside of me three or four times, leaving me limp, sweaty, and exhausted.

In the morning, I left his place and went to the mall again, maxing out my credit card on new outfits. I ditched my wig and found a hairdresser who was doing walk-ins. I had her shape my shaggy hair into a girly bob. Oh, it got worse—much worse.

I found a tattoo parlour and got a naughty little tramp stamp: a little frilly bow just above my tailbone. And I got something else too: the word SLUT on my pubic zone.

The tattoo artist was in the mood, and I let him take me on his table. I don’t think the last guy’s cum had even fully drained out of me while the tattoo artist was fucking me, stretching me, draining his hard, pierced snake inside of my anus. “Fuck!” I cried loudly.

He spanked me and pulled my hair and called me a slut—and for some reason, I loved every second of it.

That night, I found myself at a house party. I got drunk with a bunch of college boys, and they shared me in an upstairs bedroom. They made me into some sort of hazing ritual; the senior student forced the new pledges to suck my cock, and then they all penetrated me and came inside of me.

Oh God, that wasn’t even the end of it. When I woke up in that party house the next morning, I went into the kitchen and saw a man standing there, shirtless, making coffee. He stared at me, and then I just offered myself to him, turning around and sliding my panties down before bending over the kitchen counter. He took the offer, but he pulled out and sprayed my back with warm cum. While we fucked, the little coffee maker’s inner bell chimed, letting him know coffee was done. He was coming when I fully realized what was happening.

Three days of terror and dread caught up with me. I was beyond humiliated. I’d been sodomized by countless men, filled with cumshot after cumshot. I’d been spat on, spanked, had my hair pulled. I tasted cum, I’d been choked—and I had a tattoo that said SLUT branded on my pubic bone.

How could it get any worse than this? How could I ever muster up the semblance of a proper life, knowing that I could just be turned into a raging whore at any moment.

I got home and snuck into the bathroom. Before I was even finished showering, Sarah was at the door, pounding hard, furious that I’d taken their family vehicle for three days without any warning. “That’s it, John!” she screamed. “You’re out! I want you gone before the end of the week! And that’s me being nice!”

I knew that I had brought this upon myself, but the thought of trying to find a new living situation, knowing that I could slip into a feminized trance at any moment, filled me with dread.

With no time to waste, I began to scour the internet for affordable housing options. I knew that my options were limited, given my precarious financial situation, but I was determined to find something that would work.

I sent out a flurry of emails and made countless phone calls, my heart racing with each new inquiry. I couldn't shake the fear that I would end up in a trance in the middle of a conversation, revealing my secret to a potential landlord and jeopardizing my chances of securing a new home.

As the days ticked by, the pressure mounted. I could feel the weight of my impending deadline bearing down on me, and I knew that I couldn't afford to fail. With each passing moment, the risk of slipping into a trance grew greater, and I felt as though I were walking a tightrope, teetering on the edge of disaster.

I began to research ways to suppress or control the trances, hoping to find some kind of solution that would allow me to regain control of my life. I spent hours poring over articles and message boards, searching for any hint of a remedy, but to no avail. It seemed as though I was destined to remain at the mercy of my mysterious affliction.

As the end of the week drew near, I felt a growing sense of panic. I had yet to find a suitable living situation, and the prospect of ending up on the streets loomed large in my mind. I knew that I couldn't afford to let my guard down, not for a moment, lest I find myself in another feminized trance at the worst possible time.

As the deadline approached, I felt as though I were drowning in a sea of uncertainty and fear, struggling to keep my head above water. With each passing hour, the risk of slipping into a trance grew greater, and I knew that I had to find a solution before it was too late.

It was Friday morning, and finally, a landlord got back to me. “I want to meet you first,” he said over the phone. “And I’ll be expecting a full-month’s rent as a deposit.”

“Of course!” I said, and then I rushed to get ready to go.

I was hopeful. This particular rental was perfect: in town, affordable rate, in a quiet building that seemed like the perfect place to get back on my feet.

Well, guess what happened when I was walking across town. A bike sped by me, ringing its bell to let me know he was passing. I hardly noticed and, as usual, thought nothing about it. Then, I noticed a sale at a shop in town: a cute little place that sold adorable mini-dresses, skirt, and stockings. I slipped inside, already reaching for that envelope of cash: that deposit that was supposed to get me a place to live.

Now, I was spending a big chunk of it on a cute little romper dress: tiny skirt, off-the-shoulder top.
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I tried it on and spun around in the mirror, giggling. I had to own it—so I forked over the cash. But the outfit wasn’t complete without thigh-high white stockings—and the white heels that sat in the window of the show. Oh, and the white bow that was the perfect hair accessory for my short bob.

My God, I looked so adorable! I spun around and ran my hands down that perfect little outfit.

Then, I found myself skipping towards my arrangement. I was still headed for that meeting… but with a quarter of my deposit missing.

I stopped halfway when I saw that the drug store was having a makeup sale. How could I resist?

So I went inside and spent another two-hundred on makeup (it would have cost four-hundred had it not been on sale). Now, I had only half of what I needed for a deposit—but I had a decent haul of clothes and makeup and even a cute pair of shoes.

I ditched my boring boy clothes in an alley and continued towards my destination. I hummed and skipped. Boys turned to look at me, and I smiled at them, even winking at one truly cute guy with a short buzzcut.

I was running late now, but I wasn’t in much of a hurry. It was such a beautiful day and it seemed like a shame to hurry. I found myself at a street corner, flirting with a cute guy for almost fifteen minutes. He gave me his number and I blushed and then carried on.

I felt so alive, so thrilled, so happy. And in that moment, I had no idea that it was all just part of being in that trance. I had no idea that this trance would end just like all the others: with dread and regret and terror.

I got to the building and saw the landlord waiting outside. He eyed me and smiled, and then he went back to looking angry and frustrated.

“What’s wrong?” I asked in a giggly girl voice.

“I’m being stood up by some dink who begged to see one of my apartments,” he growled.

“John?” I asked.

He looked at me. “That’s right. You know him?”

I giggled. “I am him!” I said. “Sorry I’m late. It’s just so nice out!”

He looked stunned: utter confusion on his crooked face. He stuttered for a moment and then he blinked a few times. “You… You’re John?”

I nodded my head. “Yep. You can call me June though, if you’d prefer.” I giggled again.

The landlord stared at me for a moment, his eyes wide with disbelief. But then, as if deciding to go along with the situation, he shrugged and gestured towards the entrance of the building. "Alright, June, let's go see the apartment."

As we walked through the building, the landlord couldn't seem to shake his confusion. He kept casting furtive glances in my direction, as if trying to reconcile the person he had been expecting with the person who now stood before him.

As we entered the apartment, the landlord began to describe the various features and amenities, but his voice had an unsteady quality to it. I couldn't help but notice that he seemed to be struggling to maintain his professional demeanour.

The apartment was bright and spacious, with large windows that let in plenty of natural light. As the landlord pointed out the freshly painted walls and newly installed appliances, I twirled around in the living room, delighting in the space and imagining all the possibilities it held.

As we moved through the apartment, I could sense a subtle shift in the landlord's attitude. His confusion seemed to be slowly giving way to something else—something that looked suspiciously like attraction. His eyes lingered on me a little longer than necessary, and his voice took on a softer, more intimate tone.

"Here's the bedroom," he said, opening the door to reveal a cozy room with a large window overlooking the street. "It gets plenty of light, and there's ample closet space."

I stepped into the room and gazed around, picturing myself living here, creating a little sanctuary that was all my own. The thought sent a thrill of excitement through me.

The landlord hesitated in the doorway, watching me with a mixture of curiosity and desire. "You know," he said slowly, "I wasn't sure what to make of you at first, but I have to say, there's something about you that's quite... captivating."

I felt a flush of warmth at his words, even as I knew that I couldn't allow myself to get carried away. I was walking a dangerous tightrope, and one misstep could spell disaster.

"Thank you," I said, giving him a coy smile. "But let's focus on the apartment, shall we?" I giggled.

The landlord nodded, his cheeks reddening slightly, and we continued the tour. As we walked through the space, I couldn't help but feel a sense of hope, of the possibility that this could be a fresh start for me, a chance to create a new life for myself.

He was still eyeing me. I giggled again. I loved the feeling of him looking at me; in a weird way, it was like an affirmation: proof that my hard work was paying off. I wasn’t spending money on good clothes and makeup for nothing.

“So is the place mine?” I asked with a giggling smile.

He stuttered for a moment. “Well,” he said. “You have to fill out an application, and then, uh, I’ve got a few other people coming this afternoon to check out the place; they might leave applications, and then I’ll review my options.”

“Let’s skip all that,” I said with a sly smile. Then, teeming with confidence—and not caring at all about potential consequences, I turned around, giggling, and then I pulled up the skirt of that little dress. With a fingertip, I picked the romper lining and my panties to the side, offering myself to the landlord. I bent over, arching my back downward in a feline sort of way.

The room was silent: an awkwardness that would have surely left me with trembling knees had I not been in that trance. Instead of anxiety, I was filled with what I can only describe as amusement; I couldn’t stop giggling. I looked back at him. “Go ahead,” I said. “It’s all yours.” I swayed my bum from side to side. “You can fuck me every day if you want—if you’re willing to drop the deposit.”

He stuttered: stunned.His eyes moved up and down my body. He was considering the offer… Or maybe he was considering calling the police.

The air was tense and that silence was just awful.

And then, he came forward. He reached down with trembling hands and did away with his belt. My offer was accepted: I officially had an apartment.

He had his way with me, and I just too it. I moaned when he slid in, and I didn’t stop moaning until he was sinking his nails into me and filling my deep anus with his warm cum. He growled loudly. “Yes, daddy!” I cried. I don’t know why I said it; I guess I just pegged him as the type. He spanked me so hard on the ass that I had a red mark for the next four days.

And while his cum was oozing down my thighs, I reached down and wiped it with my fingertips, bringing it to my lips, licking it with my tongue. I grinned and giggled, and he just stood there, blushing.

“When can I move in?” I asked.

“Uh… whenever,” he stuttered.

“Then I’ll see you tomorrow,” I said. I winked.

Then, he received a text message. His phone’s ringtone was, of course, a bell. It didn’t transform me right there, but as we sat down to fill out the paperwork, I started to feel like myself again; I realized what I’d done, still with cum pooling in my panties. Now, I knew I had to stay in character if I wanted to keep that apartment; there weren’t any other options…

But I’d made a stupid deal while in that trance; I told him he could have me every day—and was he going to take me up on that? Oh God, what had I done?

As I sat there, the anxiety grew and grew. I was on the verge of throwing up, trembling all over every time he turned to look at me, at my body.

He was about to hand me his pen, and then he had a sudden grin on his blushing face. “I want you to suck me.”

“What?” I said, trying to imitate that girly voice that I could do so well while in a trance.

“I want you to taste your own asshole on my cock,” he said, starting to look more confident as a smile crossed his face. “And then I’ll drop the deposit. Get me off again—in your mouth.”

I was frozen, horrified, no longer in that trance. He stood up and took it out: his hard, veiny shaft. I sat there, mortified, wanting to cry, wanting to run out of that room…

But I needed that place, and I didn’t have the cash for the deposit.

So after a moment of stunned terror, I got up. I got down on my knees. I could smell the tinge of my asshole (and his cum) on his cock.

I opened my mouth, and in went the cock. I closed my eyes and sucked—and it wasn’t a fast process. He lasted almost thirty minutes, with my knees beginning to ache almost as much as my jaw. And halfway through he took me by the hair, clutched me firmly in place, and fucked my throat with hard thrusts, making me puke on myself, which didn’t seem to put him off. He came, finally, in my mouth and on my face.

Then, he smiled and pulled me up to my feet, shaking my hand. “I’m loving this deal,” he said. But I wasn’t feeling quite so happy.


CHAPTER 8
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Move in day came. Sarah and her husband offered to help me, just happy to finally have me out of the house, but I declined their help—mostly because I didn’t know what was hidden in my room. It seemed like every box and every drawer had some hidden lingerie, or a concealed dildo inside of it, from the months when I was blacking out.

I was all loaded up by 2:00 PM. But I knew I couldn’t go to the new place as myself; I had to change. I thought about ringing a bell to trigger my own mental transformation, but I was so afraid of what I might do as a girl—as a slut. I wanted to have some control.

So halfway to the new place, I stopped at a gas station to change.

As I pulled the U-Haul truck into the gas station, my heart was pounding with a mix of anxiety and anticipation. I knew I had to transform into June before I met my landlord again, but the thought of doing so voluntarily, without being in a trance, filled me with a strange sense of unease. It felt like I was playing a role, pretending to be someone I wasn't.

I hesitated for a moment before taking a deep breath and grabbing my bag of women's clothes from the passenger seat. This was what I had to do, I told myself. It was the only way to ensure that my new life in this apartment would be a success.

I stepped into the dingy gas station bathroom and locked the door behind me. The flickering overhead light cast a harsh glow on the cracked tiles and graffiti-covered walls, but I barely noticed my surroundings as I spread my clothes out on the narrow counter next to the sink.

First, I took off my plain, masculine clothes, folding them carefully and placing them in my bag. Then, I slowly began the process of transforming into June. I chose a soft, feminine blouse made from a silky fabric that seemed to caress my skin as I slid it on. The sensation was surprisingly pleasant, and I couldn't help but feel a small thrill as I buttoned it up.

Next, I picked up a pair of snug, form-fitting jeans that hugged my body in all the right places. I hesitated for a moment, struck by the oddness of the situation. Here I was, dressing up as a woman while fully conscious, without the haze of a trance to cloud my mind. I felt like an imposter, a fraud, but I knew I had no choice. I had to see this through.

I slipped the jeans on, enjoying the way they clung to my legs and accentuated my curves. The fabric was soft and stretchy, providing a gentle, comforting pressure that was strangely appealing. I couldn't deny that it felt good to wear these clothes, even though I knew it was wrong, that I was only doing this out of necessity.

Once I was fully dressed, I hesitated again. There was one more step in my transformation, one that felt even more intimate and revealing: applying makeup. I took a deep breath and reached for my bag of cosmetics, telling myself that this was just another part of the disguise, another layer of armour to protect me from the world.

I applied foundation, smoothing it over my face and blending it carefully to create a flawless, even complexion. I added a touch of blush to the apples of my cheeks, giving myself a rosy, youthful glow. Next came eyeliner and mascara, darkening and lengthening my lashes to make my eyes appear larger and more expressive.

As I worked, I found myself getting lost in the process, focusing on each tiny detail and enjoying the sense of transformation that came with it. By the time I applied the final swipe of lipstick, a bold, vibrant red that made my lips look full and inviting, I felt a strange sense of satisfaction, as if I had created a work of art.

I stood back and studied my reflection in the mirror, taking in the image of the woman who stared back at me. It was strange to see myself like this, fully dressed and made up as June, without the fog of a trance to obscure my thoughts. I felt vulnerable, exposed, but also strangely… cute.

With a deep breath, I gathered my things and left the bathroom, preparing myself for what was to come. I climbed back into the U-Haul and drove to my new apartment, trying to focus on the road and not on the unfamiliar sensations of the clothes I was wearing, or the way my heart raced in my chest.

There was the landlord, waiting for me by the door, holding my new keys. His gaze instantly tracked my body as I stepped out. He had that idea in his head; he wanted to use me like a fuck-toy.

I smiled at him and took the key. “I’ll come help you unpack in thirty minutes,” he whispered.

My heart was racing. In a panic, I went onto YouTube on my phone and found a recording of a bell. I played it, knowing that the changes would soon take effect, like taking a pill and waiting for it to dissolve in your stomach.

I was afraid of what I was going to allow him to do in my trance-like state, but at least I wouldn’t be reduced to tears—at least the anxiety would leave me as soon as that trance took over.

And soon, while I was unloading dishes, I began to feel it coming. I suddenly had the urge to touch up my makeup, and then came the urge to restyle my hair. Next came the urge to change into something tighter and shorter. I put on cute high-heels and ran some ruby-red lipstick over my lips.

As I stepped out from the bathroom and into my new apartment, I couldn't help but smile, envisioning all the ways I could make it truly my own. I pictured pink walls adorned with delicate floral patterns, soft, plush carpets underfoot, and an array of colourful, frilly throw pillows scattered across a luxurious velvet couch.

Now fully dressed as June, I began to hum a happy tune, skipping around my new apartment as I took in every detail. I imagined my bedroom with a canopy bed draped in gauzy, flowing fabrics, a vanity table piled high with makeup and perfume bottles, and a closet filled with all the beautiful clothes I had bought during my feminized adventures.
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My excitement only grew as I explored the rest of the apartment, planning how to make each room a reflection of my newfound feminine persona. I envisioned a bathroom filled with scented candles and bath bombs, a kitchen stocked with colourful dishes and cute, whimsical appliances, and a cozy reading nook nestled in a corner, complete with a plush, oversized chair and an array of my favourite books.

As I continued to hum and skip through the apartment, my heart raced with excitement, my head spinning with ideas and inspiration. The thrill of transforming my new living space was intoxicating, filling me with a sense of freedom and joy that I hadn't felt in ages. I was fully in the moment, wholly embracing my role as June, without a care in the world.

For the first time in a long while, I felt truly alive, all my fears and anxieties forgotten as I lost myself in the fantasy of creating the perfect girly sanctuary. I was so caught up in the excitement of it all that I barely noticed the hours slipping by, the sun sinking lower in the sky as I continued to dream and plan.

Then, there was a knock at the door. He didn’t wait for me to answer, pushing the door open and letting himself in. There stood the landlord, blushing, smiling, ready for his ‘payment’. And I happily obliged, giggling as I jumped up onto the kitchen counter and spread my legs as wide as I could for him.

He took me there in the kitchen. “Fuck, fuck, fuck!” I cried out as he rammed me. “Fuck my little asshole, Daddy! Fuck it harder! Fuck it, Daddy! Fuck it!”

I came first, unloading onto my counter. Then, he filled me with a loud, bellowing battlecry. He spanked me hard on the ass and told me he would be back tomorrow for more. I dropped to my knees and playfully kissed the tip of his cock. “See you tomorrow,” I said, giggling, blissfully confident, without an anxiety in the whole world.

And that was the beginning of a very long six-day trance, where I never encountered another bell sound. During that time, the landlord fucked me six times. I met the neighbour and easily seduced him: an eighteen-year-old guy with a skinny frame and pimply forehead; I pushed him down on his bed and bounced on his lap for thirty seconds; he didn’t last long.

Then there was the cop who pulled me over. I convinced him to take me in the back of the U-Haul. He nearly broke my spine, fucking me hard into the cold U-Haul floor.

And then there was the stranger I met at the bar; he let me suck him off in the bathroom, and then I sucked off his friend while he watched.

Over the course of the six days that I was stuck in a trance, I reveled in the opportunity to wear an array of adorable outfits, some borrowed from new friends I was making as June (I was very outgoing as June) and some bought during impromptu shopping sprees—some used, some new. My time as June was a whirlwind of fashion and fun, and each day brought a new opportunity to express myself through clothing.

Oh, and if you’re wondering where I got the money… I hate to even tell you, because it’s the most embarrassing part of it all: I was whoring myself out. As June, I went online and put up an ad. ‘Do anything you want to my slutty trans body,’ I wrote, and I was getting offers every few hours. Guys were willing to pay hundreds to suck my cock before fucking me in the ass. My clothing budget grew fast.

On the first day, I wore a beautiful sundress with a floral pattern. The lightweight fabric fluttered around my legs as I walked, and the thin spaghetti straps left my shoulders bare, making me feel both elegant and playful. I paired the dress with a wide-brimmed sun hat and a pair of strappy sandals that showed off my freshly painted toenails.

The second day, I decided to go for a more casual look, opting for a pair of high-waisted denim shorts and a cropped, off-the-shoulder blouse. The outfit was perfect for a day spent exploring the city, and I loved how the soft, stretchy fabric of the blouse clung to my curves. I completed the look with a pair of canvas sneakers and a cute, crossbody purse.

On the third day, I borrowed a stunning cocktail dress from a neighbour friend. The dress was made from a luxurious, deep red velvet material that hugged my body in all the right places. It had a daring plunge neckline and a thigh-high slit that made me feel both sexy and sophisticated. I paired the dress with black stiletto heels and a matching clutch for a night out on the town. I was fucked twice (both strangers) in that outfit.

Day four brought a cozy, yet fashionable outfit. I wore an oversized, cable-knit sweater in a soft shade of pink, with the hem falling just below my hips. I paired the sweater with black leggings that contrasted nicely with the pastel hue. To finish the ensemble, I slipped into a pair of suede ankle boots and wrapped a warm, plaid scarf around my neck.

For the fifth day, I went with a more professional look, choosing a tailored pencil skirt and a crisp, white button-up blouse. The skirt was a classic black, and the blouse had delicate lace detailing on the collar and cuffs. I added a pair of black pumps and a simple strand of pearls to complete the outfit, feeling both powerful and feminine.

On the sixth and final day of my trance, I wanted to make a bold fashion statement, so I opted for a vibrant, patterned jumpsuit. The jumpsuit featured a mix of vivid colours and abstract designs, making it a true eye-catcher. It had a flattering, cinched waist and wide-legged pants that flowed gracefully with each step I took. I accessorized with large hoop earrings and a pair of strappy, metallic heels to complete the daring look.

Then, the fire alarm in the building went off, and it was enough to end the trance, putting me back into my usual male mindset as I stood on the street with the other residents.

My heart began to race. I hated being seen in girl clothes when I was in that male mindset. I thought about ringing a bell to change myself back.

At least I was comfortable when I was June. At least I wasn’t ridden with anxiety.

As I settled into my new apartment, I began to feel a strange sense of calm. Despite the chaos of the last few days and weeks, and the ongoing trances, there was a part of me that was starting to grow attached to my alter ego, June. I found myself enjoying the freedom and excitement that came with dressing up and exploring a new side of myself.

On boring nights, I would ring a bell, and I would set a timer on my phone (giving me a six-hour window) so a bell would play to take me out, so I wouldn’t get trapped in another weeklong trance. I would go out as June, having fun, being outgoing.

It was becoming a sort of pastime… but I knew deep down it was wrong. I was abusing that new ‘alter ego’, using it like a drug to rid myself entirely of anxiety, to escape the problems with my life. During those six-hour stints, I would meet with strangers who would pay me for sex. I would earn enough money to go on shopping sprees. I would go to clubs and get boys to buy me free drinks.

I’d lost count of the cocks that I’d sucked.

One evening, as I lounged on my couch, just about to turn myself into June, my phone rang, and I saw Olga's name flash across the screen. I hesitated for a moment before answering, unsure of what she might say.

"Hello, John," she said in her thick Russian accent. "I've been doing some research, and I think I've found a solution to your problem. I would like to invite you back to my home for another session, free of charge."

My heart leapt at the prospect of finally being free from the hypnotic trances and the uncertainty they brought to my life. But as I considered her offer, a small part of me began to feel reluctant. There was something about June that I wasn't quite ready to let go of just yet.

"Thank you, Olga," I replied cautiously. "I appreciate your help. Let me think about it, and I'll get back to you."

As I hung up the phone, I found myself torn between the desire for a normal life and the allure of my secret identity as June. Over the next few days, I wrestled with my decision, weighing the pros and cons of each option.

On one hand, I knew that my life would be much simpler and more stable if I allowed Olga to undo the hypnosis. I wouldn't have to worry about blacking out and losing control at any moment, and I could focus on rebuilding my relationships and finding a steady job.

On the other hand, there was something undeniably liberating about the time I spent as June. The trances allowed me to escape from my mundane, everyday existence and embrace a more carefree, adventurous side of myself. I loved the thrill of dressing up and exploring the city, and I had even started to make new friends who only knew me as June.

As the days passed, I began to find myself more and more drawn to the idea of continuing my life as both John and June. I wondered if there was a way to strike a balance between the two sides of my identity, allowing me to enjoy the best of both worlds.

The night before I was scheduled to meet with Olga, I lay in bed, staring at the ceiling, and wrestling with my decision. I knew that if I went to see her, there was a chance that I could regain control over my life and put an end to the trances once and for all.

But as I thought about the fun and excitement that June had brought into my life, I couldn't help but feel a surge of sadness at the thought of losing her. The more I considered it, the more I realized that I had come to rely on June as a way of coping with the stress and monotony of my life as John.

With a heavy heart, I made my decision. I would go to see Olga and ask her to undo the hypnosis. It was what needed to happen; I couldn’t live myself never knowing when a bell was going to chime.

I just had to let go of June.

The next morning, I packed my bags and set out on the long drive back to Olga's house. As I drove, I felt a mix of excitement and apprehension, unsure of what the future held for me. But I also felt a sense of determination, as I knew that I was finally taking control of my life

Olga was on her front step, waiting for me with a big, bright smile. She was giddy with excitement. “I’ve been reading book after book, and I came across this very old book; it’s a very controversial book, and filled with a lot of what we, in the industry, would call pseudoscience.”

“Okay…” I said, nervous that my life was about to change.

“It’s actually an old occult book, so you can imagine just how controversial it really is. Well, I found this page about hypnotizing a subject into developing an alter-ego. It’s very, very interesting, and the description sounded so much like you—I just had to reach out to you. There’s a whole section on undoing the hypnosis.”

I nodded slowly, heart racing.

Big life changes are scary.

I couldn't help but feel a tightening in my chest as I considered the potential impact of the decision I was making.

Change can be terrifying, especially when it feels like you're on the precipice of something entirely new and unknown. It's like standing at the edge of a cliff, knowing that you must take a leap of faith, but fearing the fall that could come if things don't work out.

In moments like these, it's easy to cling to the familiar, to hold onto the life we've always known because it feels safe and comfortable. But I've come to realize that sometimes, embracing change is the only way to truly grow and evolve as a person.

As I wrestled with these thoughts, I knew that I couldn't let fear dictate my choices. Change is a natural part of life, and while it can be daunting, it also holds the promise of new experiences, opportunities, and personal growth.

I took a deep breath and tried to remind myself that fear is just an emotion, a reaction to the unknown. By facing my fears and embracing change, I could seize control of my life and chart a new path for myself: one that could potentially lead to greater happiness and fulfillment.

Though the fear of change still lingered in the back of my mind, I knew that I couldn't let it hold me back. I needed to trust in my ability to adapt and overcome whatever obstacles might come my way, and to remember that sometimes, the most significant rewards can be found on the other side of fear.

So I sat on Olga’s couch, and she began the procedure. First, she led me into a state of relaxation. Then, using careful phrases, she forced me to focus on points: the middle of my forehead, the centre of my throat, the middle of my chest. She helped me to calm my brain, and then soon, all was black.

It seemed like a few seconds later when she nudged me awake. When she told me it had been three hours, I nearly screamed. I looked at the clock and gasped.

“But I think it worked, John,” she said with a hopeful smile. “We made some serious breakthroughs. You’ve come a long way, John. You should be proud of yourself. You aren’t going to have to struggle with so much uncertainty anymore.”

We tested the results right there, with her ringing a bell before leaving to get dinner. I was told to wait in her living room. An hour later, she returned. “Any desire to wear women’s clothing?” she asked.

I had to think of it. “No,” I said. “I’m still just… me.”

She grinned. “Then it worked! You’re cured, John!” She laughed. “Why aren’t you more happy?”

“I guess it’s just… hard to believe right now.”

She gave me an unexpected hug and then she sent me on my way, wishing me luck in the future. Driving home, I felt strange. My mind was clear the whole way.

I returned to my apartment and tested the bell again, half-expecting to turn into June… but I remained myself.

I looked at my haul of girl clothes—but felt nothing. I just felt so… normal.

Was it really over?


CHAPTER 9
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It had been a couple of weeks since my last visit to Olga, and to my relief, the trances had stopped. I was back to my normal self.

But as the days went by, I found myself feeling increasingly restless, unable to shake the thoughts of the fun I had experienced as June.

Each day, I attempted to immerse myself in my usual routine, hoping that the memories of my time as June would gradually fade away. But instead of receding, the thoughts seemed to grow stronger, more persistent. I found myself daydreaming about the outfits I had worn, the people I had met, and the carefree spirit I had embodied while in that altered state.

I tried to push those thoughts away, telling myself that it was all in the past and that I should be grateful for my newfound normalcy. But as much as I tried to deny it, there was a part of me that missed the excitement, the freedom, and the pure joy of being June.

I even found myself daydreaming and fantasizing about my intimate encounters—of which I had many. I missed that satisfying feeling of making a man erect, making him cum. I missed the compliments. I missed the way their hands felt my body all over, as if I was the most precious thing on the planet.

No, I wasn’t attracted to men… but I wanted to experience that again. I wanted to be sexy one more time—or find a way to put the idea of being sexy out of my head.

My curiosity and longing for that experience grew with each passing day until I could no longer ignore it. I decided that, just to put those thoughts to rest, I would get dolled up one more time. I believed that by confronting the experience head-on, I would prove to myself that it was all behind me and that I could move on with my life.

I carefully laid out the clothes and makeup I had accumulated during my time as June. As I looked at the array of colourful garments, I couldn't help but feel a twinge of excitement. But I reminded myself that this was just a one-time thing, a necessary step in putting the past behind me.

I started with the makeup, applying foundation, blush, and mascara with practiced precision. As I carefully lined my eyes with eyeliner and brushed on a bold shade of lipstick, I felt a strange sense of familiarity, as though I was reconnecting with a long-lost friend.

Next, I slipped into one of my favourite outfits from my time as June—a flirty, floral sundress that hugged my curves in all the right places. I finished the look with a pair of strappy heels and a delicate necklace, taking a deep breath as I prepared to face my reflection in the mirror.

I took a lot of cock in that dress. It still had cum stains in the inside of the skirt, reminding me of all the carefree fun I had as June.

When I finally mustered the courage to look at myself, I was struck by a wave of conflicting emotions. To my surprise, I found that I genuinely liked the way I looked and felt. The person staring back at me seemed happy, confident, and vibrant: qualities that had been sorely lacking in my life since losing June… and qualities that I never had before June ever came into my life.

As I stood there, dressed as June, I tried to rationalize my feelings. I told myself that this was just a fleeting moment of weakness, that I should be grateful for the opportunity to live a normal life free from the unpredictable trances that had once plagued me. But as much as I tried to convince myself that I was better off without June, I couldn't ignore the happiness that radiated from my reflection.

It was then that I realized that, perhaps, the line between John and June wasn't as clear-cut as I had once believed. Maybe the experiences I had gone through, the connections I had made, and the emotions I had felt as June were more than just the product of a hypnotic trance. Perhaps they were a genuine part of me, a part that I had been denying for far too long.

As I continued to stare at my reflection, I knew that I had a choice to make. I could continue to suppress my feelings and try to conform to the expectations of a "normal" life, or I could embrace the unique and vibrant part of myself that I had discovered through my time as June.

I went out in those girly clothes. I was shy at first—believe me. I wasn’t quite the bubbly, outgoing slut that I was when I was hypnotized… but with some time, I started to come out of my shell. I would giggle and interact with strangers. I had fun being flirty. I went to bars and enjoyed a bit of attention. No, I never let myself become that raging whore that I once was; I was much more respectable now.

As the days turned into weeks, I began to experiment more and more with my dual identity. I found solace in embracing both John and June, allowing each to enrich my life in different ways.

It was a sunny afternoon when I had decided to spend the day as June. I donned a flowing, pastel-coloured skirt and a white blouse, with my hair pulled back into a loose, messy bun. A touch of blush and a pink lip gloss completed my look. I felt carefree and happy as I strolled through the local park, enjoying the warmth of the sun on my face.
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As I wandered down a tree-lined path, I spotted a group of people gathered around an artist who was painting a vibrant landscape on a large canvas. Intrigued, I moved closer to get a better look. It was then that I noticed her: Darla.

She was standing off to the side, sketching the scene in her own notebook. With her dark, curly hair framing her face and her intense focus on her drawing, she was a vision of beauty and talent. I couldn't help but be drawn to her.

As I stood there, watching her work, our eyes met. She smiled at me, a warm, inviting smile that seemed to say, "Come join me." Feeling a little nervous but also excited, I walked over to her.

"Hi," I said, my voice a little shaky. "I couldn't help but notice your drawing. It's really beautiful."

"Thank you," she replied, her eyes sparkling with genuine appreciation. "I just love capturing moments like these. The colours, the energy—it's all so inspiring."

We talked for a while, exchanging pleasantries and discussing our shared passion for art—a passion that I forgot that I even had after years of stressing out over jobs and apartments…

I found myself captivated by her, and I could sense that she felt the same way about me.

As the sun began to set, we reluctantly said our goodbyes, but not before exchanging phone numbers and promising to meet up again soon. Over the next few weeks, we spent countless hours together, getting to know each other and exploring our connection.

Darla, as it turned out, was a male-to-female transgender, still equipped with her cock. I learned this on our first night in the bedroom together—and it turned into a wild night. Her fascination with my cock was just as intense as my fascination with hers. We took turns sucking, we took turns fucking, we took turns swapping cum—and there was very little rest in-between.

Darla was not only supportive of my dual identity but also intrigued by it. She encouraged me to continue embracing both John and June, and she loved seeing me express myself through fashion and makeup. She often joined me in trying out new styles and experimenting with different looks, creating a shared bond that only brought us closer.

We also experimented a lot in the bedroom: toys, lingerie, games—and even inviting the landlord in to make things more intense.

One evening, as we sat on her apartment balcony, watching the city lights twinkle below us, I found myself overwhelmed by my feelings for Darla. I turned to her, my heart racing, and said, "I don't think I've ever felt this way about anyone before."

She looked at me, her eyes full of warmth and understanding, and replied, "I feel the same way. I think we have something really special here, and I want to see where it takes us."

As our relationship deepened, we began to discuss the possibility of a future together. We knew that it wouldn't always be easy, that there would be challenges and obstacles to overcome. But we also knew that our love was strong enough to see us through.

But anyway, this story isn’t about Darla—I just thought that was a little piece of my life that you would be interested in knowing about.

Now, I’ll tell you a little piece of information that you’re probably dying to know more about—and sadly, I can only tell you everything that I know, which isn’t a lot.

It was a late autumn evening when I looked out the window and saw them: those strangers in their long coats and their dark sunglasses—the very group of people that showed up that fateful day at my place of work, before this whole ordeal started.

Now, they were looking up into my apartment window, staring back at me. I will admit that I was shocked into a state of terror.

Those people hardly seemed human. Maybe they were aliens; I’ll never know. I just know that they came back to check on me.

And somehow, I knew that I was some sort of experiment. They picked me out, for one reason or another, and they hypnotized me. They’d probably been watching me for a long time. And now, I just had this feeling that this was their final check-in.

I knew, when they turned around and walked off, that I would never see them again, and I would never know what their intentions were; I could only speculate, and there isn’t much point in speculating when you know that you’ll never know the truth.

THE END
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