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Mesmerising Blonde

By Jessica Matthews.

Blondes come in all shapes and sizes.
There�s the svelte and the sexy, the sinuous andthe slinky,
There are big ones and small, curvaceous, andlumpy.
There are blondes who can attract a glimpse andothers that need a long stare.
There are blondes that can make you swerve whenyou should be concentrating on the traffic, andblondes who radiate danger.
The one crossing the street that afternoon wasflashing hazard signals as she walked.
It was midday, but she could have dressed likethat at midnight and still have looked dangerous.
She had curves where there should be curves, andmore hair than was decent for a girl. It shone corn
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and silk in the air as she walked. It moved as she did,as if following her obediently.
This was a blonde who could stop traffic; cause anaccident at fifty paces; and make the holiest thinkimpure thoughts.
She walked into the office, pushed the half opendoor, and sat in front of the desk.
Harry watched. The low-cut top left very little tothe imagination. This was a blonde that blondesmight dream about becoming when they grow up.
�I need some help.� I said.
My voice was gruff and masculine. It didn�t matchanything he was seeing.
Harry�s mouth opened and remained frozen as helooked again, trying to make a little sense.
�I know what you�re thinking.� I said; the voice asgruff as before. �It�s not my fault.�
�I wasn�t thinking.� Harry coughed. �I was lettingmy eyes do that.�
�I can tell.� I replied. �But your eyes can deceiveyou.�
Harry looked at me hard and shook his headslowly. �Are you for real?�
�My reality may be a bit beyond yours.� I said. �I�mfor real. Want to touch?� I saw his eyes light up andrealised I�d said the wrong thing. �I mean, I am exactlywhat you see.�
�And what might that be?�
�That�s the problem.� I confessed. �I don�t know anymore. What do you think I am?�

Page - 2

MESMERISING BLONDE BY JESSICA MATTHEWS



�Okay, you want to play a guessing game.� Harryshifted in his chair and lit a cigarette.
I pulled a face and he stubbed it out it back into anashtray where it smouldered and stank in the tiny of-fice. I stood up, picked up the ashtray, opened thewindow and threw it out. He watched, but made nomove to stop me.
�I�d say you�re one handful of a woman.� Harry heldmy gaze as he spoke. �You�re opinionated and confi-dent. You�re used to getting all your own way.� Hepaused to think a little more. �You�re someone�s tro-phy wife, and you�re��
�Wife?� I asked. �I hadn�t thought of that.�
�I�m playing observant.� Harry said. �That weddingset on your finger must have cost more than I earnedin the last decade or two.�
I looked at my left hand, holding the fingers out toadmire; rings and diamonds, perfect manicure, dark-est red nails like claws. �Yes, you could be right.�
�You don�t know?�
�I think I�m a widow.� I said suddenly certain ofsomething, but maybe not.
You�re not sure?�
I thought about it. �I am sure.�
�What else are you sure about?� Harry grumbled.
�I don�t remember anything before this morning.� Ireplied honestly.
�So why do you sound like a truck driver who�ssmoked a lifetime of full strength.�
�I don�t know that either.� I replied.
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�You can�t really remember anything at all?� Harryasked. �Let�s do a simple question. How did you knowto come here?�
�That�s easy.� I remembered that far back. �I waswalking along, and someone pointed the way to youroffice.�
�Walking where?�
�Just down the road, about two blocks.� I said. �Icalled in a lawyer�s office I passed a couple of blocksdown. I asked for a detective office and they sent mehere.�
�But I still don�t understand how you got to thisarea.� Harry said. �You�re not making sense.�
�None of it makes sense to me either.�
�So why do you need a detective.�
�I need to find out who I am, Harry.� I said. �I wokeup this morning. I was at home, and everythingseemed normal. Then it wasn�t.�
�So you know where you live?�
�Of course.� I pulled a face. �That�s a stupid ques-tion.�
�Forgive me.� Harry grimaced. �I�m a detective. Idon�t do existential questions, just facts.�
�I mean, I don�t know who I was before today.� I feltstupid as I said it. �I know where I live; I know whatcar I drive; I know my husband is dead; I know I havemoney. That�s all I know.�
�Isn�t that enough.� Harry was getting bored. �Imean, you�re young and beautiful. There�s a lot ofworld out there for a merry widow.�
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�It�s not enough Harry.� I paused. I knew I wouldshock him. �I want to know why I�m such a bimbo andwhy I have a�.�
I couldn�t say it. I have a penis. I know girls don�tusually have those, but both me and my late hus-band had them. It puzzled me.
The door opened.
�There you are.� Sophia hurried over and took myhand. �I was so worried. We need to get you home.�
She touched my cheeks and forehead, pulling meclose and whispering in my ear. I could feel myself re-laxing. I couldn�t remember why I�d been in such apanic.
�Thanks Harry.� I shook his hand. �You were reallykind.�
I could tell he was wondering how my voice hadchanged so radically. I knew I sounded like I lookedagain. I allowed Sophia to steer me out side and intoher silver Lexus.

* * * * *
I don�t know how to tell this story. Trouble is, Ican�t remember most of it. I made a few notes whenmemory allowed. Now�. maybe it�s complete, maybenot.
I scribbled notes when the sketches frommymem-ory formed.
I�ve tried to put them in sequence. Maybe I got itright, but maybe some still sits out of sequence.
I thought it would help me; help me to get someoneto make sense of it all, but then what do I know.
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Now, maybe I don�t care what happened any more.You can think about it. Decide what I should do next.
I think I�m going to let it all ride���

* * * * *
�Welcome to the class everyone. This is the firstsession of Psychology 201, more commonly known asthe class you take if you want to become a charlatan.�
The class laughed, a little nervous, a little polite.Brian Cooper had the reputation of running a greatclass, but he was severe in the mark he would awardat the end of the term.
�We�re here to study basic hypnosis. Clearly you allwant to learn something here, and maybe you allhave your own reasons. We�ll explore those later.Naturally you want to know if I can do what it says inthe prospectus, and so we have three volunteers.Would you step up please?�
Two guys and a girl walked nervously to the centreof the room. I was apprehensive, but I needed themoney, and so took a deep breath and tried to calmmyself.
�Now please introduce yourself and tell the classyour experience of hypnosis, and why you�re herethis evening. Perhaps we can be old fashioned andask the lady to go first.�
�My name is Ginny.� The thin blonde started hesi-tantly. �I�m an economics major in my final year. I�mhere because I saw the notice saying that you wantedsubjects, and the fee appealed to me. I know nothingabout hypnosis other than what the comic books andfilm shows.�
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�Thank you, Ginny,� Brian said. �Now as you�venever been hypnotised before, you get to decide if Ihypnotise you quickly or slowly.�
�You mean I get a choice.� Ginny giggled a little ner-vously.
�You do, Ginny.� Brian leaned in closer to her andswayed slightly, holding her gaze. �Quickly or slowly.�He repeated, �Quickly or slowly.�
�I guess,� Ginny watched him intently, hesitant andlooking confused. �Quickly.�
�Sleep.� Brian touched her forehead.
The effect was instantaneous. Her head slumpedforwards as her eyes closed. She leaned backwardsas Brian guided her back into a chair, whispering inher ear as he did so. She slumped back, oblivious tothe room and everyone in it.
�And you, sir.� Brian turned to the nervous lookingguy with the short hair standing bemused as hewatched the girl on the chair behind him. �Tell us alittle about yourself.�
�I�m Alan.� He said. �I�m an economics major alongwith Ginny. She saw the notice and asked me tocome along with her. I guess I need the money too.�
There was a ripple of laughter from the audienceas he stood, self-consciously grinning in his embar-rassment. Brian shared a conspiratorial sigh withthe class.
�And have you any previous experience of hypno-sis.� Brian asked, standing quite close to him, wavinghis arms towards the audience as he spoke. Pleasetell us what you know.�
�I saw Wonder Woman get hypnotised.� He said. �Iguess that�s it.�
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�Wonder Woman.�
Brian repeated it again as if exasperated, noddingto the class as they laughed nervously.
�And was she hypnotised quickly or slowly.Quickly or slowly; quickly or slowly.�
�I guess�.� He started, as Brian touched his fore-head, and held him as he too slumped back into thewaiting chair.
Brian whispered to him as he sat, and then lefthim slumped there, turning his attention to me, thethin boy with the long hair, who was standing at theside of the stage laughing with the audience at thesudden demonstration. Brian stood in front of me;looking intensely but saying nothing. His gazeseemed to grow stronger as everything else in theroom faded.
�Sleep.�
I felt my head slump, and then he smiled reassur-ingly, as he leaned to whisper into my ear. I felt himgently massaging the back of my neck. What he said,I cannot remember.
It was a feeling that even now I can�t explain. I feltfearful, yet I loved it at once. It was comfortable, andexciting at the same time. I knew what was happen-ing, and yet, I felt compelled to accept it all. I allowedmyself to be guided into the waiting chair. Brianwhispered into my ear as he sent me spinning furtherand further into trance; deep down into trance.
I was conscious of watching and listening to it all,yet at the same time, it was as if I was an observer. Iknow that I can�t describe all the feelings as theyflickered through the fringes of my thought. That�swhat it was though, just at the fringe. I loved the feel-ings, it was so incredible, and beyond anything Icould ever explain.
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�So that�s it class.� Brian announced. �That�s all youneed to know. Any questions?�
He stood theatrically back and divided his gaze be-tween the students in the auditorium and the threefigures slumped at the back of the room. He stood ina theatrical pose and waited.
�You want to know more.� He asked rhetorically.
�Yes� came a voice from the back.
�Okay, we shall try a few tricks. Our volunteerssigned an agreement before they came here this eve-ning. They agreed that they consented, and I toldthem that they could pop out of trance if they wereasked to do anything that made them uncomfort-able.�
He walked to the back of the chairs and placed ahand on my shoulder. He did the same to Alan. �Fromnow on, I am only talking to you if I am touching yourshoulder.� He repeated, squeezing each of our shoul-ders for emphasis. �When I allow you to wake, you�llfind you are sitting next to the most attractive personyou�ve ever seen. You�ll be alone in the room. You�llsee that this person is giving you a big come on withevery glance and every gesture. You�ll respond; theonly rule is you can�t take off any clothes and notouching below the waist.�
Brian turned towards the audience, taking hishands from their shoulders. He grinned wickedly to-wards them. �Wake.�
Brian stood back as I blinked and looked round. Isaw this wonderful person looking back at me, andsuddenly realised that I was getting a real �come on�look back. Our eyes met and our gazes seemed tolock. I knew somewhere that there were other peoplearound, but they disappeared from my mind. Alanappeared unaware of anyone else in the room. Si-
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lently his posture shifted, and mine did too. Theymoved together and slowly began to kiss.
Somehow, I knew it was someone called Alan, butthat didn�t register as anything special. It was won-derful to feel this person responding to me, as Islipped into them.
Brian turned his back and addressed the audienceas we began heavy petting, everyone could see thatthis was serious stuff.
�So the first principle is clear.� He said. �Never askyour subject to do something that they would neverdo in real life. You may come up against moral scru-ples, and some inbuilt defence mechanism. Carefulphrasing and a clear build up of the scenario is im-portant, for example, the instruction here was simplyto see the other person.�
He turned briefly and watched as the boys armsintertwined as they gazed into each other�s eyes andkissed again. Then he turned to Ginny and put hishand on her shoulder. She looked up at him. �I think Ipopped out of trance.� She said. �I don�t know howyou did that.� She nodded towards the boys.
He looked at her, holding her gaze. She began togiggle and once he saw that, he touched her foreheadagain. She slumped in her chair again, eyes closedand deeply relaxed. He touched her shoulder andwhispered in her ear.
�Okay.� Brian said. �That�s today�s demonstration.No matter how secure you may feel your trance to be,your subject may surprise you. Ginny came out oftrance entirely on her own. The subconscious mindis always working, and maybe she wanted to watchas well as participate.�
Brian continued to talk, describing the theory oftrance formation and deepening. All the time Alanand I were entwined behind him. It was weird. I knew
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what I was doing; well sort of. I felt totally oblivious tothe rest of the room until he touched us, and placedus back into a relaxed position.
Holding Ginny�s shoulder, he stood behind her.�Whatever question you are asked, you will answerfully and truthfully.� He instructed. �You will hearyour words forming, but the only sound that you canmake is a woof noise, like a dog barking. The moreyou try to speak, the more you will say woof, andnothing else. The harder you try, the easier it will be-come to say woof over and over again.�
�You have no idea what sex you are.� He told Alan.�You know that there are two sexes, but you cannotdecide which you are. No matter how you try to de-cide, you will find that you cannot.�
�And you cannot speak at all.� He told me; I thinkhe realised that he hadn�t asked my name.
He spent a few moments more deepening and rein-forcing his instructions, and then told us to wake. Heinvited the students to question us closely, and stoodto the side, smiling to himself as Ginny woofed, Alanstruggled with the difficulties of sex, and I remainedmute.
It all seemed so natural. I laughed at Ginny woof-ing away as if it was the most natural thing to do. Iwatched Alan struggling to decide if he was a boy or agirl. He could work out all the characteristics of boysand girls, but taking the logic and applying it, seemedbeyond him. It was so funny.
I laughed along, but silently. When I was asked aquestion, I answered it. I knewmy lips were moving. Iknew there was no sound coming out, but somehow,it didn�t matter. I was convinced that I was answeringto the best of my ability.
After a decent interval, he decided to end the dem-onstration. We were released, and he told us to lose
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all our memories of the session. I knew that I had nomemory of it, and yet there was a memory remaining,and I knew I loved it.
Brian Cooper stood as the students took theirleave. I made to join them on the way out as a fewcame to ask questions. He gestured for me to comeand stand by him, and I did so.
�You�re dangerous.� A dark haired girl touched hisshoulder. �Do you give private lessons, and can I bor-row one of your subjects.�
I remember her smile, self assured and a little ar-rogant. Brian must have put me under again, be-cause I found myself crouching at her feet. I liked herhand and woofed contentedly. I knew what he�d doneto me when I was allowed to wake up, and couldn�tmeet her eye.
I went home feeling elated and full of wonder. Itwas creepy, but I knew I wanted to do it again.

* * * * *
I arrived back in a daze. I could remember some ofthe things that happened. It was far more that I ex-pected when I volunteered, but then, when you needthen money, choices are limited. A few days later, Iwent to the briefing meeting for the next demonstra-tions.
�Thanks.� Brian had said. �I thought you were reallygood the other night, and I�d like to offer you someregular employment as a subject in this class. I knowyou students always need the money.�
�I�m broke all the time.� I confessed. �I can�t quite re-member what you made me do, but I have the im-pression that I was kissing someone.�
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�It was only a suggestion.�� Brian continued. �I musthave failed somewhere if you�re remembering any-thing at all. Come and sit here with me for a momentand I�ll check on that.�

* * * * *
�It�s easy.� I explained to my class mates as we dis-cussed our latest assignment. �All you need to do iscompare the tabulated results with the adjusted ta-bles in the professor�s handout and calculate wherethe divergence starts.�
�That�s all.� Gerald spluttered. �We don�t all haveyour mathematical skills.�
�I used the computer.�
�Or the programming skills.� Gerald came back.�I�ve never known anyone able to work through prob-lems like you.�
��I seem to have the knack.�
�Either that or you�ve made a pact with the devil.�Mary chipped in. �You�re in serious danger of gettinga scholarship when term ends.�
�I don�t think so.� I could feel myself reddening. Itwasn�t something I would turn down, but I didn�t be-lieve in making predictions like that.
�Ever since you�ve been doing extra shifts with thepsychology department, your work rate has doubled.I can�t understand how you keep going.� Geraldagain.
�They�ve been helping me with study skills; that�sall.� I admitted. �I have something they want, andthey�re giving me something in return.�
�I thought you were just a volunteer subject forthem.� Mary said.
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�I am; and they pay me for being there.� I tried toshrug off the conversation. I didn�t want to admit thatI was an easy subject for any would be hypnotist intheir class.
�So how do they help you?� Mary asked.
�It�s not really help as such.� I saw her rolling hereyes towards Gerald. �It�s more confidence building.They help me to visualise using my time produc-tively, and remembering, and connecting things.�
�Sure they do.� Gerald pulled a sceptical look. �I betthey�re feeding you all kinds of chemicals to keep youawake through study periods.�
�They�re experimenting on you.� Mary said.
�Maybe they plug you into the network.� Geraldchipped in again.
�If you�re going to be silly, I�m going.� I stood and leftthem.
Somehow, I knew I shouldn�t tell them anythingabout what I was doing. It wasn�t that it was a secret.It was simply something I didn�t want to share.

* * * * *
�I believe congratulations are in order.� Brianshook my hand as I came into his office.
�Yes, I graduated.� I smiled and accepted hiswarmth.
�Not only that, but my spies tell me that you couldbe on your way to a career in the department.� Hesaid. �I hope you�ll stay with me despite being on yourway to greatness.�
�To tell the truth, I needed to get the scholarship.� Iadmitted. �It�s not going to be cheap with the tuition
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fees and registration for research funds, and all therest of the stuff that goes with trying to become an ac-ademic.�
�The first couple of years are the hardest of all.�Brian replied. �I�ll try and tap one of my research bud-gets to pay you a little more if I can.�
�I�m really grateful.� I agreed. �Don�t get me wrongthough. I do like coming to your classes. I know I�man easy subject and I worry about that, but it�s a re-laxation at the same time. I always seem to go awayenergised and ready for work.�
�That�s the suggestion I always intend to leave.�Brian said. �With you, it seems to be more successfulthan most of the other volunteers.�
�So I�m an easier subject.� I replied. �I take sugges-tion more easily than the others.�
�I think it�s more than that.� Brian said. �I�ve beenworking through some video of your sessions for apaper. I think you take everything on board so muchmore profoundly than anyone else in the programme.I think we�ve improved your academic scores consid-erably.�
�I hope you won�t be telling my supervisors that I�mjust a creature of your method.� I replied.
�Of course not.� Brian shook his head. �Anything Ipublish will keep the subjects anonymous, and it�smy method that I�ll be promoting. You�ll be a minorpart of the paper.�
Thus it became routine. Every Tuesday evening, Iwas there. Every Tuesday it was a new experience, al-though it was always the same at the end. Brianloved my silent act, as I thought I was answeringquestions sensibly, but no sound was coming out.
I remember feeling reassured at the end of eachsession as Brian insisted on making sure that I and
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the other volunteers were safe, and free from anyother suggestion.

* * * * *
I wasn�t quite as comfortable when one of the girlsin Brian�s class started calling me and asking me tobe her subject too. Sophia was a determined sort ofperson; just the type of girl who frightened me a little.I guess that�s why I gave in. That and the money shewas offering.
�I want to research personality theory.� She ex-plained.
�I should have run away then, but not realisingwhat she intended, the phrase didn�t cause anyalarm bells to ring in my mind.
�I want to create an alternative personality for you,one that I can define.� She told me.
�I don�t understand how that would work.� I said.
�Think how hard you have to work each and everyday.� Sophia explained. �Then imagine you could re-ally switch off mentally and relax so deeply that whenyou returned to yourself, you�d be so rested that youcould do anything.�
�So what would I be in this alternate personality?�
�Well, right now you�re a research guy, focussedand I guess a little boring outside your fellow re-searchers.�
�Hey, you summed up my social life. I�m not reallyhurt.� I pretended a sob.
�How about if we create an artistic personality?�Sophia suggested. �It�s far away from what you do.�
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�I couldn�t think of anything further away.� Iagreed. �Only thing further would have been a moviestar.�
�How about that?� Sophia flipped back.
�Sure, why not.� I laughed.
�I need your consent, that way we have somethingto work on so that your mind doesn�t reject it com-pletely.
�As long as you don�t make me fail my studentship,I consent.� I replied. �I�ve always enjoyed the sessionswith Brian. They�ve helped me to study. Could youadd some study skills into the mix?�
�It�s deal.� We shook hands, looked at each other,and then hugged to seal the deal.
It sounded strange to me. I couldn�t see how itwould work, but money was tight for me. Moneynever seemed to be a problem to Sophia. I knew herfamily had some sort of huge business somewherenearby, and so the choice was easy, and I consentedto let her work with me.
�I can�t seem to get you as deep as Brian can.� Shetold me one evening several months after we�d beenworking together.
�I think you can.� I replied. I never have any mem-ory of anything you do with me when I wake. It does-n�t seem to have changed anything in the rest of mylife either.�
�That�s what I mean.� Sophia replied.

* * * * *
�Hi sis.� Carl pulled up with a screech of tyres, asSophia was waiting to cross the road. �Have lunchwith me.�
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Sophia looked at him. �What�s brought this on?�She asked. �It�s rare to see you from one month end tothe next. Don�t tell me you�re in trouble with fatheragain, and you want me to make the peace.�
�It�s not my fault.� Carl spluttered, confirming herguess.
�Okay, tell me about it.� She got into the car.
�It�s Dad; he�s threatening to fire me again. If onlyMom hadn�t left, he�d have more to think about.�
�So what did he find you doing this time?� Sophieasked.
�It�s a lifestyle thing.� Carl didn�t look at her as hedrove.
�I can guess.� Sophie nodded. �He�s never going tobe happy unless you settle down and start to look likethe conventional business executive.�
�But this is the twenty first century.� Carl pulledinto a parking lot overlooking the beach. �Conven-tional life styles are all kinds of different things.�
�Not to father.� Sophie replied. �Selling heavy exca-vators and earth moving machinery is a man�s worldforever.�
�Okay, but I do try to be so careful.� Carl protested.�It�s just that he keeps expecting me to find a girl andsettle down into a life he approves of.�
�And that doesn�t include your boyfriends.� Sophiesaid.
�Apparently not.� Carl got out and slammed thedoor.
�Don�t get petulant with me.� Sophie snapped ather brother�s receding back as she followed him. Sheran and took his arm. �Why don�t I help you?�
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�How could you help me?� Carl had a tear in thecorner of his eye. �You don�t know what it�s like.�
�I couldn�t know what it�s like.� Sophie agreed. �ButI do know what it�s going to be like unless there�ssome peace in this family. I want to make a living outof the family business too.�
�Okay sis, I�m sorry.� Carl took her hand. �Anythingyou can do. It just hurts to be so�.�
�Stick with me kid. I�ll get you there.� She said. �I�llcall you, come and see me. I might have someoneyou�d like to meet.�

* * * * *
�And when you open your eyes, you�ll see the worlddifferently.� Sophie said softly tome as I relaxed intrance. �When you open our eyes, you are going to seethe world as a girl would see it. Use all your sensesand all your imagination; disable all your doubts andfears, throw away all your inhibitions.�
She paused, watching her subject shuffling, a littlerestlessly as the suggestion clashed inside his sub-conscious. She waited until he calmed and took himdeeper, slowly and gently, and then started layeringsuggestion upon suggestion. She wasn�t only layer-ing suggestions; she was layering girl upon femaleupon woman with every suggestion.
I remember waking that time. It was so strange. Iremember it, and yet I don�t remember anythingclearly.
�You�re really a wonderful guy.� Sophie told me af-ter another session. �I�m amazed at how you�re as ac-cepting as I build your other personality.�
�I don�t feel any different.� I replied truthfully.
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�You�re not meant to.� Sophie told me. �It�s allmeant to slip into your subconscious seamlessly.When you change to the alternate personality, youshould feel just as easy, natural and complete as youare in the one.�
�Am I meant to understand what you�re doing?� Ismiled at the absurdity of my question. �I�m the mon-ster you�re creating.�
�Sure and I�m Doctor Frankenstein.� Sophielaughed. �But you won�t be a monster, I promise youthat.
My memories fade a bit here. Session followed ses-sion and I found myself looking forward to them as abreak from reality which was becoming harder as mywork hit obstacles that threatened to derail thecourse of my academic career.
I remember feeling that the world was a man�sworld and that I wasn�t the one to be looked after. Iremember having a heightened sense of colour andscent. I chose my clothes more carefully, andwatched what the women were wearing. It was soweird to read the women�s page each day, and to win-dow shop as I walked through town. I didn�t realise itat the time, but looking back, I guess these were thefirst signs of the personality that Sophie was design-ing around me.
Yet it all seeped in so easily.

* * * * *
�You don�t mind if my brother Carl comes to watchone of our sessions? Sophie asked.
Carl became a regular watcher. Occasionally hewas there at the beginning, and stayed through,other times he was there when I came out of trance. Ishould have been embarrassed, but I wasn�t.
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I got to feel confident when he was there to watch.It was like working with a safety net.
He was always ever so polite to me.
I started to use moisturiser each day and then toclean my face carefully each evening. I used eyecream too. It all seemed so natural.

* * * * *
�He�s quite a guy.� Sophie suggested.
�I can�t understand what you do to him.� Carl re-plied. �Wish I could do something like that. He�s mytype.�
�That�s why I picked him.� Sophie said.
�Youmean hemight be..?� Carl hesitated, unable tothink exactly how to put his thought into words.
�He�s not.� Sophie cut him off. �Anyway, he�s notyet.�
�You mean he could be my type.� Carl was mysti-fied.
�That�s what I was hinting at.� Sophie replied. �Youcan�t understand it at all, but he could become ratherattracted to you soon.�
�You�ll have to explain.� Carl looked suddenly moreattentive.
�I want to run the business when Dad retires.�Sophie replied. �It�s that simple. If you and Dad keepfeuding, there won�t be any business left for me torun.�
�It�s all so macho.� Carl mused. �I don�t know whyDad�s clients don�t want to deal with me, but it has tobe pure prejudice.�

Page - 21

RELUCTANT PRESS



�I agree.� Sophie said. �And all you need is a changeof image.�
�A change of image?�
�You�re turning into a parrot.� Sophie laughed.�What if I could get you into a relationship with some-one who�s like your ideal type?�
�I�ve been trying to get something like that.� Carladmitted. �It keeps going wrong though.�
�And what if your ideal type could also pass Dad�sinspection?�
�I don�t deliberately set out to upset things.� Carlsaid. �He�s never going to like any of my choices.�
�You may be trying too hard.� Sophia replied.
�It could be because I want to settle down, andhave some stability in my life.� Carl said. �It�s difficultalways searching and never really finding�.. Butwhat about Dad?�
�If your new relationship was with someone whodidn�t attract our father�s disapproval, life could beeasier for both of us.� Sophie replied.
Carl blinked hard, and then looked at her, study-ing hard. �You mean your little toy.� He said slowly.�That�s why you�ve been filling him with feminine im-ages. You got me wrong though, I don�t want a rela-tionship you�ve forced on someone.�
�Don�t get me wrong.� Sophie said. �I�m not thatpowerful, and I don�t believe anyone could force an-other like that. You�d have to do the work. I might beable to get you onto the field of play, but that�s all.�
�So, are you saying that he�s not my type at all?�

Page - 22

MESMERISING BLONDE BY JESSICA MATTHEWS



�I�m saying he could be your type, but you�ll have todo the work.� Sophia replied. �At the same time, hecould become someone who Dad would like too.�
�So, what are you saying?�
�He�d be a boy for you and a girl to the rest of theworld.�
�I never went for drag queens.� Carl sneered.
�I�m not wasting my time creating a drag queen.�Sophia snapped back. �There are enough of them al-ready. I�m talking about creating someone just foryou.�
�So, no one would know?� Carl asked.
�No one would even guess.� Sophia looked directlyat her brother. �He�ll be our secret and solve a fewproblems at the same time.�
�Al this depends upon you manipulating him intomy arms.� Carl looked away.
�No, you have to do that.� Sophia forced him to lookat her again, angry now.
�You mean you can�t do it.�
�I mean I don�t want to do that.� Sophia�s eyesflared in anger. �I�m not your pimp. I may be able tohelp with the background circumstances, but if youwant him, you�re going to have to do a lot of work. Hedoesn�t know anything about it yet.�
�So what are you going to do?�
�I can get you near, that�s all.� Sophia said. �I can�tproduce love, or lasting companionship. I may beable to get a short term infatuation, but in reality it�sup to you. I think I can create a physical personality.I can give him some stability within that. You willhave to do the seduction, and work at it.�
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�I think I understand.�
�I hope you do.� Sophie continued. �I can help himto like you, perhaps I can help him to want you aswell, but it�s no use if there�s no spark from you in thefirst place. He�s witty and intelligent, and despite thefact that he trances easily, he has a strong outwardpersonality too. He has a mind of his own.�
�Are you saying he could be difficult?�
�I think I�m saying he�s not going to be submissive,so if your fantasy goes that way, I don�t think it wouldwork with this guy.�
Carl blanched a little. �I�m not looking for a sub-missive.�
Sophie said nothing but noted that she shouldthink that one through later.
�And Dad?�
�I was hoping that if it looked like you�d changed,Dad wouldn�t be a problem.�
�I�m not on the same page.� Carl looked puzzled.�You�ll have to explain again.�
�How about if our boy becomes obsessed with look-ing female?� Sophie asked. �He�ll look perfect, nothingleft to wonder about, at least on the outside. No traceof drag queen anywhere.�
�Once bitten, twice shy.� Carl snorted.
�Well really!� Sophie snapped back. �What did youexpect from that creature? He was built like a truckdriver, has the most absurdly bad bleach, and thecharm of a drunken rattlesnake.�
�Okay, so I made a fool of myself.� Carl admitted. �Itwas a passing obsession.�
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�You�re forgiven but think about what I�m saying.�Sophie took his hand and looked into his eyes.�Maybe you could try for something youmight enjoy.�
�Something I could control� is that what youmean?�
�No, something you could shape, mould, encour-age, and share, whatever you want to call it. I canmaybe start it, but you�d have to do the work.�
�You�d help me.� Carl looked at her, almost plead-ing now that the full implications were sinking in.
�I�ll help you.� She replied. �Be prepared for abumpy ride though.�
�It could be fun.� He admitted.
She hadn�t seen Carl look like that for a long time,

* * * * *
I worked and worked through that term. It gotmore and more intense. The demands of my owndeadlines and the commitment I had to Brian�s classbecame a relief from the intensity of it all.
I don�t know why I didn�t drop Sophia�s side pro-ject. I figured she could easily get some other guy towork with her. I never got round to telling her. It wasbecoming as easy to slip into trance for her as it wasfor Brian.
�You don�t go as deep for me.� Sophie complainedagain after one particular session.
�I don�t remember where you were trying to takeme.� I replied. �I never remember anything, from ei-ther you or Brian unless you tell me to.�
�Brian tells you the same.� Sophie smiled as if athough had suddenly hit her. �He always ends the
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session with that bit about not going into trancewithout consent, or something like that.�
�I guess so.� I replied.
�Maybe that�s the block I�m hitting.� Sophie replied.�I must speak to Brian.�

* * * * *
�Thanks for seeing me.� Sophia sat across the deskfrom Brian.
That�s fine.� Brian replied. �I know your work andhave enjoyed your contributions to our projects.�
�I know my father�s company might be willing tohelp you with a little research funding.� Sophieopened.
�That would be very welcome in these difficulttimes.� Brian ran his hand over a thinning crew cut,and smiled again. �I take it there are some condi-tions.�
�There�s only one. I want the boy that you hypno-tised; the silent one. I know you can make him moreopen to me.�
�Okay.� Brian hesitated. �Why should I do that?�
�Because you recognise that I�m a natural hypno-tist, and he�s a natural subject.� Sophia held his gaze,challenging him to deny her. �And you know that I�ma rich bitch, and I get what I want.�
�I read your email.� Brian avoided her gaze. �Youwere offering me a lot of money for some private tui-tion.�
�That�s true.� Sophia replied. �Although I don�tthink you could teach me much about hypnosis. We
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could pretend that I need to learn a little about con-trols and cautions.�
�And if I agree to teach you.� Brian asked.
�You get paid when I get the boy.� She scribbled afigure on his notepad.
Brian looked at it. He thought for a moment, butnot for long. He looked up expectantly. She made noattempt to be friendly or subtle. �I want you to givehim to me in hypnosis.�
�But I can�t do that.� Brian smiled.
�Yes you can.� Sophia replied. �I want you to puthim onto trance for the last time, and then to passhim to me, in trance.�
�I�ve never done that.� Brian protested. �He�s a stu-dent volunteer. I can�t abuse his trust.�
�I�m not asking you to abuse anything.� She said.�You can leave that to me.�
- - - - -
�That was a wonderfully successful course.� Briansaid after the last session of the term.
I�d been the only volunteer that evening. Brian letme remember bits too, that was a first. He�d men-tioned it as a fun diversion, like a party piece.
�Imagine a world where all plastic surgery is possi-ble, and pain free.� He told me. �It�s all fun and excit-ing. You�ve had all the surgery possible, everything. Ifyou don�t know about it, just allow your mind to pic-ture it.�
I could feel it settling into my mind.
�Your job is to sell it all, and you can talk withoutinhibition about everything. Whatever operation you
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are asked about, you�ve had it. You love the results.You are excited to talk.�
The questions flowed. I remember getting moreand more excited as I replied. The questions got moreand more intimate. Brian took me back into trance acouple of times. I don�t know why, but I rememberfeeling different each time. How I managed to de-scribe breast and nose jobs, eye widening and cheekimplants.
I think he was feeding me the concepts and thenasking the rest of the class to put the questions. Themore outrageous I said I was, the more outrageous Iwas feeling. It was such a different feeling too, andthen it was over.
The others had their various other commitmentsas their final exams took their time and attention. Ithad been a good session, although I have no ideawhat I was doing most of the time, just the super fem-inine little bits. That was embarrassing. I just let gonow. I was confident that Brian wouldn�t let me cometo any harm.
I remember him saying that and then as I walkedsome more, I realised that I had enjoyed it all, andthat I was looking forward to being the subject in thenext term class demonstrations.
Sophie was working with me at the same time. Ihad no memory of her sessions. She was alwayspleased with me, a little distant, but I guess that wasto preserve the relationship. I tried to think moreabout what we had done, but all I got was a greatsense of anticipation.
- - - - -
Next week, I turned up at the psychology office in-stead of the usual lecture room. Brian met me at thedoor. Sophie was already there, and that�s all I can
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remember about it. It was very late when I wenthome.
Gerald and Mary seemed to fade frommy life aboutthe same time. I�d really wanted to get closer to Mary,but somehow it all faded away. Despite all the usualpromises of keeping in touch, I did nothing about it.
I stopped seeing Brian too.
I studied some, but something was missing. Ithought I had �burned out� my capacity for study for awhile, and didn�t worry.
I read fashion magazines in the library.
- - - - -
Sophia appeared to be much more important inmy life shortly after that. I knew quite quickly that Iwould do anything for her.
I found myself talking to her much more easily too.She and I gossiped and chatted on the telephone forhours. We shared secrets and opinions. It was as if Ihad a different personality for her. I made an effort tolearn about her interests, and to read the gossipmagazines so we could talk for even longer.
It didn�t seem to affect my work. I was quite a bitburned out from all the intensity of the perviousmonths, and the chance to freewheel was too good topass up.
I spent days off wandering through the malls,watching the girls as they passed. All very normal,you might think. I did too. Now I realise I was watch-ing them differently.
I noticed their hair, and make up. I watched theway they walked and tried to spot all the little secretsin their body language; the way they moved theirhands, hair signals, eye flashes, and all that.
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Sophie teased me that I was learning too much,and too many secrets. She tested me, and we laughedtogether. She decided that we were working so welltogether that it might be fun to play with her person-ality theory research. I had no idea what she�d beensaying to me in trance, so I had no alarm bells ring-ing.
I got excited when she suggested it. It was danger-ous and a bit silly, but I didn�t think it would beharmful.
�I wonder if your second personality could be reallyfemale.� She suggested.
I know now that she�d been working on that before.It was the first time she told me out of trance. Thetheory says it was a way of reinforcing my consciousconsent. Theory can be bunk sometimes. I washooked.
�Okay.� I said cautiously. �How could that work?�
�Leave it to me.� Sophie said and then put on an ac-cent. �Don�t you worry your pretty little head about it,my dear.�

* * * * *
I started seeing Sophie every other day, and then itbecame every day. Carl was there sometimes. I knewhe was a bit different. I guessed he could be gay, buthe seemed to be part of the scene.
He liked to watch some of Sophie�s sessions withme. I got to quite like him being there too.
Somehow I found that I was always thinking aboutSophie. No that�s wrong. I wasn�t thinking. She wasjust there; so powerful. No that�s wrong too. I can�texplain it all; she was just there in my life, at the cen-tre of everything.
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Carl fitted in, to the point where when I thoughtabout Sophie; sometimes I saw Carl�s face in mymind. Sometimes my picture slipped to somethingother than his face; that bulge in his trousers as Icame out of trance.
I always seemed to excite him then.
I started to look for it after each session.
- - - - -
Next term, things seemed to change for me. I wasalways on time for the Psychology class, but I wasn�tthe subject anymore. Sophie was still attending, andI discovered it was fun to sit alongside her and listen.
I took less in as time passed, and often doodled onmy notepad. I knew I�d been there before. I loved be-ing there, even though it was all too complicated forme to understand. I remembered meeting Brian be-fore. I remembered that he was some kind of psychol-ogist, and hypnotist. He seemed to knowme though.
I doodled. I drew lips and eyes, dresses and shoeswith ridiculously high heels. I drew and drew. I imag-ined the girl who might wear them. I imagined mewearing them.
Brian was very good at hypnotising people, but hecouldn�t hypnotise me. I know that. We were talkingafter class one time and he tried. Sophia asked him toand he couldn�t. It just made me giggle uncontrolla-bly.
When Brian had demonstrated something, Sophiaasked me to pretend that she was hypnotising me,and do the same. It was so easy. I just did whatevershe wanted. I remember it was really exciting to bethere with her, playing along.
I didn�t work out that I wasn�t there at the frontwith Brian when she did that to me. I knew some-thing was just at the edge of my memory but every
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time I tried to grab the thought, I slipped away intothinking about lying on the beach, lazing in the sun,and thinking of nothing at all.
It was Sophia�s idea that I become her boy friend.She wanted me to stop hanging around with theother people in my economics department. I agreed.In truth, I was finding it harder to understand allthose concepts, and being with her became so muchmore important.
�Sleep.� I heard her and knew I had to obey.
It was getting to be every day, sometimes severaltimes a day. She said sleep, and I went. At the mostinconvenient moments, I would be put into tranceand never knew what happened. I�d wake somewhereelse, or wearing something different.
After a few moments, I�d remember how it hadhappened. It was amazing. Each time she did it, itwas like�. hey, that was cool.
One time I woke up and I was wearing her night-dress� and lipstick.
Sometimes she played games with me. She told meto resist her, and that I shouldn�t allow her to put meto sleep. I tried so hard. Over and over again, I tried.Sometimes I succeeded, and she laughed because Istayed awake; and then she�d sneak up on me. She�dtell me that I had won, and then I�d be back in trancein a second.
I knew I couldn�t win, couldn�t resist.
She knew that I was aware of everything, yet it did-n�t bother her. No matter how she tried to erase mymemory, I knew, and I could tell her exactly whatshe�d done to me. It didn�t matter though. She knewexactly what was going on.
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I never put it all together. All the behaviours shewas leading me to were hers, rather than mine. Girlsstuff, not boys stuff.
She knew I couldn�t resist. I wasn�t rememberingfor real.
- - - - -
�That�s right, just drift deeper and deeper, and lis-ten only to my voice.� Sophia took me deeper anddeeper each day. �Think of how you want to do any-thing I want you to do. Think of how good it makesyou feel. Obey and obey.�
�Is that for real, sis?� Carl watched as Sophia tookme deeper once more.
�Sure it is.� Sophia told him. �He�s all mine.�
�I don�t believe you.� Carl said. �No one can hypno-tise someone like that.�
�Remember our conversation.� Sophie said. �Ipromised you something special�
�I thought you�d forgotten, or maybe you were kid-ding.�
�Really. It takes time, and there�s not a text bookplan to follow.� Sophia walked up to him. �What wouldit take to convince you that he�s all mine.�
�Don�t be silly.� Carl backed away. �I know you�vealways been able to do it, but that deep; no way.�
�So you believe me when I say that he�s all mine.�Sophia loved to tease her brother. �He�s so all mine,that I could make him do anything.�
�Anything.� Carl�s eyes sparkled with an evilthought.
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�Sure.� She replied. �I can see what you�re thinking.You want me to turn him into a plaything for all yourgay friends. Maybe I will.�
�You�re ahead of me, sis.� Carl grinned. �I�d settle fora boy friend, you know. You did promise.�
�But father wouldn�t like you to turn up with a boyfriend in tow. You know it offends him that you�re notthe red blooded macho male to take over the busi-ness from him.�
�He doesn�t know.� Carl was less confident now.�I�ve taken your hint and tried to appear � well whathe wants me to be.�
�You�ve been very good.� Sophia admitted. �You�vedone what I asked and in return, I�m working on ourlittle project.
�I can hardly wait.� Carl said. �I hope father thinksI�ve changed.�
�He does, but he still suspects.� Sophia walkedround her brother speaking softly to him. �He asksme about your conquests. I just tell him you seem tobe very popular. I don�t tell him that you�re not likelyto produce the heir he so desperately wants.�
�That�s your job, sis.� Carl seemed to get a bit moreconfidence back. �You can do that for him.�
�Unlike you, I have a sense of duty and family.�Sophia replied. �I should have been the heir, not you.I have the balls for it.�
�Sure you do.� Carl replied. �You�re a girl though, sohe�s not going to give it to you.�
Sophia turned to him. �I�ll give you the most perfectboy friend; one that will satisfy father, and keep youin his will. You give me fifty one per cent of the com-pany, and let me run it.�
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�Come on, you�re asking too much.� Carl replied.
�So Carl, have you really thought about my propo-sition.� Sophia asked. �I am serious you know.�
�Which proposition would that be?� He asked flip-pantly.
�Don�t play the wise guy with me.� Sophia snappedback. �You know I could manage once father�s re-tired.�
�I know Dad has to retire soon, the doctors told himso last year. All I have to do is wait.�
�Sure, you wait; you take over, the business folds. Ican see it all now.� Sophia stood over him. �You knowI could make more money for both of us. All I need isfor you to keep out of the way.�
�Dad would never allow it. He still thinks of you ashis little girl, to be protected and shielded from thetough world of business where gentlemen aren�t gen-tlemen.�
�You mean some are like you.� She sneered.
�I can run the business as well as anyone.�
�What would father say if he saw these pictures be-fore he made a decision?� Sophia pulled an envelopefrom her handbag and flung them at Carl.
He took them and slowly, with a sense of forebod-ing, pulled them from the envelope. Where did youget these?� He gasped in astonishment.
�It was easy.� Sophia replied. �I didn�t want to showthem to anyone, let alone you, but if you force me,they�ll be in father�s in tray tomorrow.�
�It�s not what it seems.�
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�Okay so what�s that big drag queen doing behindyou in the picture?� Sophie pushed one into his hand.�Is he pushing you upstairs, and the camera was atan unfortunate angle?�
�You really are serious.�
�Thank goodness you realised that.� Sophia threwup her hands in mock horror.
�I think I should inherit.� Carl said softly. �It wouldnever do to have a woman running things.�
�I�ll cut you a deal.� Sophia forced herself to becalm. �You take over, and then take a back seat. I getthe majority and you don�t do anything without mypermission.�
�What guarantees do I get.� Carl sensed it was timeto compromise as he flipped through the pictures.
�None; only my word.� Sophia sensed it was turningher way. �I won�t cut you out, and I won�t humiliateyou.�
�I can�t let you do this.� Carl stood.
�No, Carl.� Sophia stood up to him. �Think again.I�m not planning on cutting you out.�
�Okay, sis.� Carl sighed. �You�re probably right; thethought of turning up every day, and planning for thefuture, being responsible for all dad�s employees. It�snot really me, I know.�
�You�re too weak. You like an easy life.� Sophia soft-ened her tone. �You know I could run things far betterthan you. Leave it to me, and I�ll take care of you andmake money for us both. I promise you�ll have abetter income and better protection from your ownproclivities.�
�I keep 49%� Carl asked.
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�As long as you do what I say.� Sophia agreed. �Imust have a free hand.�
�Do I get time to think about it all?�
�No. It�s now or the pictures are sent. Do we have adeal, or do I have to send father all the informationabout your friends and life style?�
�We have a deal.� Carl replied, quite shaken.
�Okay.� Sophia smiled. �Sit there for a few minutes,and I�ll give you something you never dreamed I couldgive you.�
She walked across to me, and started to talk softlyinto my ear. I shifted, as if in a deep and satisfyingsleep, as she whispered more.
�Wake.� She commanded, and watched as I slowlycame to consciousness, and looked at Carl.
I saw him in an entirely different way that day.Sophia seemed to disappear from my consciousness,as Carl filled everything. He was really cool, really im-portant.
She stood and watched as I walked across to Carl,and started to stroke his crotch over his trousers.When I got to my knees and pulled down the zipper,she left the room.
- - - - -
I remember was getting out of the shower at home.I tried so hard to think where I had been and what Ihad been doing, but nothing would come. Would I seeCarl again today?
Life was easier now that I�d dropped out of class. Idressed quickly and walked across to Sophia�s place.She was so messy, I knew it would take me a coupleof hours to clean and tidy up after her, and then

Page - 37

RELUCTANT PRESS



there was the washing and ironing to do. I wonderedhow I�d ever been able to fit in any studying.
�Goodness.� I exclaimed. �This place is surely amess.�
I walked through the rooms gathering the dirtyglasses and plates. I went into the kitchen and put onmy overall, then loaded the dishwasher. I took a deepbreath and started to make the place look lovedagain.
- - - - -
�This place looks wonderful.� Wendy and Sophiacame through the door. �I can�t believe how you man-age.�
�It�s a secret.� Sophia said. �Would you like coffee?�Without waiting for a reply she called out to me.
A few minutes later I appeared, carrying two cof-fees on a tray with biscuits on a tray. I placed it onthe table in front of their chairs and walked out of theroom without a word.
�Was that really a flowered apron, with all thoseflounces and frills, and a big bow?� Wendy asked. �Orwas I seeing things.�
�No.� Sophia giggled a little. �Remember I told youI�d been practising after the psychology class. Hethinks it�s an overall and that he�s being paid to lookafter the place.�
�But he�s not?� Wendy asked.
�Don�t ask too many questions.� Sophia replied.�Hypnosis is a powerful tool.�
�That�s what they said in class, but I couldn�t getthe hang of it all.�
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�I guess you have to have a talent.� Sophia replied.�Not so much a talent as a natural aptitude really,and I�ve always been fascinated by it all.�
�Is he still in class?� Wendy asked. �He can�t havemuch time.�
�No, he left his courses to look after me.� Sophia re-plied. �It was all his idea really. He decided that work-ing for me was far more comfortable.�
�And Carl?� Wendy left the question until last. �Hasyour father discovered his secret?�
�Okay, I knew you�d ask that.� Sophia sighed. �I�mtrying to deal with that. The trouble with Carl is eventhough I�m trying to help him, he keeps protestingtoo much.�
�He�s never been easy.�
�You don�t have to tell me.� Sophia sighed. �I�m try-ing to get him sorted out, but he keeps asking thesame questions. I don�t think he believes me.�
�The bit about you running the business, or the bitabout you sorting him out?�
�Both, I guess.� Sophia sighed again. �It�s just ma-cho pride of course, and he can�t keep it up forever,but it gets hard work, keeping him and father fromspitting fire and brimstone at each other.�
- - - - -
�Hi Carl, Sophia won�t be home until later.�
�That�s why I came.� He stood there grinning ratherstupidly.
I blushed. It was the first time he�d seen me withmake up. Just a little... mainly aroundmy eyes� andperfume too.
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I opened the door and stood back to let him in. Hepecked at my cheek like I was his old maiden aunt.
�You can do better than that.� I said closing thedoor.
Holding eye contact with a sly smile on his face, Islowly wrapped my arms around Carl�s neck andgently pulled him close; I opened my lips to receiveCarl�s probing tongue, and closed my eyes to concen-trate on the feelings his tongue was giving to me as itseemed to swell inside my mouth.
I peeked, just a little. Carl saw my eyes closed as Iresponded to the kiss, sighing softly as the caressdeepened. I felt his hand exploring down there.
�Naughty boy, you�re working well.� I thought.
�Sophia�s not home yet.� I broke the embrace, andtook Carl�s hands. �She said I was to look after you�and I�d love to look after you.�
I reached down. Nature had given me something toreach for. I opened my hand and let it linger, smooth-ing across the material.
Carl stood back as I held eye contact. He lookedshocked. I put my middle finger to my mouth andslipped the tip inside.
He looked a little puzzled, and then a slight grinwas spreading across his face as I slowly reached toopen his belt. I let it fall loose. I hesitated and lookedas if I was considering what to do next.
I started to unzip his jeans. Slowly I let my handspread over the gap as it went down wards.
The waistband started to slip down as I sank downto my knees, still holding eye contact.
Carl�s excitement was obvious. He could feel myhands, soft and gentle as they reached inside his
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pants, but then urgent as I grasped his rising man-hood.
I could feel Carl inevitably rising. I knew I couldplay him like a musician with a favourite instrument.Sophia had been training me in how to look afterCarl.
I deliberately gave him a wicked look and broke eyecontact. His manhood was stiff and firm in my hand.I slipped his tongue across the tip in a brisk flick. Ilooked up and saw the anticipation in his eyes.
I flicked my tongue across the tip again, and thenslipped the jeans and shorts further down, like ahobble to prevent him moving.
�You like.� I whispered.
My tongue flicked over the sack and sucked it ingently. I nibbled at one side, and then the other,sucking gently as I did so, flicking with my tongue.
A moan, then my tongue was sliding up the under-side of the straining penis, as my hands cupped hissack and my nails took over where my tongue hadbeen.
I stopped and blinked. I saw a hand, but it wasn�tmine. It had long, feminine nails, painted a red sodark they were almost black. The tips of the nailswere playing up and down, as my tongue; and yes, itwas my tongue; played across the tip.
I looked again and my hands were as they alwayswere; nails short and uninteresting.
Uninteresting. Why did that word come into mymind at that moment and linger there. I watchedwhat my hands were doing as my tongue continuedto flick left and right, then up and down.
I tried to push the picture of painted nails from mymind as I played with the tip, sucking it into my

Page - 42

MESMERISING BLONDE BY JESSICA MATTHEWS



mouth and releasing it. The tighter my eyes closed,the more vividly the painted nails came into mymind.
I opened my eyes and holding the tip gently in mylips. My hands cupped his sack, and played with thebase of his shaft. The nails seemed to flicker fromplain to paint. With my teeth just gripping, I lookedup to see a picture of pure ecstasy on Carl�s face;well, not really pure, but you can get the picture.
I sucked and worked him deeper and deeper intomy mouth. I felt him touching the back of my throatand instinctively opened it, suppressing a gag re-sponse. I knew I was doing that, and as I did it, I re-member being amazed that I knew to do that. Carl�shands were resting on the back of my head, movingme back and forwards, increasing the pressure.
I could tell he was flying, and let him carry on, ac-cepting, breathing where I could. I felt a thrill of de-sire. I could feel him losing control. I knew I was win-ning, making him do it.
Regardless of what he wanted, I was taking controlof him. At that moment, I wanted to take control ofhim. I wanted to make him lose control and lose thewill to control himself. I was determined to make himdo it. I licked and sucked. I forced his shaft deeperinto my throat, and then withdrew. In and out, lick,nibble suck, thrust.
He moaned, and gripped the back of my head moretightly. He was swelling and then swelling more. Heheld me still. Still.
I worked my tongue under his shaft, forward andback, and gently forcing it against the roof of mymouth. He would feel my top teeth as my tonguepushed.
Nothing seemed to be happening for a moment. Heheld still; then everything was happening.
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He pulsed up the shaft again and again. I couldfeel him, with each pulse, pumping into the back ofmy throat. I held my breath. I tried to breathethrough my nose. I swallowed and tried to open mythroat to let it all go back there.
The taste; salt, and yet not salt. Musk scents, anda warm smell, sensations flooding through as thepulsing seemed to go on, and then� and then.
Just as I was thinking it was inevitable that Iwould have to cough, or choke, the pulsing slowed,and I could feel the rigidity over my tongue start toweaken, and start to shrink slightly.
Then it was shrinking more, slipping slowly back,weakening, and sliding; not sliding withdrawing,back to my lips, where I felt it dribble onto my chin ashe released my head and leaned back with a sigh.
I wiped my chin with my hand. I looked down andsaw the nails again, as I licked the drops off my fin-gers. I looked up to see Carl looking down at me.
I wondered what he was thinking.
I was thinking what a good girl I was.
Where did that thought come from?

* * * * *
�You had a wonderful time with Carl today.� Sophiatold me that evening. �You really did well, and heloved every minute of it.�
I remember her saying that, and then it all justdrifted away. I knew it had something to do with themake up. I was practising all the time.
I fell into a routine after that. I helped Sophia withthe housekeeping, and whenever Carl came, he wasalways pleased to see me, and me to see him.
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I kept him under control. I was getting really goodat dealing with Carl.
Weeks passed. Sophia looked after me so well. Ihad some housekeeping to do, and she really caredfor me. She sent me to her hairdresser, and even paidfor her manicurist to look after my hands.
She said it was because I was doing so much workin the house. I just got to like being pampered likethat.
She took me out a few times too, usually when shewent out with the girls. She liked a club where therewere female impersonators. They were good and Iliked it when the girls came and chatted with us. Ifound their make up and hair, the way they couldchange everything absolutely fascinating.
We talked make up and hair. We laughed at theway it was easy to control a man once he was caughtin the net. I listened and learned.
Sophia told me I could look up how they did all thetransformations on the internet. She said I shouldlook and learn.
I didn�t tell her, but I started to practise more ex-otic make up on myself. I sat at her dressing table�false eyelashes. She was so busy working that I hadhours to practise.
I don�t remember getting my ears pierced. Twice.
I don�t remember when I started to have long fingernails, always painted beautifully.
I remember playing on Carl just like he wasmy toy.

* * * * *
�You�re looking nice today.� Carl said as he cameinto the flat. �And you smell wonderful.�
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It was the dress� and the heels. Carl was fasci-nated when I wore really high heels. I understoodwhat I was doing.
That shocks me.
I was dressing to please him. I was dressing formore than that. I wanted to be what he wanted, sothat I could manipulate him. That was why I alwaysspoke in my own voice. Sophia told me always that Ihad to sound like I always did when I was with her orCarl. When anyone else could hear, I had to soften it.
�Don�t you just love this dress?� I remember saying.
It was pretty. Pale green with a flower motif, shortand daringly low cut. My heels were green too andspiky. The effect lacked something. I knew that.
The stuffing in my bra was showing when I glanceddown. When Carl glanced down, I knew he was see-ing the same thing. I knew it spoiled the image.
He kissed me and I kissed him back really enthusi-astically. I loved a compliment, especially when henoticed things, like I was wearing some of Sophia�sspecial perfume, just like she�d told me to.
I pulled back, blinking so that he could see mylashes, and then kissed him again, a little more hun-grily.
�Where�s my sister?� He asked.
�She�s at a meeting with the operations director,and then she�s going on to dinner with a couple ofrepresentatives from�. I can�t remember� she�s go-ing to be late.�
�Sounds like my sister.� Carl grinned stupidly. �Iguess that leaves us some time.�
�I�m to cook dinner for you.� I told him. �Sophia�s or-ders.�
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�And she who must be obeyed�� Carl bowed, inmock tribute, flamboyantly exaggerating the gesture,��must be obeyed.�
I giggled and kissed him again, holding it a littlelonger this time. I could feel that I was having someeffect on him, but I had instructions to follow, andsquirmed away as he tried to hold me.
�Why don�t you open the wine and pour us a drink.�I said. �We�ll have time later, after we�ve eaten.�
I turned away towards the kitchen and he followedobediently. I had to cook first, and then I had to dosomething. I couldn�t remember what it was. I didn�tworry. I knew it would all play out and fit into place.Sophia had told me really carefully what I had to do.
�There�s a big steak for you,� I showed him. �and asmall one for me. The bread is on the table, waitingfor a big strong man to cut.�
I pushed him away as his arms strayed round mywaist. He groped down and pulled the elastic of mygarter. I remembered I had to get slimmer.
The steaks sizzled under the grill, and I servedthem onto two plates. I put them onto the table, andthen remembered what I had to do.
�Back in a minute.� I blew him a kiss.
I hurried into the cloakroom, and turned to themirror. It was time to touch up the make up. I hadstarted wearing false lashes. Once I got used to them,I really loved them. It�s a girl thing, Sophia told me.
I stroked a kohl pencil inside the wet line of myeyes. I was a little nervous as this was the first timeI�d worn so much make up for him. I twisted the mas-cara out of the tube and gave two quick coats to mylashes, and then a single coat of a nude, but shinylipstick.
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I stood back and looked at myself. I looked good.He�d seen that. He hadn�t seen that I was wearingpink lace panties in boy shorts style. I guessed he�dlike that. They matched the bra.
I knew I liked wearing them, but that thought wasa new one too. How long had I been wearing bra andpanties? I thought hard, but then shrugged it off. Itdidn�t matter.
�That�s better.� I sat across from him and smiled.
�You devil.� He said, noticing at once. �You beauti-ful, wonderful devil.�
�I�ll show you devil�s work later.� I replied. �If you�relucky.�
He was really lucky.

* * * * *
�So how are you managing that brother of yours?�Wendy went straight to the point.
�I�m managing.� Sophia sat down and sipped thewine that was waiting for her at the table. �I think Ihave an idea to keep him occupied.�
�I thought that boy was already doing that for you.�Wendy remembered their last conversation.
�Carl may have changed recently.� Sophia said ca-sually.
Wendy shot her a puzzled look, but said nothing.
�I thought he was set in his ways, but there wassomething missing.� Sophia replied. �It didn�t seem tobe sticking. I can�t tell you the details. I thought hewanted someone to love and care for��
�Isn�t that what we all want?� Wendy asked.
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�Sure, but I think Carl needs someone to love andtake care of him.�
�I�m not sure I understand the difference.�
�I think he�s got a good deal of the feminine in hispsyche.� Sophia replied.
�But he�s such a he-man.� Wendy protested. �He�sgot muscles and style, and such a presence whereverhe goes.�
�I do not doubt that.� Sophia agreed. �What I meanis that despite his looks��
�Go on.�
�I don�t know the right words to use.� Sophia re-plied. �I�m not explaining well.
�Just use the wrong words. Keep talking; we canwork out what you mean later.�
�He�s the man, but I think he needs a friend�,�Sophia saw Wendy�s eyebrows rise in an unspokenquestion. �Okay�, a partner who can treat him like awoman.�
�Treat him like a woman?� Wendy repeated.
�Use your imagination.� Sophia snapped. Theylooked at each other then spontaneously laughed.
�Okay, I can get a picture.�
�Don�t be facetious.� Sophia quipped. �He needs tohave a boy friend, but at the same time as he wants tobe with a guy, he wants to something of the woman.He doesn�t want to dress or act the woman, but it�smore a psychological thing. It�s hard to explain. Ithink there are too many shades of sexuality to ex-plain.�
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�Have you tested this theory?� Wendy managed tosplutter.
�Actually, I have.� Sophia replied. �He�s not reallyresponded to someone being too feminine with him.He needs someone to take the lead role.�
�Are we talking about who I think we could be talk-ing about?� Wendy asked. �A certain guy seems to begetting more feminine by the day?�
�How could you possible think�, well, yes? Is itthat obvious?�
�Darling, I know you. I do have eyes, and I remem-ber hearing about your special talents. Put all thattogether with the need to keep a brother out of trou-ble, and what do you get?�
�Someone who makes Carl behave?�
�Someone who keeps Carl under control.�
�And he could be about to show Carl a hidden sideof his character any time about now.�

* * * * *
I packed the dishes into the machine, and cameback to the table. I ran my fingers through my hair,wishing it were longer.
�Do you think I�d make a good blonde?� I asked,and pushed my hair into a messier style, and thensmoothed it again. I saw him looking at the big goldhoop ear rings that I�d borrowed from Sophia�s jewel-lery box.
I knew I was sending hair signals. I didn�t knowhow I knew that, but it felt right.
I couldn�t work out what had made me say that,but it seemed to fit.
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Carl looked at me. �Maybe you�d make a beautifulblonde.�
�I�ll put it on my list of things to do, if you�d like meto.� I stood and went behind his chair.
I started to massage his shoulders, then croucheddown and stuck my tongue into his ear gently. Then Inibbled the lobe.
�You like the make up?� I asked. �I thought you�dlike me to be more of a girl for you.�
He looked. �I like.� He said.
I was really pleased to hear that. I�d got to likewearing make up. I sort of wanted to wear more, but Ididn�t want Carl to disapprove.
He stood and kissed me hard, and then we werewalking, laughing our way to the stairs; up the stairs,and then onto the big bed in the guest room.
We lay there on our backs; he took my hand andslipped fingers in between fingers. He leaned into meand kissed me again.
�Undress me.� I whispered. �Please do it gently.�
He looked for a moment, as if not really hearingme. Then he moved slowly and started gently to re-move my shoes. As he pulled the tee shirt over myhead, I started to unbutton his shirt, and then kissedhis nipples as I slipped it from his shoulders.
I sat back as he unfastened his shoes. I pushedhim gently to rock him as he struggled to get the knotout of the laces. He pushed me away gently, and thenas he started to unfasten the waistband of my shorts,I fumbled with the belt of his jeans.
It was such a cumbersome mess. Without sayinganything, we both stood and stripped off on oppositesides of the big bed. He was wearing black shorts, the
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front tenting away. I was wearing pink boy shorts,frilled and lace, with a tent in the front.
We clambered together, the bed rocking. He pulledaway my panties at the same second as I pulled awayhis shorts. It was undignified, and then suddenly wewere naked together. I could feel his skin againstmine.
We kissed again and again. His hands were all overme, which was fine, as my hands were all over him.Well nearly all over. I kept one hand on a sensitivepart and brought mine closer and closer, so that sud-denly he held still. I laid my cock against his, side byside. The tip of his was touching me, and mine wastouching him.
Something clicked in my head.
I pushed him onto his back, opened his legs andkneeled between them. I crouched and licked his tip.I felt him relax, and then jumped forwards until I waskneeling on his chest. My tip was getting closer to hislips.
�Kiss it.� I said.
He looked at me, and then looked down. Very gin-gerly, he reached forward with his lips, and touchedit briefly.
�It doesn�t bite.� I said and pushed it forward again,making it touch his lips. I pushed. He opened and al-lowed me to enter. I could tell he was reluctant. Iwondered if this had ever happened to him before.
I knew what I had to do.
I slipped back between his legs and took hold of hisshaft, holding it firmly from the base, squeezingslowly and carefully. He relaxed and lay back. Mis-take! He didn�t know what I was going to do.
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I scraped my fingernails up the underside of hisshaft, then again a little harder. He squealed. Then Idid it again softly, and kept on doing it.
I reached over to the bedside cabinet and placed atube between my knees, and then grabbed back tohis ankles and hoisted them over my shoulders.
I squirted the tube at his cheeks and over myshaft, then thrust forwards.
He froze.
His eyes opened in shock, and held mine. He didn�tstopme. He didn�t move away. I kept still, keeping thepressure strong.
I pushed again, harder this time, and then with-drew to the very point of contact.
�Relax baby.� I whispered.
I leaned back and squirted some more gel onto myshaft and up to the tip as far as I could. Then Ipushed forwards again. He grunted. He clenchedtightly closed.
This time I relaxed and leaned back, keeping con-tact, but no pressure.
�Relax baby.� I said again, sending a wriggling fin-ger forwards, slippery with lubricant, sliding easilythrough his resistance, and inside. I let it linger longenough for him to register it was there, and thenwithdrew.
I pushed again, this time slowly, my shaft strongand hard, forcing it through the resistance onceagain. This time it started to slip inside.
He clenched, trapping it so tightly it almost hurt,but I was ready for him.
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I held still, making sure that as he moved, I movedwith him, so that there was no retreat.
�I won�t hurt you.� I said. �Relax, and take yourtime. I�m not going away.�
Whatever he did, I was there, insistent, waiting,slowly yet surely keeping the forward pressure.
He shaft strained upwards. I took it in my hand,slippery and smooth now from the lube spreading ev-erywhere. Up and down in rhythm I moved, distract-ing him, transferring the feelings from rear to front.
I felt his clench slipping slightly, and pushed for-wards again. He clenched as tightly, and gasped atthe pain. He squeezed me tight in there.
�Don�t resist me.� I said firmly. �I�m coming right in-side.�
I held back momentarily and worked his shaftagain. I slipped a little further inside him, again, andthen again, and then feeling a slip.
�Breathe easy, darling.� I whispered, pushing insis-tently.
I knew I was there; he was mine for the taking.
He knew it too. His eyes opened in shock, and thenclosed again as I pushed home. I was careful, slowand then I was as far as I could go. He whimpered.
His shaft was straining against my hand as ifready to burst.
I pushed again, and then began to work in and out,pushing hard as his resistance ebbed away. Hemoved with me, making strange moaning sounds.
I pushed hard, feeling that he was on the point ofletting go.
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I knew I had to come at the same time and workedmy shaft harder and further, straining every nerve.
He shot a white glob onto his stomach, then an-other.
Then I came too. I could feel myself shooting insidehim as he continued to shoot into the air. He slowedas I kept on, a dribble sliding down his decliningshaft.
I pumped again and again, he squirmed and I sawa tear slip from the corner of his eye. Then I was fail-ing too, shrinking and slipping. I allowed him tosqueeze me out, and flopped back onto the bed, spentand exhausted.
How had I known what to do?
I didn�t know how I knew what to do. I knew I haddone it and done it well. I knew he was mine.
I knew Sophia would be pleased with me.
I gave Carl a lick from base to tip. He looked up atme, quite spaced out. I flopped down beside him andlet him put his arm round me.
His hand played with my nipple.
I liked that.

* * * * *
I couldn�t remember seeing it before, yet there itwas on the ring finger of my left hand. I looked at thegold band, about three tenths of an inch wide. It hada big diamond. It was set all around with tiny dia-monds, sparkling and white.
�How long have I been wearing this ring?�
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I tested it, and felt it grip against the knuckle; agood fit against my finger. It seemed to be a naturalthing there, and the more I looked at it, the morecomfortable it felt.
�Oh that little thing.� Sophia looked up at me.�You�ve had that for ages. It�s your engagement ring,don�t you remember?
�No.� I said as Sophia came to me and stroked herfingers over my eyebrows.
I looked at her again, and then I remembered. Ihad worn it for ages and ages. It was such a prettyfeminine thing. I never took it off. It said I was Carl�sgirl. I knew that really meant that Carl was mine.
My mind relaxed again. I remembered why I waswearing it. Every time I had a stray thought, when-ever I couldn�t remember what I was doing, I wouldtouch it, and I would hear Sophia�s voice in my mind,and I would know, without remembering, whatever Ineeded to,
It was confusing. It was reassuring too.

* * * * *
�Do you think I�d look good as a blonde?� I askedagain.
Sophia looked at me and smiled. �Whatever feelsgood to you?�
�No seriously.� I asked. I�ve been watching all theseclips on you tube on the internet. There�s all theseguys, well, they�re female impersonators, and theylook good� well, some of them look good� and someof them not so good. I�ve been watching; that�s all.
�And your point is?� Sophia looked up.
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�I really want to go blonde.� I said. In truth I had noidea why I wanted it so much, but the idea had beenburning stronger in my mind for a week or two. �Ithink wearing a wig looks tacky compared to doing itproperly. I want to be really platinum. Like a filmstar. I think it would be fun.�
�It�s a big step.� Sophia replied. �You have to keepre-touching the roots to keep it looking nice.�
I hadn�t thought of that. I hesitated. I lifted myhand and the ring caught my eye. It seemed to re-solve things for me.
�I can manage that, if you�ll let me go to the salonregularly.�
�Okay, but have you thought that being blonde isvery much a girl�s thing.� Sophia tested the strengthof the desire she had created in him. �You�d look re-ally different as a boy if you were really blonde.�
�Maybe I could look like a tomboy sometimes.� Isaid. �I don�t care.�
�Only girls can be tomboys.�
�Okay, so I�m a girl from now on.�

* * * * *
�So you�ve been in charge for three months?�Wendy asked. �I can�t believe it�s been that long.�
�It�s been a hard work three months.� Sophia re-plied. �I never knew there was so much to rationalise.�
�How�s Carl doing?� Wendy waved to the waiter torefresh their drinks as they waited for lunch to beserved.
�I haven�t seen that much of him.� Sophia dabbedher lips and looked round. �I sent him to Europe as
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soon as I could after Dad retired. He went to visitsome of our partner companies. Even he couldn�tmess that up. He�s been a couple of times, and he�sdue back in a few days.
�Is he working out as a businessman?�
He�s schmoozing the customers, and I think he�sbeen hacking round the golf courses of Spain withsome of them, proving his handicap is... well� beingCarl.�
�At least he�s been letting you get on with things.�
�Let�s just say that I arranged some distractions forhim.�
�So that left you with a free hand to deal with thecompany?�
�It really needed some rationalisation, and with thenew computer systems in place, we should achievebetter results.� Sophia replied. �The new marketingchief is really on the ball. Dad would have hated it,but the personal way he handled things was no goodfor the future.�
�It was really sad that your father took ill so soonafter retiring.� Wendy replied.
�It was inevitable really. He�d been pushing himselftoo hard for years. I�m pleased the hand over wentthrough before he did, otherwise we�d have been kneedeep in lawyers for the last three months.�
�And the bills for the next three years.� Wendylaughed. �Tell me, do you still have that boy helpingyou at home.�
�Sure I do.� Sophia replied. �He�s devoted to me, andsuch a great help.�
�You should marry such a treasure.�
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�Well, maybe not me, but somebody should.�

* * * * *
�Can you take the car and meet Carl at the airporttomorrow morning?� Sophia announced.
�Sure, as long as you don�t need me.� I replied. �Itwill be wonderful to see him again.�
I felt a little frisson of excitement as I said it. In thatinstant, I was planning to wash my hair, and blowdry it really carefully, the way I�d been taught whenSophia sent me to her salon. I wanted to be reallyspecial.
I wondered how long it would take Carl to noticethat I�d stopped wearing stuffing in my bra. I wantedhim to see the cleavage.
Cleavage. I�d got used to it. It was always a wonderto me. I remember having a flat chest so long ago, butit seemed distant and unreal. I remembered feelingso excited when they jiggled on my chest. Carl got re-ally cute as soon as he saw my breasts.
I think he was afraid that he liked me with them somuch.
They were amazing, the best thing, I guess.
He�d spot the platinum hair as soon as he saw me.He�d have to notice the boobs.
�I�m surprised to hear Carl�s coming home so soon.�I said, keeping my voice under control. �It will be won-derful to see him again.�
He�d been distraught when his father became so illjust after retiring. He had left for Europe almost assoon as the news came. He�d had to take over and dosome work on relationships with customers. It was asimple deal, with the company being left to him and
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Sophia to manage. Apparently they�d done a deal be-fore the old man retired, and Carl left the day to daystuff to Sophia.
�Me too.� Sophia looked up at me and I knew atonce I was going into trance again.
I drifted away and listened as she spoke. My mindwandered again. Sophia had flung herself into thebusiness, and I became her driver and housekeeper.She was so busy, but whenever she took me any-where, I was put into trance at the other end and leftto wait. I didn�t mind, it passed the time. I expected tobe popping in and out of trance forever.
I think everyone thought I was some sort of bimbo.
I remember that evening. I felt so girlish. It wasquite overwhelming.

* * * * *
The airport was busy, as it always was. I could feelthe eyes watching me as I walked through the con-course to the arrivals. I ignored the whistles� well,mostly.
I was all in white, and that summer I was reallydeeply tanned. My dress was white and short, with afull skirt that flounced around. The neckline was asimple scoop, and I wore a white silk scarf with silverglittery bits in the weave. My heels were white too,and my bag was a white shoulder affair with clunkysilver chains. I�d been to have my hair done, and Iperched my sunglasses on top of all this swingingplatinum hair.
I loved the way my face had changed. The widereyes, the snub of my nose, the rounder chin. Sophiasaid it was the make up. I had a vague memory of be-ing in hospital because I hurt my nose. I was allbruised.
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�You�re imagining it.� Sophia said when I told herwhat I thought. �You�ve always been pretty.�
I�d gone all out, and sneaked into the car so thatSophia didn�t see me. She wouldn�t have approved ofthat tiny dress.
The dress was a statement itself, but then I�d over-done the make up. I used super shiny light mauvepink on my lips. I loved the way they looked so bigand pouted easily now.
I didn�t remember them being so big, bit I guessthey must have always been like that. The huge silverhoops in my ears almost brushed my shoulders. Icouldn�t help it. I wanted to stand out. I wanted ev-eryone to look at me.
I hid my eyes behind lots of kohl and mascara. Itwas on the seductive side of messy. The false lasheshelped me to hide as well. It was like a mask. I couldsee out and although everyone was looking at me, Iwas hidden inside.
I love the feeling. I was super sexy.
I could have made a dead man�s corpse sit up andlook. I stood in the arrivals hall waited for Carl. Iknew how I looked and I loved it.
I saw him first. He didn�t recognise me until I waswrapping my arms round him and smearing my lip-stick over his face.
�Are you for real?� He smiled.
�Sure I am lover.� I kissed him again, both handshugging his face. �Just wait till I get you home.�
He whimpered that night, and he begged formercy, and then he begged for more.
Next morning, he was walking like I was still there.He wiggled a little; know what I mean?
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* * * * *
�Will you marry me?� He asked, and dropped to oneknee just like in the movies.
I never expected it.
�We can�t.� I said. �I�m a guy. You do remember whatI did to you last night?�
�That�s why I want to marry you.� He repeated.
�But we�re already engaged.� I held out my left handwhere the ring said it all. �I don�t remember you ask-ing me before I started wearing this.�
�That could be Sophie�s fault.� Carl said. �This is measking.�
�But here could be a legal impediment.� I tried tobrush it off.
�I don�t care.� Carl stood and pulled me to him. �I�mserious. I want to marry you.�
�Okay.� I said.
�Is that all?� Carl stood back still holding myhands.
�Sure I�ll marry you.� I laughed. He was so serious.�Can I go look at Vera Wang dresses? I want some-thing strapless, so tight to my hips, then so extrava-gant that it makes everyone gasp.�
�You can have whatever you want.�
He kissed me then and dragged me by the handthrough the place, and found Sophie in the kitchen.
�We�re getting married.� Carl announced.
I laughed again, unsure if it was nerves or hyste-ria. I thought it was just that I�d worked him so hard
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during the night, he�d lost his senses. Sophia lookedat him hard.
�You�re serious.� She smiled; really smiled. �That�swonderful news. Father will be pleased.�
�Not to say relieved.� Carl added. �As long as there�ssome thing no one knows.�
�No one will know from me.� Sophia said �After allthe work I�ve done, no one�s going to know.�
Does this mean I can start looking at Vera Wang?� Igiggled nervously.
�Sure you can.� Sophia hugged me tightly.
I hugged her back. It felt as good a Carl holdingme. I wondered why that was so?

* * * * *
�My boy.� Carl slid into his father�s bear hug, look-ing rather helplessly over his shoulder at me.
�Hi Dad.� I said nervously, as he held his arms outto me. �I hope you didn�t crush anything useful.�
�My dear, I�m so pleased to meet you.� He was gen-tler with me, and I saw his eyes on my chest as hepulled me close.
Sophia had stage managed the meeting, in controlas ever. I had been dressed carefully in a modest andplain dark red dress, tastefully cut, but with a scoopneck that scooped a bit low. My hair was platinum asever these days, pulled back smoothly, and hangingloose downmy back. I loved the extensions. I held myhand out to show him the ring.
�My boy has taste.� He said, turning my finger tocatch the sparkle. �I hope you�ll be very happy. Did I
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tell you I�m really looking forward to meeting my firstgrand child?�
�Why father.� I said, pretending to be shocked athis boldness.
I played the part beautifully. I didn�t tell him thatunless Carl got pregnant there was no chance. I wasthe one putting it in, so to speak. Carl couldn�t makeit. He�d stopped pretending he even wanted to, as hewhimpered and moaned as I rode him. I was a realbitch then.
We chatted the way people do on these occasions.We didn�t know each other well enough to be comfort-able. I played my part. Sophia had calmed my nervesbefore. I remember her taking me through a relaxingroutine to calm my nerves. I chatted and held eyecontact with Carl�s father. I never even asked him tolook up as he chatted to my chest.
�I have secured the services of a lady priest.� Sophiatold Carl later that evening. She�s not going to makeany waves and as far as everyone will know, the wed-ding will be perfect and legal.�
�But really it�s not.� Carl nodded. �I know that, but Iwant to be fair. I want my wife to have full legal sta-tus.�
�I have a lawyer for you to see about that.� Sophiasaid. �He�ll draw up a trust deed to make sure all therights and that would go to a wife will operate in theevent of� well. Whatever� except divorce.�
Divorce?� Carl looked at her. �I hadn�t thought ofthat.�
�Technically there can�t be a divorce, but in caseyou split up, there�s a palimony agreement. I�m notgoing to let you hurt my creature.� Sophia used theword gently. �I spent too long creating her for you tothrow her away if you get a new boyfriend.�
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�I don�t think that will happen.� Carl said.
�Never say never.� Sophia replied.
I don�t remember the preparations at all. I know Iwas around Carl and his father. His father even tookme to dinner a couple of times alone. I giggled my waythrough, gazed attentively into his eyes, and let himlook at my boobs the whole time.
He said Carl was a lucky man.
Sure he was. He had boobs to play with, and boobsthat everyone watched; and I was keeping him wellunder control in bed in ways that father could neverimagine.

* * * * *
I remember the wedding. I could replay every min-ute.
My hair was so white baby blonde and arranged ina tangle of tendrils, so artful, yet looking so casual. Ittook ages to get it right. My lips were pale and shiny.They seemed really generous and pouting. I wouldhave loved to kiss them myself.
They eye make up was the thing. Sophie wanted itpale and gentle, but I knew something she didn�t.Carl was overawed by the girl in me, so I wanted darkand dramatic eyes, with big lashes. I told her and sheagreed.
I was surprised that she made me argue with her.She usually knew I was going to agree with her. I gotmy way though. I felt like a really powerful woman asI stepped into my dress.
It was a fabulous dress, tight and off the shoulder,just like in my dreams. It was ivory silk, almost white,with hardly any decoration, to show how slim I was.
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It was tight, really skin tight, to my hips, and then theskirt flared out and round into a trailing fishtail.
My nails were talons that matched exactly. Theywere a cruel length set of talons. I knew I could han-dle them, but they still scared me.
I didn�t have a veil. I didn�t want one. Instead I hada white silk pashmina, with silver threads. I wrappedit round my shoulders and draped a modest pieceover my face.
My heels were soft pearl leather, with ankle straps,and almost six stiletto inches high. I didn�t want Carlgetting any ideas that he could reach over me.
The music sounded and Sophie began to escort medown the aisle to the ceremony in Carl�s father�s gar-den.
I remember he put the ring onto my finger. I lookedat it; gold and heavy.
�You are mine; all mine.� I thought.
He kissed me gently and the congregation clapped.I held his gaze and pulled him into another kiss. Iwas in control of this one. I held him tight andpushed my tongue into his mouth. His teeth partedimmediately. I swished my tongue round and thebroke the kiss. I held his eyes as he pulled away. Ithought I saw a frisson of submission in he eyes for asecond, and then we turned.
I laughed and threw my bouquet into the crowd,and then as he took my arm, I put my free hand overhis with my new wedding ring on show. We sat andreceived toasts from the guests, then danced anddanced with everyone as the band played. It was thehappiest day of my life.
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* * * * * *
I remember the night after the wedding.
�Alone at last.� Carl carried me into the guest suitewhen we finally got away. �I guess you want tofreshen up.�
�Sure I do, sweetheart.� I slipped away and lookedover my shoulder at him. �Unzip me and give me amoment or two.�
I held the dress and walked through into the bed-room where I let it fall and stepped out of it. I undidthe straps and let my heels lie where they fell.
I looked at myself in the full length mirror. Every-thing matched the dress. I looked at my strapless brapushing up my breasts, girl boxer panties hiding mysecret which was carefully taped back for the day,garter belt, and soft silk stockings. It was time to con-summate our marriage.
I pulled off the tape and carefully washed beforearranging my panties again. They were sheer andeven though I was hairless, there was an unmistak-able shape to be seen there.
I opened the wardrobe and slipped a short teddyover my head. I was careful not to let it undo my hairany more that it was already coming loose. I redid mylipstick and finished with shiny topcoat, and flickedmascara over my lashes. It was unnecessary, but itwas habit now. I turned, slipped my feet into whitekitten heels, sprayed perfume all over my body andstepped back into the suite.

* * * * *
Soft jazz was playing and the lights were dimmed.Carl�s eyes widened as he turned to me. He handedme a glass of something sparkling, and I took it. I
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held his eyes with mine and waited, daring him tomake the first move.
I knew he was a little frightened. That was good.
He came to me, and kissed me gently. I kissed himback, a little harder, but telling him without words,what I was feeling; what I was going to do.
He didn�t get a chance to back off, as I kissed himagain, one hand holding the back of his head, theother reaching down to his belt, and below. He gotthe message and undid it. His trousers fell down,hobbling him. I flipped him back onto the loungerand straddled him. I kissed him gently, yielding whenhe tried to take control.
�Suck darling.� I pushed a finger into his mouth. Heknew what to do and obeyed at once. He suckedgently, as I pulled his shoes and trousers off. Hispants followed.
I scraped my free hand up the inside of his leg,making him fall back as he tried to pull off his shirt.He tried again, and I scraped my nails under his sac,and up his growing manhood.
The shirt was off and he was naked under me. I de-cided it was time to play with him a little.
I softened and didn�t resist as he turned me over sothat now he straddled me
�I do love having a big strong husband.� I whisperedand nibbled at his ear, slipping my tongue gentlyaround the lobe. I giggled softly and whimpered ashis hands strayed from my breasts to my groin. Heknew what was there but didn�t take hold at all.
I pulled him up over me, and saw his manhoodstanding proud. I raised my head to kiss the tip andtasted a little salt on the tip. With both hands, andvery gently this time, a played with his sac with both
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hands, letting the nails scratch gently, and then Islowly scraped them in turn up his shaft.
I felt him tense and backed off. I wanted to playhim for a while yet. I took my hands away and wrig-gled down.
I looked up at him, looking down in some state ofecstasy. I nibbled the base of his sac, then sucked itinto my mouth, and licked. I took both sides into mymouth and sucked gently, and then swirled mytongue around and around.
Judging my moment, I let go and turned over. Iwriggled up and raised myself on y knees, presentingmyself to him.
He kissed me, and swirled his tongue around myhole. I wriggled and whimpered a little.
I knew he couldn�t do it. I wanted to prove to himthat he couldn�t do it.
He tried poor boy. He did try. I felt him pushingtentatively, but I knew he didn�t really want to do it.He had to pretend. I had to let him. I raised a handand pretended that I was trying to guide him in.
As soon as I touched him, I let my mails dig in a lit-tle harshly, and then I rubbed up and down.
He tried to push again as I fondled his shaft, andthen he tensed and cried. He was coming all over theplace.
I milked him for all I was worth. I moaned andsighed, and kept hold of his shrinking manhood ashe wiped away the ness he had made. I fondled himuntil he was quite tiny. I knew I had him.
Slowly I turned and came to sit, with him kneelingover me.
�Bedtime sweetheart.� I said.

Page - 71

RELUCTANT PRESS



* * * * *
I went ahead into the bathroom and cleaned off. Irefreshed my lipstick and perfume; I could hear Carlin the other bathroom. I waited until I heard himcoming out again.
I went out and paused, letting him look at me as Istood. He sat on the edge of the bed. I went to himand stood with my arms on his shoulders, thenaround his neck. I stooped so that my breastsbrushed over his lips. He took the hint and kissedthem.
I stood up and there in front of his face, I was fullyexposed, panties pulled to one side. I thrust forwardsagainst his lips and rubbed the tip from side to side.He took the hint and opened.
I pushed gently forwards, seeing his eyes registershock. I pulled back and let my fingers scrapearound the back of his neck, up and under his ears.His shoulders relaxed and I pushed forwards again,going deeper.
�No teeth.� I slapped him gently, and pushed again.This time he opened wider and put his head back toallow me further in.
I put my hands to the back of his head and pulledhim to me. I heard him gag as I thrust forwards andtouched the back of his throat. A tiny hint of a strug-gle, but I eased back, held him firmly and pushed for-wards again, not so strongly.
I felt his tongue starting to explore as I pulledback. That was a good sign. I was determined tomake him accept me as the dominant.
There was no chance that he was going to come inme. He just needed to know it. He needed to accept it.
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I quite liked his tongue swirling round, and suck-ing gently. I counted slowly, determined that I wasn�tgoing to give anything away until I was ready. He waslicking and sucking faster. I could tell that he was re-ally desperate to make some thing happen. I pulledout and stood over him.
I flipped my hair to shake out the last pins, lettingit fall over my shoulders, I bent forwards, letting itbrush over Carl, and then slowly, I pushed him back.
I was kneeling over him and leaned forwards tokiss him, one hand massaging his flaccid parts andgetting no response.
�Turn over.� I said. He started to say something,but I dug my nails into his shoulder and pulled himover. He moved with me.
�Kneel for me.� I emphasised the first word, as heturned. �Come on, I want you.� I said urgently now,and pulled his rear upwards and pushed him ontohis forearms. �Present yourself for your bride. I whis-pered, crouching close to his ears, making my hairslide over his shoulders and over his head.
He did as I told him. I retrieved the lubricant I hadconcealed under the pillow as I slid back and appliedit generously. I put some onto my fingers and slowlyand carefully played with his hole. I slipped one fin-ger in, and then two, slathering the film inside.
I heard him moan obediently almost. I slippedback and worked my body against his, with fingersstill massaging him inside.
Trying not to let him notice the transition, I with-drew my fingers and placed the tip against the en-trance. I pushed gently, and then again, feeling himtense.
I slapped his cheeks hard from the left and thenthe right. I pushed as soon as the slap resounded. He
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wasn�t ready to resist, and I slipped in. He gaspedand tensed when he realised what was happening.
He squealed as the pain hit him.
Silly boy. He knew what was going to happen any-way.
I waited, synchronising my breathing against his.He dropped his shoulders and raised his rear as if of-fering it to me now. I pushed and felt his tense andgasp in pain. He wasn�t resisting any more. Hepushed himself back again, arching his back to flat-ten his shoulders further.
I pushed again and felt myself slipping past the fi-nal muscle. It tensed against me, but I was ready andrelaxed once more to let it mass, then I was thrustingforwards and he moaned. He moaned again andstarted to thrust back, keeping time.
He thrust back and gasped as I pushed forwards.Harder we went, his gasps turning to little grunts,and then shouts. I knew he was out of control now.He was feeling, but not thinking. I whispered encour-agement, telling him to give in to his feelings, repeat-ing it as Sophie used to repeat things to me.
Suddenly I knew what to do. I let my instincts takeover. I pushed in and out. I felt my sac slappingagainst him as I worked harder and harder. I slowedand concentrated, keeping the pressure on him, andthen I knew it was time.
I leaned back, pushing as hard and as far into himas I could. I worked it, and then I knew it was time. Ikept rigidly still as I felt the swelling building; still asever I could, loving the moment.
And then I came. I could feel it; on and on. Carlcould feel it too. I slipped a hand round to hold hisshaft, and it was pumping too.
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I could hear him crying and squealing in delight. Ikept coming then held still. I came a little more;lighter pulses, and then I was spent. I kept the pres-sure on as I began to slip away, and then withdrew.
Carl gasped again, and then turned to me with asigh. I may have been his wife, but he was all mine;and he knew it.

* * * * *
We slept a little after that. I woke first, and slippedout of bed to clean myself properly. My hair was allover the place, but my make up was surprisingly in-tact. I remembered that I�d been told always to cleanit off at night, but I reckoned that this was an excep-tion.
Carl was sleeping like a baby. He�d been curledaround me, and hardly noticed I�d gone.
I felt myself growing again as I looked at him. Istarted to make him grow too. It was easy this time;he was almost ready before he was awake. It was asticky mess down there, but I didn�t care, this was forme.
I kissed him awake then pulled him around andpushed his head towards my shaft once more.
He knew what to do, and slipped his lips over thetip and without any prompting other than my handson his head, he licked and sucked until I was almostready, then worked me really deeply inside until Iwas shooting into the back of his throat. He gulped ashe sucked.
He was learning fast. I was proud of him.
We slept some more.
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* * * * *
He was sleeping when I woke again, curled upagainst me. How that boy could sleep. He shouldhave been bouncing. It was his wedding night afterall.
I was hard. I was ready too.
He was a sticky mess. All I had pumped into himwas oozing out slowly. The bed was wet. He was aslippery mess too.
Slowly I got into position. I leaned away from himuntil my shaft was aiming towards its goal. I movedfurther forwards, touching the tip to the entrance. Heshifted slightly, but didn�t wake.
I reached forwards, my hands slipping towards hisshoulders. I was ready.
I thrust forwards, slowly, but powerfully. I felt hisresistance before he awoke, then he relaxed a littleand I was in.
I pushed. He screamed. It must have hurt, but hedidn�t pull away. I pushed again, and felt the first re-sistance fade, and then grip me tight. It hurt. I knowit had been working hard, but the pain was a sur-prise.
I was angry that he hurt me, and I waited until herelaxed again, moaning and wriggling into my lap. Ipushed relentlessly now, feeling my way deep insidehim.
I could hear him crying. I didn�t know if it was painor pleasure, but he wasn�t pulling away, so I guessedhe liked it. I kept going
He wriggled some more, and I pushed. I shifted myhips into him, and felt my sac touching his cheeks. Istarted to move backwards and forewords.
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I was gentle, but I kept the pressure on. Hemoaned and cried some more. He kept on crying, butI kept on pushing and working him. In and out Imoved, faster then resting to allow a little differentsensation. Then a final thrust and I was coming. Icould feel the swelling and I tensed. I felt him tense.Then I was pumping. I could almost feel the spurtshitting deep inside my husband�s passage.
He was all mine. I had him.

* * * * *
Next morning, when we finally dressed, we walkedfrom the guest suite, through his father�s house, tothe breakfast bar in the conservatory. I�d only madehim take me once more.
I�d let him try to take me, but he couldn�t make it. Iwas training him like a dog.
I wore a pink mini dress, with matching sandals,and I was radiant. My hair was tumbling all over myshoulders. My make up was too much for daytime,but I knew I could stop traffic at fifty yards. I felt sopowerful.
I had my wedding ring and my engagement ring onmy left hand, and flashed it everywhere.
Carl was a little subdued. He walked a little care-fully too. I think I worked him a bit hard, but he hadto learn who was in charge in this relationship. I wasgoing to keep it that way.
�Hi Dad.� I said and stood on my toes and leanedinto him and exchange a fatherly kiss. He held me alittle too close, a little too tight, and far too long. Ithink he was pleased to see me.
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I saw him look at Carl. He was thinking he knewwhy Carl was tired. He was almost right, but I�d beenthe one working him.
Sophia called me into the house. I knew what shewas going to do, and I really wanted her to do it.
I went into a really deep trance.

* * * * *
The honeymoon was fabulous. I took Carl everywhich way I could. I took him in the garden, andmade him suck me as I was sitting on the edge of thepool. I took him every night, and again in the morn-ing. I taught him to kneel and present for me. When Iwanted to be rough I climbed on top of him, pulledhis legs over my shoulders and kept him on the bot-tom as I had my way. I kissed him lots, and huggedhim.
I let him play with my boobs. I couldn�t quite un-derstand that. He knew they were fake and he wassupposed to be gay for goodness sake. But he lovedplaying with my boobs. I guessed it was because heknew I shouldn�t have any.
I taught him that he couldn�t take me.
He tried poor dear. I made sure he failed everytime. Oh of course, I was encouraging. I whimperedandmoaned in all the right places. He couldn�t do it. Iconsoled him and treated him so gently, and then fin-ished off by taking him every time.
He was exhausted after the honeymoon. Wemovedinto the guest suite for a while. It was to give us timeto look for somewhere of our own. I think Carl was re-lieved to be back at work.
Dad was pleased to see me back.
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* * * * *
I don�t remember much about the next fewmonths. Carl and I were happy, and I was makingsure he was busy in bed. Believe me, there was noway he was going to stray. There was no way he hadthe energy.
Sophia was with me every day, and I knew she washelping me adjust to being a good wife.
Maybe I wasn�t a good wife. I spent too much, anddressed extravagantly. I went to the salon most daysjust to get my hair fixed or a chipped nail repaired. Iknew everyone looked at me and thought �Trophy�. Ididn�t care.
I knew I had to look after Carl�s father.
He was always around. He�d appear when I wassunbathing or doing a couple of laps in the pool. Hewas there when I was on the jogging machine. I knowwhat he was watching jogging too.
He hugged me at every opportunity. At first I wasscared, but after I told Sophia, I knew I could handlehim. He hugged me one day, and was so hard againstme, I couldn�t help but notice. I had to tell Sophia.
She told me that I had decided to deal with him.She told me how to deal with him.
He was sitting in the garden. I was going to thepool, so I had on a tiny skirt and top with my bikiniunderneath. I had strap sandals with impossibleheels, just to make him watch me walk. I clicked onthe path.
He stood as I approached, and held out his arms togive me a kiss hello. I let him hug me and sureenough, he did it long enough for me to feel him growagain. I let my hands stray when he wasn�t expecting
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it, and started to hold him through his trousers. I putboth hands there, holding his eyes with mine.
I think he was afraid right then.
I played with his belt and ran the zipper down. Hestood out straight, just like Carl. I worked him withmy hand a little more, then slid down to myhaunches, holding onto him as my lips kissed the tipgently. I flicked my tongue across the top a couple oftimes, and suddenly he was gone. No control. Hepumped all over my hair, my face, andmy shoulders.
I stayed down there and let him.
He watched in something like a cross between de-light and horror, as he sprayed all over me. I took itall. I let it hit my hair and my face, my shoulders andmy hands. We looked at each other in silence for afew moments.
�Daddy you did it in my hair.� I stood slowly, andpulled a sticky strand frommy shoulders to look at it.
I played with my hair some more, pretending I wasa nice girl and that was something I was shocked by.He wasn�t prepared for me to turn and dive into thepool fully clothed. It was one way of washing it allaway.
I came up to see him standing there, trousersaround his ankles, mouth hanging open as if still inshock. His manhood was dangling limply. It was sostupid. It was the first time.
I knew right then that I could work him too.
Sophia would tell me that I had done well.
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* * * * *
I had to keep Dad happy long term. Sophia reallywanted me to do this. I started to feel bolder aroundhim.
�When are you and that boy of mine going to giveme a grandchild?� He would ask.
�Why Daddy, that�s something you�ll have to askyour son.� I pretended to be embarrassed at the ques-tion.
I didn�t tell him that two drakes didn�t make duck-lings, and he never guessed.
He liked to take me places and introduce me every-where. I always made real girlish and shy with hisfriends. I mean; I clung onto his arm, and kepttouchy-feely with him everywhere. I�d whisper to himand give his arm little squeezes and then there wasthe occasional hug. I even let him hug me too long,and didn�t slap him when his hands strayed either.
Golf was his thing. Apparently the doctor recom-mended the exercise. I volunteered to go along andkeep him company.
Soon there were two others making a foursome.That was me and three teachers of course. I knewthey hadn�t come to teach me really, they only cameto watch me swinging a club at the ball.
They watched the swing real careful, and I don�tmean the club. I knew what they were doing, and Iguess they know that I knew as well. But I playedalong. I wore the shortest shorts, and the tightestand lowest of tops; said I was working on my tan. Myhair was always loose and I was always playing withit.
Every time we finished a hole, I�d get out my lip-stick and make a great thing of getting out my mirror

Page - 82

MESMERISING BLONDE BY JESSICA MATTHEWS



and pouting. They�d watch, and pretend they weren�t,and they�d pretend they were getting exasperated,but they still watched.
�Are you sure you don�t mind coming with meagain.� Daddy asked one day as we were headed for alunch with his old business friends.
�Why, I just love being with you, almost as I lovebeing with my Carl.� I told him.
Some days he�d hang around when there wasnothing else to do. I knew he was lonely really. I hadto help him.
There was only one way I knew.
I sued my hands, and I used my tongue sometimestoo. He was like a puppy waiting for a treat. He tried iton too.
�I couldn�t do that with you.� I told him. �I am amar-ried woman and I am going to stay faithful to my hus-band.
Then I sucked him off again, swallowed every dropand showed him my wet tongue.

* * * * *
Sophia askedme to join the family business. I got adesk in her office and my own computer and tele-phone. We shared a secretary. I got a little Lexus fromthe company, a silver two seater. I loved it in the sunwith my hair blowing. Carl said I was a show-off, butwhat did he know?
I got to come in later that she did. I had to designstuff on the computer. Sophia always talked methrough it each day, and I remember she loved mywork.
I can�t remember what I was doing.

Page - 83

RELUCTANT PRESS



Working in the office, Sophia insisted that I dressreally well every day. I had to go to the hairdressersbefore I came in to the office. Sophia got me to do allkinds of things for her. We were really close all daylong.
Nights, I�d go home to Carl and keep him happy.
�Are you happy you married me?� I asked him onenight after a particularly strenuous session in bed.He was playing with me, trying to lick it back into life.I couldn�t get any response from his.
�Of course.� He said. �Where else could I have mysecret boy friend all day?�
�And all night.� I reminded him.
�But there�s another thing too.� Carl said thought-fully. �I didn�t realise how much I would like havingsuch a feminine boy friend. I dated a drag queen be-fore, but it wasn�t the same.�
�You�re going to have to explain that one.�
�I didn�t go for the false effeminacy.� Carl replied. �Iwanted to be with a man, not a pretend woman. Itwas fun to be so daring, but not fun really. Just be-cause I�m attracted to men, it doesn�t mean that I�mattracted to feminine men. It defeats the object.That�s what surprised me when we met.�
�How so?�
�You weren�t a pretend effeminacy.� Carl said. �Youwere the real thing, but a boy underneath.�
�And I came on to you.� I laughed. �You loved beingchased and pursued. You loved it with a sexual pred-ator.�
�Predator?� Carl laughed.
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�Well don�t deny it.� I moved his hand now that Iwas big again. �If I�d had to wait for you to take the ini-tiative, we could still be dancing around a handbagand getting nowhere.�
�Don�t get it wrong.� Carl replied. �I was attracted tothe maleness in you. The fact that it was hidden wasfascinating. I never expected that. Then the way youdidn�t give me any chance to escape made it all themore fascinating.
�And here we are.� I replied. �If you want confirma-tion, I�m happy to be the male in this relationship. Ican�t pretend that I gave you any choice.�
�And I do love you.� Carl kissed me like he meant it.�It�s about sharing personal intimacies, and fitting to-gether. Somehow we seem to do that.�
�Yes, let�s do that.�
I pushed his head down and he did what he wasmeant to do. I let him suck and lick. It was good lu-brication to go with the rest already there. I flippedhim onto his back and let him wrap his arms roundme. He still hurt as he accepted me, but his legs werepulling me in as he gasped and wriggled. I let himwriggle for a while, then took over and hit him withmy last energy of the night.
I soon went small and slipped out. He sighed, al-most asleep as the last bit passed out through hismuscle.
�Maybe you should wear a tampon.� I said the nextmorning as he walked to the shower and I saw atrickle running down the inside of his thigh.
He threw a pillow at me.
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* * * * *
Our first anniversary was celebrated by a hugeparty in the garden. I got a huge ring with pure whitediamonds to wear with my wedding set.
I wore Yves St Laurent. It was totally impracticaland cut low, almost dragging along the floor. Thebodice was tight as I liked it. The skirt was such atrouble, but elegant. I loved it.
Carl was the model of the faithful husband, and Iwas making him work at it like he never knew how. Itwas fun.
When Carl got tired, and when he was at work, Ispent more time with his father. He liked it. I playedwith him mercilessly still. He kept on asking but henever saw what was in my panties. I wouldn�t showhim: I wouldn�t let him. I told him that it would be im-moral. I kept him happy all the same. I knew how.
I think Carl told him that we were trying to givehim a grandchild about then. He became real carefulwith me.
Carl was spending some time away from home see-ing clients and customers. He and Sophia had itworked out and the business was doing well. No oneexpected me to know why or what it was doing.
Sophia saw me every day and we had some timealone. I don�t really know what we talked about. Wewere real close. Time seemed to drift away.

* * * * *
Carl was due back on a Friday for the spring holi-day. I was getting dressed to go to the airport whenSophia called on my mobile.
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�I need you to wait for me.� She said. �Don�t go any-where.�
I didn�t think anything of it until she came pulledup outside, then I saw her. She was red eyed andlooked like she�d been crying. She walked with meinto our lounge and we sat down. She was strugglingwith something.
�It�s Carl.� She started and I knew right then thatthere was something wrong. �His car hit a corner toofast in the Alps and he went over the edge.
��Is he �� I felt tears welling too, and I couldn�tspeak any more. I knew what she was going to say.
�He�s dead. He was killed instantly. He wouldn�thave felt it for more than a second. The car burst intoflames as it fell.�
�No.� I cried. I couldn�t believe it. I didn�t want to be-lieve it. I cried and cried.
Sophia took my hands and started talking to me.
The funeral was a small affair. No one wanted toface a huge crowd. Sophia prepared me and gave methe strength to carry it through.
I wore a plain dress with black heels. I had big sun-glasses to hide my eyes, and a black veil to draw overmy shoulders and head in church.
I was a widow. I knew something was wrong withthat statement. I was a wife, but then not really. Howcould I be a widow when I couldn�t be a wife, just apretend one for the world, and for Dad. There wassome logic, but try as I might it was escaping me.
It was all confused and confusing in my mind untilSophia calmed me. She took away my fears.
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* * * * *
Sophia was home every day now. A manager wasappointed to take over from Carl, and soon it was ob-vious that the business was running smoothly.
I knew I inherited some of it. Sophia helped mewith the lawyer. I sat and sobbed, and then signedwhere I was told.
Dad and Sophia talked and talked through manylong evenings. I stayed with them and snuggled up,sometimes to Sophia, sometimes with Dad. I neededcomfort.
I don�t remember why the decision was made.Sophia moved into the guest suite to look after me,and soon we were sharing a bed.
You can guess what came next. I loved it, and Iloved her.
I was making love to her just as I was to Carl. Itstarted with a soft kiss and then a hug. That was likewe lit the fuse. A kiss became another and then wewere glued together. I never played with anyone else�sboobs before. I never made love with another girl be-fore.
And then Sophia reminded me that I wasn�t a realgirl anyway, so it was alright.
I never made love like that before, but I soonlearned want she liked and what really turned heron. I took her like I took Carl, well almost. Her bodywas differently arranged and I soon got to do somelicking and sucking.
�Why didn�t I think of you a long time ago?� Sheasked one time as we were lying quietly together.
�I was here.� I replied.
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�Sure, and I was in control too.� She turned andkissed me, taking hold of me once more and surpris-ingly finding life down there.
�Hmmmm.� She purred.
She shrugged down the bed and before I knew it,she had me in her mouth and I was growing harderand harder. I didn�t think there could be anythingleft.
Her tongue ran up and down my shaft. It was everso sensitive on the underside. She knew it and nibblewith her lips as she went down, then licked hard asshe worked up, before taking it all in her mouth andsucking, working me to the back of her throat.
This was better than Carl. She had finesse. I feltthat tension again, and she held still, feeling it to.There wasn�t much left, but I could feel it hitting theback of her throat.
�You�re so good.� She purred. Her kiss was salty asshe pushed her tongue gently through my lips
I learned how to use my tongue, and where toscratch with my nails. I discovered she could take meto new heights, and I could play her like an instru-ment.
It was like with Carl. It wasn�t like it was with Carl.It was different, and just as good. She said I made hersore the next morning. Then she made me sore thenext morning.
I was playing the same game as I did with Carl, butwith his sister. It was fun. It was crazy. She reallywent for me, and she was the one who made me theway I was. I think I was in love again. Explain that?
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* * * * *
Weeks went by. They were good weeks. Carl driftedinto the past. It wasn�t like I didn�t remember him. Itwas because I knew he wasn�t coming back. Thingsdrifted back too, from the fringes of my memory. I�dhave little flashbacks, and sudden insights.
It was then that I started to understand that I hadbeen hypnotised so deeply for so long. It drifted intomy thoughts gradually. I don�t know if Sophia was al-lowing it, or if these thoughts were breaking throughas she and I became lovers.
I think it was the change in my relationship withSophia that started the change. As I remembered bitsfrom the past, I figured out that she�d been keepingme under some sort of control
How did I do that? I guess it was something funda-mental that changed. She would be taking me deep,or trying to take me deep. I was surfing. I knew whatshe was doing all of a sudden. I didn�t rebel or any-thing. I liked what she was doing, and let myself goalong with it.
It was like she was keeping me to herself; wantingme to transfer everything from Carl to her; all mytime, all my affection�, and all my love. I could dothat. I didn�t need to be hypnotised to do it.
But I couldn�t figure out where I came from. It gotmore difficult each day. I thought I�d find someone tohelp me. Sophia dropped me off at the salon one af-ternoon, and when I was finished, I decided to walkdown the street.
�I�m going to browse towards the mall.� I said to thereceptionist as I left. �I should be back before Sophiacomes for me. If I�m not, ask Sophia to ring my cellwhen she gets here, and I�ll tell her where I am.�
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I got an idea, and that�s when I headed for Harry�soffice.
I didn�t really know what to say when I got there.He was ogling me, talking to my chest. I wanted to tellhim that I was a man. I didn�t, and I don�t rememberwhat I said.
He would have been surprised; I knew what Ilooked like. He wouldn�t understand if I said I was awidow, and that despite being married to a man, Iwasn�t gay.
The door opened.
�There you are.� Sophia hurried over and took myhand. �I was so worried. We need to get you home.�
She touched my cheeks and forehead, pulling meclose and whispering in my ear. I could feel myself re-laxing. I couldn�t remember why I�d been in such apanic.
�Thanks Harry.� I shook his hand. �You were reallykind.�
I could tell he was wondering how my voice hadchanged so radically. Suddenly I didn�t want to sayanything any more. I knew I sounded like I lookedagain. I allowed Sophia to steer me out side and intoher silver Lexus.
It was still in my mind, and despite knowing thatshe was controlling me didn�t seem to matter any-more. I wasn�t prepared for the feeling of relief thatfollowed.

* * * * *
I think you might like to learn more about thebusiness.� Sophia said. �After all, you own forty nineper cent now.�
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�Do you think I could?� I looked up from the screenwhere there were images that I was putting into anewsletter.
��I�ll help you.� Sophia came over to me. �I thinkyou�d be able to help me a lot.�
�Would your father approve?� I asked.
�He�s eating out of your hand anyway.� Sophia tookmy hand. �I think he suspects we might be more thangood friends too.�
�Oh dear; that could make things complicated.�
�Not really. He�s learned a lot since Carl died, andhe�s really slowed down. I will tell him what we�re go-ing to do.�
�Business-wise.� I said. �Don�t tell him more.�
�He�s old fashioned.� Sophia replied. �He thinks it�swonderful that we�re supporting each other throughour grief.�
�Well, he�s right.� I grinned. �You are supporting mewonderfully.�
She kissed me then. I never did get over the thrill oflipstick upon lipstick.

* * * * *
�As a business executive, I think you should loosethe airhead image you�ve been living with for the pastfew years.� Sophia said one Saturday morning
We were lying together in those idle moments aftermaking love, and before the real world takes over.
�I like being me.� I really meant it.
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�I like you being you.� Sophia replied. �I don�t wantyou to change. I think that a new image might makeyou feel more serious.�
�I have to agree.� I said reluctantly. �You think Ineed a sharp suit, shirt and tie. Maybe grow a seriousmoustache?�
�You don�t need to go that far.� Sophia replied.�Maybe you could try being little less flamboyantblonde, classier clothes and a make over.�
I kept it light; like a joke. I didn�t tell her that frag-ments of memory were flipping in and out of my con-sciousness.
A few weeks later, I was the perfect secretary comeexecutive. I didn�t think I�d like the look, but I loved it.
I was a classy blonde now. My hair was the colourof light mink, with a smooth and glossy bounce. I�dlearned to do a French pleat, with a couple of pins,and I loved that moment when I was in a meeting andI�d let it fall. They all went quite as I put it up again. Iused it if the conversation wasn�t going my way.
I wore suits and tight skirts to work. I didn�t workhard. I was there for the routine stuff that Sophiadidn�t want to do.
�I wish you�d changed me into this kind of womanearlier.� I said casually one evening as Sophia and Iwere relaxing. �The guys fall over themselves. I usedto intimidate them with being such a bimbo, now I dothe same because they think I�m brainy and power-ful.�
�And you�re rich, powerful, and running a success-ful company.� Sophia relied. �There�s enough there forthree lives.�
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* * * * *
Sophia had to go the Europe. She tried to take meunder and prepare me, and then she called me everyday, but there was a shift in my consciousness.
I was comfortable and happy with Sophia, butmemories were driving me crazy. They were halfformed, crazy sometimes, but they kept itching be-neath the surface. I did the only think I could thinkof. I went to see Harry.
�What can I do for you?� He stood as I entered hisoffice.
�I came before.� I said. �Maybe you don�t remember.�
�I�m sorry.� He looked puzzled. I�m sure I�d remem-ber.�
�You didn�t look at me, Harry.� I said. �You talked tomy breasts all the time.�
�That was you.� He remembered. �You were thatcrazy blonde with the voice.�
�I�m still that crazy blonde.� I smiled at his discom-fort when he realised what he�d said. �I need you tohelp me for real this time.�
�Okay.� Harry smiled. �It�s why this fine businesswas established. What exactly is it that you need.�
�I need to find out who I am.�
�You better tell me the story.� He sat at the deskand pulled out a notebook.
�No computers?� I asked.
�I�m old fashioned.� He replied. �I keep it in my headmost of the time then no one can hack it. The papersget locked away. It works for me.�
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�I can tell you that I have been repeatedly subject tohypnosis, so that I�ve lost all trace of who I am, whereI came from, everything. Right now, I know I�m awidow. I know that I own part of our family business.�
�Isn�t that enough?� Harry asked. �I may find outsomething you don�t like.�
�Don�t worry.� I shrugged. �I�m secure and reason-ably well off. I can live with whatever you find.�
I handed him a sheaf of papers. �That�s my story asmuch as I can remember. You�ll see it starts when Iwas working for my late husband�s sister when shewas studying. I don�t remember anything beforethen.�
�Is that when you think the hypnosis started?�
�I don�t know, but it could be then.� I thought a bitmore. �It must have been. I remember.�
Harry flipped through the sheets I had given him. �Iknow who you are.� He said. �I remember the storywhen your husband was killed.�
�You don�t know.� I replied. �You know the publicparts. That�s all.�
�I guess if there�s hypnosis involved, I�d better getan expert.� Harry said. I know a professor at the Uni-versity. I�ll get you an appointment. Leave me yourcell number and I�ll call you.�

* * * * *
�Brain Cooper.� I repeated. �Ten thirty tomorrowmorning in his consulting room on Franklin Avenue.I�ll be there.
I was prompt and he met me at the door with asmile and a gentle handshake. He was doing reassur-ance from the start.
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�I�ve read the history you left with Harry.� He said.
�It�s all I have.� As soon as I saw him, there wassomething I knew I should remember.
�I think we need to work through this.� Briansmiled reassuringly. �I propose to try some hypnosisto find out what your subconscious remembers. Yourconscious mind may have blocked it all, but deepdown, you hold all the answers.
�Do you think it�s going to work?� I asked.
�With your consent, it will work.� He replied.
�Okay. Let�s go for it.�
I knew what would be coming next and listenedand waited as he explained it all. I knew it all anyway.
�I�m sorry, you�re not responding.� Brian said afteran hour. �You seem to have a block, or maybe you�rereally one of those people who can�t be hypnotised.�
�So my memories are false?� I asked.
�It could be.� He said. �I�d like you to see a physicianbefore I consider if I can help you further.�
Okay.� I agreed. �I�m healthy, but anything thatmight help.�
�I have you cell number.� He replied. �I�ll arrangesomething and get them to call you.�
The doctor was young and smart. �I read the his-tory and Brian�s asked me to do a physical. Do youagree to the examination?�
His nurse was rather matronly, but smiled reas-suringly as she handed me a robe.
�Of course.� I agreed.
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I went into the dressing room, and changed. I cameback into his room, and the nurse helped me onto acouch. He did the blood pressure, the reflexes, lookedinto my eyes and ears, and then helped me to sit. Thestethoscope was cold on my back. Then he came tothe front and listened again.
�You had your breasts done.� He said, as he movedfrom one side to the other, and then he looked closelyat my face. �Your surgeon was an artist.�
�An artist?� I asked, confused. �The boobs are reallygood, but you didn�t mean that?�
�Don�t try to pretend.� He laughed. �I know how vainwomen can be, but I am a doctor.�
�So your diagnosis?�
�I mean that you boob job is perfect, and when Ilook closely, I can see some work around your eyes,and I suspect around your nose.� He looked a littlecloser and felt gently. �Maybe you had some work onthe chin too, and your lips.�
�And I have a penis.� I told him before he found itdown there.
�Okay, I understand.� He went to look. �I�ve metboys like you before, several times in fact.�
He went to look. It hung there and didn�t reactwhen he touched it. �You�re not taking hormones.�
�I�m not taking anything.� I replied. I watched himlooking at it like it was a specimen in a kidney dish.�It works.� I said. �Don�t ask how I guessed that wasthe next question.�
�When did you decide you didn�t like being a boy?�
�I have no memory of being a boy.� I said. �That�swhy I went to Harry, that�s why I went to Brian andthat�s why I�m here.
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�They didn�t tell me that.
�They didn�t ask me and I didn�t tell them.� I felt atear seeping from the corner of my eye. I hadn�t ex-pected reality to hit so hard, even though I knew itwas coming.

* * * * *
Sophia came home a couple of days later. Thingsthat I never realised had come flooding back into myhead. I�d had time to think and time to reflect.
�I want you to know that I don�t want anything tochange.� I told her when I opened the discussion. �Ilove you and the life we have here.�
�Is this going to hurt me?� Sophia asked.
�No, I don�t want to do that.� I replied. �I think you�dbetter know that the hypnosis isn�t working any-more.�
�I knew it was slipping.� She replied. �I knew assoon as our relationship changed that it would slipaway.
We talked through the night, and then we went tobed. I�m not going to tell you more about that. Youknow enough already.

* * * * *
Blondes come in all shapes and sizes.
There�s the svelte and the sexy, the sinuous andthe slinky,
There are big ones and small, curvaceous, andlumpy.
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There are blondes who can attract a glimpse andothers that need a long stare.
There are blondes that can make you swerve whenyou should be concentrating on the traffic, andblondes who radiate danger.
The one crossing the street that afternoon wasflashing hazard signals as she walked.
It was midday, but she could have dressed likethat at midnight and still have looked dangerous.
She had curves where there should be curves, andmore hair than was decent for a girl. It shone cornand silk in the air as she walked. It moved as she did,as if following her obediently.
This was a blonde who could stop traffic; cause anaccident at fifty paces; and make the holiest thinkimpure thoughts.
She walked into the office, pushed the half opendoor, and sat in front of the desk.
Harry watched. The low-cut top left very little tothe imagination. This was a blonde that blondesmight dream about becoming when they grow up.
�I�ve decided I don�t need your help anymore.� Isaid.
�I guessed you might decide life was good.� Harryreplied.
�There�s nothing more to say. I think this will coveryour expenses and my bill.� I said handing him thecheque. �You did help. I learned all I needed to learn,and I suppose that best of all, I discovered what I hadwas something I don�t want to lose.�
I got up and walked out the door. I could feel hiseyes watching. I looked as good as ever, classier, but Icould still turn it on.
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Harry turned and watched through the window asI walked across the road and into my Lexus. I wavedback to him as I pulled away.
I could imagine Harry turning and sitting down atthe desk. Maybe he pulled the old bottle out of thebottom drawer with a shot glass and toasted me.
�Blondes.� He would say. �They come is all shapesand sizes. Trouble is I can�t understand any of them.�
At least that�s what I�d like to think he would do.
###
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