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SISSY HYPNO

Kent is a regular ladies man, until he has his confidence rattled when a beautiful blonde mistakes him for a woman. Now he’s desperate to get his confidence back and he’s willing to do anything.

So when he overhears a conversation in a club about a series of tapes called ‘The Sissy Hypno Tapes’, he’s intrigued. Apparently very few men can listen to all of them without losing touch with their manhood. Kent downloads the tapes as soon as he’s home, ready to prove that he’s more of a man than all of the poor souls who lost themselves because of some silly recordings.


CHAPTER I

Kent was a man and he was very proud of that fact. He went running almost every morning, worked almost every day, and he always spent his Friday nights in bars, picking up women. Usually he was successful with his pickup attempts, but sometimes he ended up with cold drinks being splashed on his face. “Toxic masculinity,” was the term the angry women used—or sometimes they would call him a ‘misogynist’. Kent liked both—he liked to be reminded that he was a manly man. And he was sure that his manliness was indestructible.

Though he was missing a few manly features. Women were always telling him that he had the best eyelashes. “I would kill to have eyelashes like yours,” they would say—a sentence Kent squirmed at the mere thought of. Also, one time a guy slapped Kent on the ass in a bar, thinking he was a woman from behind. Kent ended up beating the man up—and smashing a chair on the man’s back—before being kicked out and banned from the bar. But unfortunately, Kent did have a slender build, and he wasn’t quite as tall as his friends.

Kent was a busy guy. He didn’t have time to go pump iron at the gym. He worked ten hours each day, sometimes more, and then he still had to make time for his morning runs and his bar hopping and the other hobbies that probably deserved more time than they got. He never understood how men could spend hours in the gym every day. Where did they find the time?

Kent was out with his friend, Andrew, when he saw a beautiful blonde standing at the street corner, waiting for the light to change. Andrew saw her at the same moment, and both men were stopped in their tracks. She looked familiar, though Kent couldn’t figure out why. She had long, smooth legs, which looked even longer thanks to her tiny skirt and tall heels. She wore a white crop top that would have been translucent under the right light—and Kent was praying for that light now. Her lips were plump but light, like a nice slab of Angel food cake, and her eyes were big like they belonged on some anime character. “Look at that,” Andrew said after a moment of complete silence.

“Look at that,” Kent replied.

“Think I’ll ever meet a girl like that?” Andrew asked as he scratched the hairs on his chin. Andrew was recently divorced and back on the hunt for a new partner. He’d asked Kent the same question about a dozen times over the past week, but never because of a girl like the blonde standing in front of them now.

“No,” Kent said bluntly. “Not unless you go meet this one right now.”

He looked over at Andrew and saw that his face was turning a dark shade of red. His body looked tense and uncomfortable, as if the mere suggestion of approaching the beauty was unheard of. “W—What?” Andrew said, stuttering like a terrified teenager.

“Go talk to her. I don’t see any rings on her fingers.”

“I’m probably not her type.”

“How could you know?” Kent said with a big smirk. He liked watching his friend squirm. He liked feeling like the cool one, the calm one, the one that didn’t become red at the sight of a beautiful woman. Kent knew women—he knew how to talk to them and he knew how to seduce them, and they were all the same: beautiful or not. This blonde may have been particularly beautiful, but she was still just a woman, still just an easy target. “Just go and say hi. If she rejects you, who cares?”

Andrew looked over at Kent. His face was dark red now. “Why don’t you go talk to her if you think you’re such a big man,” he said.

Kent was tempted to freeze up, but he fought back the urge. He had to stay loose and cool. He wanted to impress his friend and prove how macho he could be, even though Andrew already knew how macho Kent could be. Andrew had been there numerous times when Kent successfully wooed women at the bars. Kent had felt the hand of Andrew patting his back many times, and this time would be no different.

“Fine,” Kent said, straightening his back and puffing out his chest like a gorilla ready to find his mate. He took a deep breath and then started towards the stunning blonde. He took two steps and then a bus cruised by—and on that bus was a picture of the blonde, posing with almost nothing on her body. She was a model for a big perfume brand—that’s how Kent and Andrew knew her. A cold tingle crawled up Kent’s spine. Maybe this girl wouldn’t be quite as easy as the girls Kent normally hit on at the bars. Maybe this girl was different.

Kent bit his tongue and powered on. He couldn’t let anxiety take over. He was a man and he had to prove it—even though a TV commercial was now on repeat in his mind: the one where the beautiful blonde sprays the perfume on her mostly naked body as an incredibly well-built stud walks up behind her and kisses her on the neck. Kent was a good-looking guy, but he didn’t look quite like the man in that ad. And now, Kent was wondering if the beautiful blonde and that man fucked after that commercial shoot. She could easily get a man like that—the TV studios apparently seemed to think so. But that was all fake. The actor in that ad was probably a homosexual and not at all interested in the blonde. And all of those muscles weren’t built from working on the farm—they were from tedious hours in the gym. Muscles should be built through work, not through the gym; that’s what Kent thought, anyway.

Kent stepped up next to the beauty and brushed against her body. He was going to use one of his oldest and truest techniques to start a conversation: leading in with an apology and a smile. But his plan quickly fell apart as soon as the blonde said, in her thick Swedish accent, “Oh, excuse me, miss.” Kent’s heart skipped a beat and then he could feel the blood rushing into his cheeks. Did she just say miss? Did she think that Kent was a woman?

Kent looked into the woman’s eyes and then he watched as she pressed her fingers against her lips. “Oh, I’m sorry. I mean sir. Sorry about that.”

“I—I’m not a miss,” Kent said, though he wasn’t sure why he said it. He felt so stupid for letting those words slip off of his tongue. An awkward tingle rang through his whole body and then the light turned green. The woman started walking away, leaving Kent on the street corner with one of the worst feelings ever lingering in his gut.

And then he felt Andrew’s hand pat him on the back, this time out of pity. “Did I hear you tell that woman that you weren’t a woman?” he asked with a big grin in his voice.

“Screw you,” Kent said, his voice suddenly shaken. He’d been rejected before, many times, but he didn’t mind rejection. This wasn’t rejection. This was something so much more worse than rejection. Kent suddenly felt so small and weak.

Andrew laughed. “A little bit insecure about our masculinity, are we?”

Kent spun around and grabbed Andrew by his shirt collar. He pulled him in tight and took a deep breath. “Watch your fucking mouth,” Kent said through tightly clenched teeth. Andrew’s face was suddenly white.

“Sorry,” he said.

“Damn right you are,” said Kent as he let go. “I need a beer. Let’s get a beer.” Kent looked around until he spotted the closest pub. And then he started towards it without waiting for Andrew to agree. Andrew followed closely behind like a little dog with terrible separation anxiety.


CHAPTER II

Andrew had his pity face on, and it wouldn’t go away. Kent kept trying to talk about other things, but that damned face just wouldn’t go away. “Can you wipe that depressing look off of your stupid face please?” Kent finally said after trying to talk about the football that was playing on the big screen across the bar.

“What face?” Andrew said.

“You know what face,” said Kent. “So she mistook me as a woman—she didn’t even look at me. She only saw me very briefly from behind. Get over it.”

“Whatever face you think you’re seeing is in your head. I think you just need to get over it. I was confused for a woman just the other day—that’s why I went and got this haircut,” Andrew said casually, as if being confused for a woman wasn’t that big of a deal. But it was a big deal—it was a huge deal, even if it was just because of a quick glimpse of the back of Kent’s head. What about the hundreds of people who drove past Kent every morning when he was out for his runs? Did they see him from behind and think he was a woman? Had any of them ever checked out his ass, thinking it was a woman’s ass? And when he walked to work—the men walking behind him—were they ever staring at his rear-end, thinking they were staring at a cute girl’s tush? “I don’t look like a woman,” Kent said.

“Of course you don’t. You just have a small frame. Lots of people have small frames—men and women. I mean, mostly women, but it’s not like it’s a feminine trait or anything. Women have long hair but some men have long hair too.”

Kent wanted to throw a punch over the table. He couldn’t tell if Andrew was picking on him or if he was just being his usual idiot self… Probably the latter, but that didn’t make it any less annoying. “I don’t have long hair,” said Kent.

“No, I know,” Andrew said.

“So what are you saying?”

Andrew sighed. “I’m saying you need to get over it. Be a little bit more secure about your masculinity. Don’t worry about what other people think.”

Kent bit down on his tongue—almost hard enough to draw blood. “I’m more secure about my masculinity than anyone you know. That’s what makes this so annoying. I’ve slept with nearly one hundred girls in my life—maybe more than a hundred. And lots of them were hotter than that blonde.” Kent was stretching the truth, but it was for a good cause. He’d slept with nearly one hundred girls, but he knew none of them were super-model-tier like the blonde on that street corner.

“I know,” said Andrew, nodding his head as he took a long sip from his beer. “So just laugh it off. It happens. Maybe she didn’t have her glasses on or something. Or, like you said, maybe she didn’t even look at you. Maybe she just says ‘miss’ to everyone.” And that urge to punch Andrew in the face came back and had to be repressed again.

“Maybe we should go out to a bar tonight, and I’ll show you how to pick up a beautiful woman—a hotter woman than that blonde chick,” Kent said, taking a long sip from his own beer, wishing it was twice as strong and twice as fast to enter into his bloodstream.

“Sure. Sounds good,” said Andrew with that voice full of pity. Kent tried to ignore it. He looked back up at the football game and tried to change the subject again.

They went their separate ways after their beer. Kent had to shower and shave and make sure he looked his best if he was going to prove to his friend that he could get any girl he wanted—and if he was going to prove that he was a manly man and not some pathetic sissy.

The plan was to meet up at Roxy at 10:00 PM. It was Friday night, which was the best night for picking up young, pretty girls. In his best clothes, Kent took a cab down to the busy bar and got himself into the line-up a few minutes early. He knew from years of experience that the lines got out of control after 10:00 PM, and he knew exactly how quickly a cab could get him from his house to the popular bar. And he got himself a good spot in line. A few minutes after he arrived, the line-up was already around the block.

Andrew was running late, which wasn’t unusual. Kent didn’t mind. He liked being alone at the bars. He always assumed he was more approachable when he was by himself.

And normally, Kent would have used that lonely time to check out the night’s selection of girls. Standing in line was always a good opportunity to make eye-contact with a few different girls, to get on their radars so that making a move would be easier later on. One time Kent even took a girl home before he got to the front of the line—it was easy to do when it was cold out. Girls, dressed in their skimpiest little outfits, are usually quick to hop on the opportunity to go someplace warm, even if that place is a man’s apartment. And the girls in bar line-ups at 10:00 PM are usually already a little bit drunk from pre-drinking with their friends.

But now, Kent was too afraid to look around. He was worried he would look back and see girls pointing and laughing at him because of his apparently feminine figure. He was afraid he would show his face and people would realize he was a man, and then they would all start laughing. So he kept his gaze down while his heart pounded. Why couldn’t he get over that blonde’s stupid little blunder? Why was he so hung up on the fact she called him ‘miss’? He knew he didn’t look like a miss. He’d picked up nearly one hundred girls in just a few years. Surely they weren’t all sleeping with him because they pitied him, or because they had lesbian fantasies that they were too afraid to act on. Girls liked Kent because he was unapologetically manly.

Twenty minutes went by and Andrew still was nowhere to be seen. Kent reached the front of the line. “By yourself?” the bouncer asked.

And Kent felt awkward when he said, “Just me.” The bouncer gave him a sad look and then he let him into the bar. But Kent knew he would rebound. He would shake off the pity, and soon, people would be looking at him with envy.

He went straight to the crowded bar. He knew he would have to fight his way to the bartender if he was going to get a drink, and that meant bumping into a few people. But what if he bumped into them and they called him ‘miss’? What if some guy decided to cop a feel of his ass while he was leaning over the bar? Kent moved up and down the long bar, trying to find an opening, hoping he wouldn’t have to fight for a spot—but there were no openings. He kept trying for nearly fifteen minutes before giving up.

And now, he felt vulnerable. No matter what direction he was facing, his back was facing a crowd. And would that crowd think he was a woman? Slowly, he migrated towards the corner of the bar, so he could ensure that his back was only facing a wall, so no one would mistake him for a female. It took a few minutes to make it to the corner, trying not to bump into anyone, and trying not to make eye contact with anyone who might be snickering at his apparently unfortunate figure.

His heart was pounding. He’d never been like this before: so vulnerable and self-conscious. He wished it would go away. He wished he could be his normal self. He would never pick up a girl with this lousy state of mind.

He found himself standing with all of the rejects: the guys who were too afraid to talk to girls and too afraid to fight their way to the bar. Kent could feel their negative energy radiating off of their slouched and quiet bodies. There were fifteen of them, but none of them spoke a word. None of them made eye contact. They all had their designated spots on the floor to stare at, and that’s where their gazes stayed. Why were they even at the bar? Were they there with friends? Were they hoping girls would approach them and fire up conversations?

Kent pulled out his phone and sent Andrew a text message. “Where the hell are you?” he asked. Then he stood with those beta males for the next fifteen minutes while he waited for a reply. The music in the bar seemed louder than usual. The girls seemed prettier—intimidatingly pretty. The men seemed more handsome—far more handsome than Kent, so how could Kent have any chance at all?

He knew it was all in his head. He knew the crowd was the same and the music was just set to its pre-programmed level. He knew he needed to just slap himself on the face and snap out from his funk, but he just couldn’t do it. That blonde Swedish model ruined his ego. Now he was just praying that the damage wasn’t permanent.

He couldn’t linger with those beta males for too long. He knew their terrible energy would soon seep into his bones and ruin him for good. So he started to move, around the bar, hoping to find some spark of inspiration—maybe he would make eye-contact with a pretty girl and she would smile and that would be the end of this terrible phase. That’s all he needed: one little smile from a pretty girl.

He forced his gaze up, off of the floor. Whenever a girl looked his way, he dated his gaze away, and then he forced his gaze back. He managed to make eye contact with a few girls, but he couldn’t manage to smile, so he got nothing in return. So far, his plight was a bust. But he kept trying.

He made his way back towards the bar. He scanned the crowd and his gaze met with a young blonde who happened to look a little bit like the blonde on the street corner. She gave Kent a nice little smile, and then Kent looked away quickly, his heart pounding. What if that smile wasn’t sincere? What if she was actually smiling while trying not to laugh at his small stature? Kent’s head was suddenly spinning. He was starting to hate himself and his body. Maybe he needed to start spending hours a day in the gym. Maybe he could cut down his hours at work and maybe he could stop going for runs. Surely no one would mistake him for a girl if he had big, thick tree trunk arms, and abs that pushed through whatever tight shirt he wore.

It wasn’t long before Kent found himself back in the corner of the bar, in the safe comfort of the men who couldn’t look up from the ground. At least they weren’t looking at him and judging him. At least he could understand how they felt.

And then Kent spotted two guys who seemed happy and confident. They were chatting with each other and laughing. One of the men had a body that wasn’t too different from Kent’s body: short and thin. But he didn’t seem to be having any self-confidence issues. So Kent cautiously approached the duo, hoping to get a taste of their energy so that he could pull himself out from his funk.

They were talking about football and manly things. Then the smaller man started talking about his job cutting down trees outside of town. “My brother finally dropped out of college,” said the larger of the two men. “He’s finally going to get a job working with his hands like a real man.” Kent kept his distance, but made sure he was close enough to overhear the macho conversation. It was nice, basking in a bit of manliness, refreshing his brain on what it meant to be a man.

“So your brother is over that phase, huh?” said the smaller man.

“I think so. He went through that whole deconditioning. It was pretty rough. I still can’t believe that’s a thing.”

“I wouldn’t believe it had you not told me about it. I had to look it up.”

“You didn’t try it, did you?”

“No—of course not. I’m not going to fuck with that mind trickery stuff. I’ve got a good thing going.”

“Good. Don’t try it. My brother thought he could beat it—thought he was man enough that it wouldn’t affect him.”

“I like to think that I’m man enough that it wouldn’t affect me, but I’m not about to risk it. I saw all of those pictures of the guys who tried and failed.”

“Good. Just stay away from it.”

And Kent was suddenly overwhelmed with curiosity. What were these guys talking about? What did this guy’s brother try that he had to go through some sort of strange deconditioning? So Kent stepped up and nudged himself into the conversation. “Excuse me. Sorry. I just overheard you guys talking, and I was wondering what you were talking about.” It felt good to hear his own voice. It felt good to be able to speak and overcome his awkward and unexpected shyness, even if it was just with two guys.

The two guys looked at Kent. “His brother,” said the man with Kent’s similar build, “tried to do that sissy hypno test thing, and it ended up screwing up his brain.”

Kent shook his head. “I don’t know what any of that means.”

The larger man piped up. “It’s this thing that’s going around. You’re supposed to put headphones on when you go to sleep and listen to this recording. You do it for a week, and if you still call yourself a man at the end of the week, then you’re a real man. But if you end up becoming a sissy, then you lose. Don’t try it though, man. I don’t know anything about you, but from what I’ve heard, everyone loses.”

Kent shook his head again. “I don’t get it. It’s just a recording?”

“It’s seven recordings. You listen to one each night, while you sleep. You haven’t heard of this?”

“No.”

“Look it up—it’s super fucked up. But don’t do it—whatever you do, don’t try it. You might think it’s funny, but it’s serious.”

So when Kent got home an hour later, he looked it up. He found a post about it on Reddit. The poster was calling it ‘The ultimate way to test your manliness’. And Kent was intrigued. He read through the post. Essentially, it was just seven five-hour long recordings of a woman’s voice. She apparently starts by talking about how much she likes shopping at the mall, and then the recordings get more and more intense. But the poster didn’t say how they got more intense. “But you’ll be asleep, and you won’t remember any of it.”

Kent downloaded the first five-hour recording and played a bit of it. It seemed harmless: literally just a girl with a British accent talking about how she likes trying on different pairs of shoes. “That’s it?” Kent said aloud. Then he found a website full of people who failed—and they were happy that they failed. “I’m so glad I did the test. I love my new sissy life.” They would post pictures of themselves all dolled up in women’s clothing and makeup. It was a terrifying sight—and Kent was sure that it was fake. There was no way a recording could turn a sane straight man into that. It must have been a farce. The site must have been fake—made by a bunch of kids as a joke. When Kent was a kid, kids would dare each other to go into a dark bathroom, look in the mirror, and say “Bloody Mary” three times. And everyone would chicken out. This was probably no different.

But then what were those guys talking about in the bar? The deconditioning websites were real. There was even a facility in New Hampshire that offered a ‘Ten Day Sissy Hypno Deconditioning Retreat’. And it certainly looked real. The site was full of pictures and testimonies. It seemed like too much work for a simple little gag.

So if it was real, was it really the ultimate test of one’s manliness? If Kent could listen to all seven recordings over the next week and still be happy as a straight, normal man, did that mean that he was truly a manly man, no matter what any Swedish models said to him on the street?

Kent grabbed a pair of headphones and went off to bed with his computer by his side. He was tired and pretty sure he would fall asleep immediately. He started the recording and then he closed his eyes. He figured he could just stop the test if he was feeling like it was actually affecting his mind. But he was positive that he would wake up in the morning feeling no different than how he felt right now. Hell, he might even wake up feeling better about his masculinity.

“My favourite store in the mall is Saks 5th Avenue. They have the cutest shoes, though I can’t afford any of them. I dated a rich guy a few years ago who would buy me whatever I wanted. He bought me the most adorable pair of Manolo Blahniks. They’re black with a red lining. Oh my God, you would drool if you saw them. They look so cute when I wear a little black skirt. I’m always catching guys staring at my legs.”

Kent laughed at the ridiculousness of the recording. And then, within two minutes of the mindless blabber, he was asleep.


CHAPTER III

When he woke up, the recording was over. He sat up and pulled the headphones out from his ears and then he yawned and stretched out his arms. He felt better. Right away he remembered the incident on the street corner with the beautiful blonde Swedish woman, but now it didn’t seem like such a big deal. Andrew was probably right: she probably didn’t even look at him before saying it.

He stood up and looked down at his computer. He saw that the recording had reached its end, probably around 5:00 AM. He felt no different. He didn’t feel like he wanted to go to the mall to buy shoes, and he still wasn’t even sure what Manolo Blahniks even were. So he smiled, feeling like he’d successfully overcame the first of the sissy hypno challenges. He was one step closer to being a manly man in the eyes of all of the men who were terrified of these silly recordings. In fact, he was looking forward to the night so he could power through another recording and feel even more macho.

He had a smile on his face as he went to brush his teeth and shave and shower. In the shower, the pressure from the warm water made his cock hard, and it seemed like a good opportunity to rub one out before starting his Saturday, which he had free.

He closed his eyes and pictured that blonde Swedish babe, mostly naked, and glistening with warm, feminine sweat. In his imagination he stepped up behind her and gently cupped her soft breasts. If he couldn’t fuck her in real life, he could at least masturbate to the thought of her sucking his cock. So in his imagination, she sunk down to her knees and started to suck his long, throbbing erection. She was great with her tongue, slurping along his throbbing shaft, bobbing her head quickly, getting the tip of his cock down her throat without gagging.

She had a hand between her thighs. She was rubbing her clit in fast circles, moaning slightly as fluid began to dribble out of her, dripping off of her dangling labia.

Kent could feel his orgasm quickly approaching. He tightened his grip on his cock and started beating it faster. He took a deep breath in and then he let a long, relaxed breath of air out. “Suck it,” he whispered as he pumped faster and faster. “C’mon, suck it.”

The beauty bobbed her head fast in his mind. She pressed her lips firmly around his girth and spit began to dribble out the sides of her lips. Then she reached a hand around to Kent’s rear and she began to press a finger into his butthole. She pressed it in deep and then she began to thrust it in and out. It felt strangely nice, making Kent’s cock even harder—towering high and throbbing more intensely than ever before. “Shit,” Kent muttered, strangely aroused by the fun little addition.

She pressed her finger in to the knuckle and then Kent spewed warm cum into her mouth. He couldn’t hold on any longer. The euphoria was too great. His legs trembled and nearly buckled and a shot of warm pleasure shot up his spine. Then he opened his eyes and watched as the last strand of cum fell out from the tip of his dick onto the shower floor. And then he realized he had a finger up his own asshole. He pulled it out quickly. “What the fuck,” he said, rinsing it off and then scrubbing it with plenty of soap.

His heart stuttered and coughed as a possibility came into his mind: maybe it was because of the recording. He quickly shook away the thought. No tape can make a man subconsciously stick a finger into his butthole. It was just a fantasy that got away from him—just a little impulse that he failed to control because he was tired and still worked up from a busy workweek.

Though now there was a lingering dread in his gut. He couldn’t stop thinking: what if that was because of that tape?

He was just about to leave his house when that lingering dread became overwhelming. He had the urge to go and listen to that tape, to the later part of the tape that would have been playing while he was in a deep sleep. He scrubbed to the last minute of the five-hour recording and then he pressed play. “You look so cute in those heels. Your legs are perfect. Do you like it when I finger your little boy-pussy? I wish I had an ass like yours. Look at yourself in the mirror. Don’t you just look so cute? Oh my God, I’ve got my whole finger deep in your boy-pussy. I can feel you clenching. I bet I can make you come. Bend over just a little bit more—that’s it. Right there. Can you feel that? You’re so hard, and your cute little dick is drooling. Oops, I think your girlfriend is home from work! Better get undressed before she finds you like this. I’ll see you tomorrow, beautiful.”

Now his heart was pounding. Surely it was just a coincidence. Or maybe he subconsciously got the idea from the tape—that didn’t mean the tape made him do it. It was just a stupid recording of a woman’s voice, and nothing else.

Kent deleted the recording and he left to go get some breakfast and some coffee. More than anything, he needed coffee.

Andrew met up with him at their usual diner, Red’s Diner. He took a seat next to Kent and then let a long groan out. “Where were you last night?” he asked.

“Where was I?” Kent said. “Where the hell were you?”

“I was at the bar, waiting for you. I had like three drinks and then I finally gave up on waiting. I went and met up with Kyle and those guys.”

“I was at the bar all night. I don’t know what you’re on about,” said Kent.

Andrew shook his head and shrugged his shoulders. “We must have just missed each other, I guess.”

“I sent you messages.”

“Oh yeah, I didn’t have my phone on me. It was dead, so I left it at home to charge. Sorry about that.” He checked his phone now. “Oh yeah, look at that. You did message me.” He laughed. I don’t know how we didn’t see each other.” But Kent knew why he didn’t see Andrew: because he spent most of the night staring at the ground, afraid to look up and meet eyes with anyone.

Two women came into the diner and sat down in the booth next to Andrew and Kent. Kent looked over and smiled at one of the women, and she smiled back. She was cute, with her blonde hair cut short and a black choker around her throat. Girls who wear chokers out to bars are always looking for sex. Girls who wear chokers out of the house on a Saturday morning are usually looking to be gang-banged and bukkaked. Kent looked down to check out the woman’s lower half. She was wearing a tiny black skirt and long black leggings. She looked cute with her little crop top and—

Kent looked away quickly when he realized he was looking at a man in women’s clothing. That choker was covering an Adam’s apple and that crop top was covering a padded bra. It was her shoulders that gave her away, and the muscle definition in her arms and her abdomen. Girls aren’t quite that rugged—even the ones who spend half their lives working out.

The ‘girl’ sitting across from the little blonde was also a man in disguise, much less convincing than the blonde. Her long brunette hair was obviously a wig, and her makeup wasn’t great. Though her body could have fooled most men—and it had fooled Kent for a moment.

Andrew looked over for a few seconds and then he looked back at Kent with a grin. “Cute blonde,” he said. “Think I’ll ever meet a girl like that?”

“It’s a man,” Kent hushed. He felt redness covering his face.

Andrew looked back over and then back at Kent, now with wide eyes. “What? What do you mean?”

“Look at the throat, and the shoulders.”

But Andrew didn’t have to look (though he did) because the girls started talking. And their voices gave them away more than their Adam’s apples ever could. “I just love that skirt on you,” said the brunette to the blonde.

“Oh, thanks,” said the blonde. “I got it at Aritzia. Isn’t it just so cute?”

“It’s adorable.”

Andrew’s face was white with embarrassment. He tried to smile it off, but the embarrassment was just too intense. Kent couldn’t help but laugh at his friend. Accidentally admitting to being attracted to a man was so much worse than being mistaken for a woman for a brief second.

“Why don’t we go and finish our coffees outside on the patio?” Andrew said. So Kent picked up his mug of coffee and followed his friend outside. The sun was warm but the morning air was still cold, so Kent held it coffee with both hands, close to his body. “This whole thing is just out of control,” he said.

“What thing?” Kent asked. “Transgenders?”

“They aren’t transgenders. At least I don’t think they are. Aren’t transgenders the ones who go out and get surgery and stuff? These guys aren’t getting surgeries. They’re just putting on clothes and makeup. They don’t have tits and they still have their dicks. They’re just sissies. I can’t believe people keep doing that dumb thing.”

“What thing?” Kent asked, suddenly intrigued. His heart was pounding, remembering that strange incident that morning when he stuck his finger into his asshole without even realizing it.

“That Sissy Hypno thing. Surely you’ve seen the posts online about it. Kyle said he was going to do it—just because Erick called him gay.”

Kent forced a smile and shrugged his shoulders. “Never heard of it,” he said, lying. Though he wasn’t sure why he was lying. Maybe he was worried that if he admitted to knowing about it, Andrew might catch on that he was trying it. “What is it?” he asked, pretending like he didn’t know any better.

“It’s these recordings that turn men into sissies. It makes you want to be a woman. Apparently it’s some freaky stuff that the military came up with for enemy POWs. The idea was to basically effeminate men so that they aren’t dangerous anymore. So when they release their terrorist prisoners, they can be sure they won’t go back into terrorism, or something like that. Because I guess effeminate men are less likely to go around killing people, or something like that. I would tell you to go and look it up, but I would be afraid you would actually try it, trying to prove something.” He laughed, not realizing he was right on the money.

Kent was doing it because he was trying to prove something. Though he wasn’t trying to prove anything to Andrew or anyone else—just himself. But he had to keep pretending like he didn’t know anything about it, especially now that he’d established the lie. If Andrew realized he had lied, he could potentially catch on, and Kent couldn’t have that. This sissy hypno test was for himself and himself only.

“So never mind that weird shit,” Kent said, changing the subject. “Tonight—are we going to find some girls or what?”

Andrew’s face lit up. “Oh, I know of a party, not too far from your house. It’s a big house party. Mostly college kids, maybe a few high school seniors. They’ve got a few kegs. Should be a good time.”

Kent smiled and nodded and was already looking forward to the distraction. After breakfast, Kent went out to the mall to buy some new clothes—something a bit more obviously masculine. He’d been wearing a lot of zip-up hoodies, which a lot of girls were wearing. He figured it would be a good idea to go out and buy something less gender neutral. He found a nice sweater at a vintage shop in the mall, and then he decided to pull the trigger on a nice gold watch he’d been meaning to buy. It was thick and bulky and very masculine. And then he went perusing down through the mall, on the lookout for anything that might catch his eye.

He decided to stop for a bite to eat. There was a line, but he didn’t mind waiting. He got into the line, and then suddenly he felt a nudge against his arm. “Hey man, you’re up,” said a man.

Kent was standing at the front of the line, with his attention turned towards the shoe store across the hallway. He was staring right at a pair of black heels on display in the window. But when did he even look over at the shoes, and how long had he been staring at them? What happened to the line-up of people in front of him? “Uh, I’ll just get a regular sandwich,” he said, still in a flustered state.

He checked the time. Ten minutes had passed in the blink of an eye. A cold sweat suddenly bathed the back of his neck as the barista handed him his sandwich. “That’ll be six-fifty-five,” she said. So he paid and then he got the hell out of that mall as quickly as he could.

And he managed to convince himself that it was just another coincidence. He probably wasn’t staring at those shoes. He was probably just staring blankly, thinking about the upcoming party, and those shoes happened to be in his line of sight. Just a coincidence—nothing else.

He went out for a run and then he took another shower. He made himself some dinner and then it was time to meet up with Andrew for the party. This time, Andrew had his phone on him, so coordinating a meet up was easy. They met just down the block. The loud music was audible, booming into the neighbouring houses. The party probably wouldn’t last long before the cops came to shut it down.

“You ready?” Andrew asked with a big smile on his face. Andrew loved house parties but hated bars. He seemed to think that house parties attracted a different type of person, but Kent was pretty sure the same people went to both. In fact, as he stood with Andrew on the street corner, he recognized a few people from the night before walking up to that booming house.

It was a fun night. Lots of Kent’s buddies showed up to the party, and it wasn’t long before a game of beer pong was underway. Kent lost track of Andrew for a while, and then he found him in the kitchen doing a keg stand. Fresh bottles of beer kept ending up in Kent’s hands, and he made sure to polish off all of them.

His confidence was back. He found himself chatting with girls—sometimes two or three at a time. He caught girls checking him out from across the party, smiling and probably wishing he would bring them upstairs for a quickie. But Kent wanted to make sure he was going to go home with the right girl—the best possible choice—the hottest at the party. He wanted a reminder that he still had what girls wanted. He was still the macho man that girls fantasized about at night when they played with their vibrators.

And he had his eyes on a pretty brunette, who couldn’t have been much older than nineteen. She had dark freckles and the cutest little nose. She looked at him and smiled with a little wave. Kent smiled back, and he felt good about the fact that he didn’t look away with shy anxiety, like he was doing the night before. Maybe his confidence really was back. Maybe that was just a temporary blip to his ego.

He decided to wait before approaching her, letting her get a drink or two more inside of her. Also, he didn’t want to look desperate. He wanted to play it cool, and he wanted her to think that he wasn’t just there for the potential sex. He was just there to have fun.

He found Andrew again in the basement, smoking pot with a bunch of black guys. “There’s a cutie upstairs that I’ve got my eyes on,” Kent said. But Andrew was too stoned to reply coherently. He just ended up laughing and then coughing and then smoking some more pot.

So Kent returned to the party by himself, now planning to find the girl so he could make his move. He looked for her in the living room, but she wasn’t there. Though a group of three girls did catch his attention. He recognized one from the diner that morning: the blonde with the choker who wasn’t really a girl at all. And the two girls with her now also weren’t girls at all. Kent was seeing a fresh new pair of sissies, probably the product of that strange sissy hypno. Was dressing up like a girl a new trend, or was Kent just noticing it more now after listening to that first tape? What the hell had gotten into these young men? Why were they doing this to themselves?

The blonde made eye contact with Kent, so Kent looked away quickly. That wasn’t a girl he wanted to be seen talking to, even if she only came up to say something along the lines of, ‘Weren’t you at the diner this morning?’ He didn’t want anything to do with feminized men or sissies or transgenders or any of it. He was a man and he liked it that way. That’s why he was listening to those dumb recordings: to prove it.

He found the cute brunette a few minutes later in the kitchen. He was already a bit drunk, so building up the courage to talk to her was easy. He stumbled up and tapped her on the shoulder and then he said, “Hi, I’m Kent. What’s your beautiful name?” He had a big smirk on his face. The girls around all laughed. The brunette’s face turned red.

“Cassie,” she said with a cute, shy voice. Kent found himself looking closely at her throat, making sure she wasn’t one of them. There was no lump to be seen, and her shoulders were nice and narrow and feminine.

“Sorry if I’m being forward, but I saw you from across the room and I just think you’re so beautiful. I hope that doesn’t make you feel uncomfortable.” He was almost yelling, making sure his voice was heard over the music.

“Thank you,” Cassie said. Her cheeks turned even redder.

“I really love your shoes. They’re super cute,” Kent said. And then he caught himself, unsure of where those words came from. He felt his face turn red with embarrassment.

She laughed. “Um, thank you,” she said. And she was probably put off by the compliment. No straight man should ever compliment a woman’s shoes. “I got them last week on sale. They’re usually five hundred bucks, but I got them for one-fifty.”

“Cool,” Kent said, trying to think of something else to talk about. “Do you like football? You strike me as the type of girl who likes football.”

She smiled. “Go Saints, Go!” she said before letting a little giggle slip. She had a cute giggle. Kent knew plenty about the Saints, so he pretended to be a Saints fan and they ended up talking for the next hour—first about football, then about other sports, then about college, and then about exes. It was around midnight when they found themselves upstairs in a locked bedroom, so they could chat more privately. But once that door was locked, it wasn’t chatting that they got up to. Kent kissed Cassie on the lips and Cassie wrapped her arms around Kent’s body.

She was petite and soft and warm. Her body was light. Kent easily lifted her up, placing the palms of his hands on her butt to hold up her weight. She squeezed her thighs against his waist and continued kissing him, even after they fell onto the bed together. Kent had no idea whose bed it was, but it was big and plump and covered in floral sheets. It was probably the parents of whoever was throwing the party—some poor couple away on vacation.

Kent quickly stripped his little brunette date. He squeezed her tits and sucked her nipples and then he sunk down even further to eat out her perfect little pussy. She was all shaved and smooth, with a few little red bumps of razor burn. She probably shaved right before the party, knowing sex was a strong possibility. Kent got his tongue in deep, making her squirm and moan. She became wet quickly, dribbling down her legs and his face. He kept licking away, making her wetter and warmer.

Then she flipped him over and did away with his belt and his jeans and his boxer shorts. She gasped at the sight of his large, erect penis. She carefully reached out for it and lifted it up with glowing eyes. “It’s so big,” she said, her voice shaken.

“Suck it,” he said. “You’ll like it.”

She grinned and then bit her lip. Her whole face was a shade of dark red. She leaned forward and opened her mouth and allowed the cock inside. She began to suck, bobbing her head slowly. It felt nice, though she was being a bit gentle for Kent’s preference. So Kent grabbed her head and started to push it down further, helping her pull back with each bob. He even reached down and tried pushing her jaw down, so that she was putting more pressure on his throbbing rod.

He closed his eyes and took a deep breath in. It felt good, and it was only feeling better and better with each passing moment. She had her hands on his thighs. He took one and he brought it around to his ass. He singled out one of her fingers and he began to press it against his hole. Then he stopped himself, his heart stuttering.

“Stop,” he said. So she stopped, looking up at him with warm saliva all over her lips.

“What’s wrong?” she asked.

He forced a smile. “Nothing. Let’s get to it maybe, shall we?” He flipped her onto her back and then he rolled over her. “Are you on birth control?” he asked.

“Yeah,” she said.

“And you’re clean?”

“Yeah,” she said. So he took his wet cock and he pressed it into her wet pussy. She gasped loudly. That gasp made him smile bigger than he’d smiled in days. He loved watching her face as she went through so many different emotions: pain, elation, confusion, certainty, and so many more. She reached up and grabbed his sides and held on tight while he started to thrust his massive throbber in and out of her body. “Oh God,” she moaned.

He grabbed her tits and squeezed them tight, leaving dark red marks where his fingers were. Then he brought a hand up to her throat and strangled her—just enough to get her off, but not enough to make her pass out. She liked it. Girls always like it. She ended up squirting all over those floral bed sheets.

Then he closed his eyes as he felt the orgasm building up inside of him. He felt that amazing tingle at the tip of his cock, and it was getting intense fast. He came down harder and harder, listening to the sound of his pelvis slapping her bum. Then he felt a tingle growing deep inside of his body, somewhere below his gut and behind his pelvis. It was a new euphoria that he hadn’t felt before, but it was amazing. So he kept thrusting harder and harder, letting that amazing sensation take over his body. “Fuck, I’m going to come!” he said.

“Come inside of me,” she said with begging, glistening eyes.

He followed her command, filling up her tight hole with his hot load. She gasped and smiled and groaned and then she pushed her fingers even further up Kent’s asshole. And that’s when Kent looked down and snapped, “What the hell are you doing?”

“What?” she said with two fingers deep in Kent’s asshole, up to her knuckles.

“Pull those out!” he said.

So she pulled her fingers out. She looked frightened now, afraid of what Kent might do next. “You asked me to do it so I did it,” she said.

“What are you talking about?” he asked as he stood up. His cum started to drool out from her tight pussy hole.

“You said ‘finger my asshole’, so I did it. And it made you come. I thought that’s what you wanted. Did I do it wrong?”

Kent’s heart was pounding. Was she screwing with him? When did he say that? He didn’t remember saying it. He quickly grabbed his pants and pulled them up. “I have to get going.”

Cassie stared at him with confused and frightened eyes as he quickly got dressed and left. But she probably wasn’t nearly as confused as Kent was. Kent’s heart refused to stop pounding even after he got home from the party. He took his third shower of the day, even though he wasn’t dirty. He thought the warm water would bring some clarity into his head, but it didn’t. He still couldn’t figure out what had happened.

Though he had a bad feeling he knew exactly what was happening: that first sissy hypno tape had messed with his brain. It was the only way to explain all of the weird things that were happening to him.

But that couldn’t be it. Kent had a strong will. He wasn’t just some easily manipulated sheep like everyone else. He had solid morals that couldn’t be confused by a few hours of some British voice, and he was determined to prove it. So after his shower he downloaded that second five-hour recording. He put on his headphones and he got comfortable in his bed. And once again, he scoffed at the ridiculousness of the recording.

“We had fun last night, didn’t we?” the British woman said. “You looked so cute in that little skirt. And your face got so red—I still can’t believe how red your face got! But tonight I need your help with something. I left all of my makeup at a hotel in London, and Sephora is having a big sale. Maybe you can help me pick out some new makeup! I really need a good eyeliner. I want a liquid eyeliner—something so I can draw very thin lines. Maybe you even want to try it out for me. You would look so hot with a bit of eyeliner—don’t you think? You’ve got such pretty eyes. I would kill to have eyes like yours. And your eyelashes! You hardly even need mascara—though don’t you think you would look so cute with some mascara? Let’s go to the mall to see what we can find.”

And that’s about when Kent dozed off.


CHAPTER IV

Kent sprung out from his bed as soon as he realized he was awake. He wrestled his headphones out from his ears and then he took a deep breath. His forehead was covered in sweat, though he wasn’t sure why. He pulled off the blankets to make sure everything was still normal. His heart relaxed a bit when he saw that he was still intact. And he was strangely relieved to see that he still had his pubic hair, though he wasn’t sure why he was relieved.

He was still a man. He still cringed at the thought of cocks and his cock still got hard at the thought of beautiful, naked women. No audio recordings could take Kent down. Words weren’t enough to screw up his brain.

As he was showering that morning, he felt a sense of comfort in the realization that all of the weird things that happened the day before were probably because of his anxiety towards the tape recordings, but not because of the tape recordings themselves. The tapes were probably just placebos: harmless, but the suggestion that they might do something might make a few guys go crazy. And the men who end up becoming full-blown sissies at the end of their seven-night trial—they were probably already sissies to begin with. They probably already wished they could go around in women’s clothing. It was the only explanation that Kent could wrap his mind around.

It was Sunday, his last day off before work. Kent had been invited to a football party at a friend’s house. He was asked to bring some beer and a snack to share with everyone, so his first stop that morning was the grocery store. He bought a twelve-pack of Bud Light, a large pack of chicken wings, and a bottle of buffalo wing sauce.

The party didn’t start until 11:00 AM, when the first game of the day kicked off, so Kent still had a couple of hours to kill. He decided to kill those hours at the dog park.

Kent didn’t have a dog—and he didn’t even like dogs very much—but the dog park was always his go-to place to go when he had time to kill. It was free and the park was always filled with beautiful, single women. Sure, most of them were psychotic women who thought their dogs were their children, but there were some sane cuties in the mix as well.

Kent always had the same excuse to tell girls when they asked where his dog was. “I was supposed to meet a girl here for this blind date, but she didn’t show up. So I just figured I would go for a walk and admire all the cute dogs while I was here.” It was the perfect line: establishing that he was single and establishing that he had something in common with the cute dog owners—even though it was technically a lie. He didn’t hate dogs, he just didn’t want one in his house, scratching up the cabinets and pissing all over the rug.

He used his line on a cute redhead who was walking two large German Shepherd dogs. He watched as her cheeks nearly became the same colour as her hair. She batted her long eyelashes and said, “She really stood you up?”

“I guess so,” Kent said, shrugging his shoulders, trying to look a little bit vulnerable but mostly unphased. He certainly didn’t want to look desperate. “Or maybe she saw me and ran away before I could see her.” He laughed.

And the redhead shook her head. “No—I’m sure something just came up. I can’t imagine any girl running away from you.” Her cheeks turned an even darker shade of red. “I mean—you’re very handsome. I think any girl would be happy to go on a date with you.”

Kent just smiled. “That’s very sweet of you to say.” He turned his attention to the woman’s large dogs. “I love your dogs. I’m a big German Shepherd guy.”

“They’re Malinois.”

“Aren’t they though?” Kent said, nodding his head. That must have been another word for smart or cute or something.

“No, that’s the name of the breed. They aren’t German Shepherds.”

“Oh,” Kent said. And now Kent’s cheeks were turning red. He forced a laugh. “If I’m going to be honest with you, I don’t really know a whole lot about dogs. I just love watching them play and bark and… all that dog stuff that they do.”

“So what kind of things are you into?” she asked.

And Kent had to think about it. He wanted to come up with an answer that would make her eyes glisten. He wanted to sweep her off of her feet. He loved watching her cheeks turn red and he wanted to do it again. Maybe he could even get her home before his football party started. Maybe he could get her to suck his cock and swallow his hot load. Maybe she would—

“That’s unusual,” she said.

Kent looked around. “What’s unusual?” he asked.

“What you just said. I’ve never heard of a guy being into that before.” She looked confused and even a little bit concerned.

“Into what?” Kent asked. The look on Kent’s face must have been even more contorted and confused.

“You just said you were really getting into makeup.”

“I did? No I didn’t,” Kent said. His heart started pounding and his hands started trembling. He took a deep breath in carefully. Was she screwing with him? Had he really told her he was getting into makeup?

“I don’t know, man. That’s just what you said. Are you okay?”

Kent nodded his head. There was a lump the size of a fist now in his throat and a cold sweat down the back of his neck. He bit down on his tongue and said, “I should be going.” He got out of that park as fast as he could without running and looking like a complete lunatic—he only looked like a bit of a lunatic.

Surely she was screwing with him. If he had said what she said he did, he would have noticed. He would have heard the words come out from his mouth, and he would have thought of the words before they came out. Words don’t just come out from someone’s mouth without them realizing it—unless he truly had lost his mind.

He was relieved to see all of his buddies outside of the football party house, having a cigarette before the first game’s kick-off. “Nice of you to show up!” Andrew called out as he waved Kent over. “You okay? Your face is super white.”

“Me? I’m fine. I just—didn’t get a ton of sleep last night,” Kent lied with a big smile. “And I skipped breakfast, so I’m looking forward to eating some nachos and chicken wings. Someone brought nachos, right?”

“Kyle did,” said Andrew. “Are you sure you’re okay though? You kind of look like a zombie—no offense.”

Kent nodded his head quickly. He couldn’t stop thinking about his encounter with the redhead. His heart hadn’t stopped pounding since those words apparently slipped off of his tongue. “I’ve actually been holding my piss for the last hour. Maybe I’ll go and use the bathroom.”

Kent got up to the upstairs bathroom, locked the door, and then stared at himself in the mirror. His face was in fact white, except for the circles of red on his cheeks. His eyes were dark and sunken, as if he had a terrible illness. He ran the sink cold and then splashed some water on his face. Then he kept his eyes closed and took a deep breath.

He knew he could stop. He didn’t have to listen to the other five tapes. He could stop after two, and the side effects would probably go away. He was still convinced the side-effects were just placebo effects, not actually from the tapes at all—so as long as he believed stopping would make him feel better, then it would work.

But if he stopped, what did that mean? If he cut himself off after just two nights, did that mean he wasn’t a real man? Did that mean he failed the test, like all of the trannies he’d seen over the past few days? He splashed some more water on his face.

“It’s just in your head,” he said aloud quietly. He was just the victim of the power of suggestion, and not the power of some random British woman’s voice.

In the mirror, Kent noticed something dangling on the back of the door: a red glimmer of lace hiding beneath a white housecoat. He turned around and uncovered a red bra and a matching pair of panties. He wasn’t surprised—Kyle’s house was always a mess. Kyle and his wife once had a bet to see who would eventually cave and do the stack of dishes in the kitchen. That stack remained there for three months while Kyle and his wife ate nothing but takeout. A couple of months later, they had a similar bet over the laundry. Kyle smelled like a wet sock for the better half of a year.

So Kent wasn’t surprised to see a pair of panties left dangling on the back of the bathroom door on that Sunday morning. Though he was surprised to find himself holding that panties in his hands, feeling the lace with his fingers. He brought the little garment up to his nose and he sniffed. They were basically clean, though he could smell a bit of pussy on the crotch. He didn’t mind—Kyle’s wife was a babe, even though she was a bit of a slob like her husband.

Kent looked around to make sure the blinds were closed and then he slipped his pants and boxers down. He carefully stepped into the red lacy panties and he pulled them up. They were tight on his cock, holding it in place firmly. He was used to boxers—not super tight lace. But in a weird way, it felt nice. He liked the way the tight lace rubbed against the tip of his cock. He liked the way it formed his figure in the mirror. He turned profile and admired his curves. And then he watched as his face turned white all over again. He was wearing a pair of panties—panties that belonged to his friend’s wife.

But instead of ripping them off, he found himself smirking. He felt strangely naughty. He kind of liked the way he felt with his heart beating fast. He liked that warm, fuzzy fluttering inside of his gut. Maybe it would be fun and exciting to wear the panties underneath his clothes for the rest of the party.

He slipped his boxers back over the panties and then he slipped his pants back on. He took a deep breath and then he re-joined his friends downstairs, just a minute after kick-off.

And he sat with a big smirk on his face for the next five hours. Every time he moved even just a little bit, he could feel that lace rubbing against his cock. It was during the second game’s halftime that he went up to the bathroom and jerked himself off into Kyle’s toilet. It only took a few firm strokes before streamers of white cum were splashing into that toilet bowl. And he ended up coming more than ever before—probably three times as much as he usually came. Hell, he could have filled half a pint glass with all of the cum that blasted out the tip of his throbbing erection.

He left the panties on for the rest of the afternoon. And it wasn’t until he was home that he pulled them off and flung them across the room. He stared at that small limp pile of lace as if it was a poisonous tarantula. He took a few heavy breaths and then he heard himself say, “What the fucking hell is wrong with me?” He looked down and saw that his cock was erect. It had pretty much been erect since he put the panties on, even after he finished masturbating.

And now he was curious to know what was on that second tape. What did that British woman whisper into his ear? He pulled open the tape on his computer and listened to that last few minutes. “Do you like wearing my panties? They’re so cute on you. Don’t they feel so nice? Don’t you just love the way they feel, hugging your little sissy cock? I bet you want to come in those little panties—fill them with your warm, sissy cum. Of course you do. Look at yourself in the mirror. Oh my God, you’re so cute. I still can’t believe how cute you are in that eyeliner. You would look even cuter with some warm cum dribbling down your face—but maybe we’ll save that for another time. For now, just enjoy this. Enjoy the simple pleasure of a snug pair of panties. And look in the mirror again at that sexy face. My God, you’re so hot. I bet I know a few guys who would bend you over and fuck you’re little boy pussy. Wouldn’t that feel nice?”

Kent turned the recording off before it reached the end. His heart was pounding ferociously now. But he was still convinced it was just a coincidence. It couldn’t be real. No recording can make a man put on women’s panties. Kent did that voluntarily, to satisfy a curiosity… But what curiosity was he trying to satisfy?

He splashed some more cool water on his face. “It’s just a coincidence,” he said to himself. And he was sure of it. It couldn’t be real. If the effects of that tape were real, then ghosts were probably real, and aliens, and Bigfoot… It was just impossible, and he was determined to prove it. He downloaded the third recording to his computer and he slipped on his headphones. Once he was comfortable in his bed, he pressed play.

“Hey again. Ready to have some more fun? There’s so much I want to do with you tonight, but first we need to get you back in your makeup. I’m thinking we’ll go for a cat eye look today—something sexy—something the boys will notice. I picked up the cutest highlight at the store today. It’s got these gold sparkles in it. I think you’ll love it. And I also picked up something else.” The girl in the recording let a cute giggle slip. “It’s lingerie—the naughty kind. The kind you only wear with boys you want inside of you. It’s even got a hole, right in the back, perfect for your boy pussy. What do you think? Want to try it on? It’s red, just like the panties you wore yesterday.”

Just a coincidence, Kent thought to himself. Though the coincidences were really starting to add up.


CHAPTER V

When Kent woke up the next morning, he was tempted to listen to the end of the recording, to hear what crazy nonsense the British woman talked about while he was sleeping. But he resisted the urge. He knew that if he listened, he would probably find himself feeling more susceptible to her suggestions.

He felt no different once again. He was nearly halfway through the tapes, and he was still confident that he was a man. He was still confident that he loved women and tits and pussies. In fact, he decided to jerk off to some high-definition lesbian pornography that morning, just to prove it. He got off in less than two minutes, while the girls were fingering each other under their skirts, before they were even fully undressed. And then he found himself with a big smile on his face, which lasted for a minute and then went away when he looked back down at his computer screen and saw that the lesbians were now naked with their big cocks hanging out. He didn’t just get off to lesbians—he got off to a couple of traps.

He shut down the video and closed his computer. It was just a coincidence. The title of the video didn’t suggest that it was trap porn, and the girls looked convincing. They didn’t look like men. Just another stupid coincidence…

Kent was happy that it was Monday, a workday. He needed the distraction. He was looking forward to staring at his bland computer screen all day. He knew the office blocked all pornographic websites, so he knew he wouldn’t end up on some weird cross-dressing fetish site.

He was also happy because there was only one girl on his floor at work, and always dressed in unflattering pantsuits, so he knew he wouldn’t end up ogling her shoes or her outfit or even her hair, seeing as her hair was always a frizzy mess. At work, he was safe from the temptations of feminization, not that he actually thought he was susceptible to the temptations of feminization.

But whatever was on that tape that he listened to that night—he knew it wasn’t going to hurt him at work. He knew he wouldn’t randomly stumble upon a pair of red lace panties at the office. He knew he wouldn’t get into a deep conversation with any cuties. It was a safe space.

He even locked his office door and closed his office blinds, so that he wouldn’t invite in any random conversations from co-workers. He was terrified of what he might say to someone—what words might end up slipping out from his lips. The last thing he wanted was to tell one of his co-workers that he loved to put on makeup, even though he’d never even held any makeup in his hands before. Or worse—what if he said something sexual to one of his bosses? What if he ended up telling his manager that he wanted to suck his cock?

He tried not to think about it. He didn’t want to think about what might happen. He just wanted to focus on his work and appreciate the distraction. A few times throughout the day he found himself looking back on every e-mail he sent and every document he wrote up, just to make sure he didn’t slip in any unintentional innuendos. He was terrified he would read an e-mail he sent to his boss and see that he wrote something along the lines of, ‘I’m a naughty girl and I’m hungry for cum.’ Luckily, nothing like that slipped into any of his work.

A big smile crossed his face when his alarm chirped, letting him know that his workday was done. He packed up his things and avoided human contact on his way down to the bus stop. Now, he was feeling confident that the sissy hypno tapes had failed. He’d conquered them mentally. Ten hours had flown by without any slips or embarrassments.

The bus pulled up and Kent found himself a nice spot near the back. It was at the next stop when a young blonde woman got on and sat just next to him. She looked over and smiled, making Kent’s heart tingle. “Hey,” he said with a casual nod. He could have gotten into a conversation with her. She seemed like she was hoping for at least a compliment—and she was definitely Kent’s type. She was petite and a bit curvy—not weighing more than one hundred and ten pounds.

She wore cute little open-toed flats on her feet. But it was the stockings all the way up to her thighs that made Kent’s head spin. He loved stockings on girls, especially when they wore short skirts with them, like the skirt the blonde was wearing now. Kent found himself wondering what wearing a skirt would feel like. He couldn’t even begin to imagine how freeing it would feel, with a tight pair of sexy panties underneath, holding his cock in place. He began to wonder how it would feel to run his fingers up his own smooth legs, and then he began to wonder how cute his cock would look if he shaved all of his pubic hair away.

When he got home, he ran a hot bath, lathered his body with shaving cream, and he shaved everything except for his eyebrows and the hair on his head. Then he ran his fingers up and down his smooth legs and he let a little whimper slip from his lips. His cock really did look cute, even when it became rock-hard a moment later. He went to the bedroom and retrieved those red panties he stole from Kyle’s house. He slipped them up his legs and he posed in the mirror. The panties couldn’t contain his throbbing erection, so he decided to jerk himself off. While he was pumping his cock, he reached around back and started to press two of his fingers into his asshole. It felt nice, but it wasn’t enough. He needed more. So he went and grabbed a cucumber from his fridge. He spat on the tip of it and then he brought it around back. It was still cold from the fridge, but he knew it wouldn’t be for long. His body was burning hot with beads of sweat forming all over.

The cucumber went in with a swift push. He slid it in deep and let a long groan out from his lips. He started pounding it up and down, stretching his tight hole wide. But it felt so good, even when there was a little bit of pain. He took his hand off of his cock and started using two hands to thrust the cucumber in and out. And it was only a minute later when his cock was blasting cum up into the air, just from the anal stimulation alone. He squirmed and yelled and smiled and blushed. Then he fell onto his side and began to catch his breath.

He was facing the mirror. He could see himself slumped on his side, naked, shaved, and panting. And he knew the sight should have filled him with shame, but he couldn’t help but smirk. There was no denying that it felt good. And there was no denying that his body looked good. He really did have the curves of a woman. It was strange that he needed to be hairless to be able to see it.

But his senses did eventually return to him. He looked down at the mess of cum on the floor and then he quickly got out of those panties. He looked down at his legs and wondered how he was going to explain his hairlessness to girls for the next couple of months while everything grew back. Though that was the least of his problems.

It was 8:00 PM and Kent hadn’t left the house. He was too afraid to leave the house, afraid to embarrass himself in public. At least when he had the urge to do embarrassing things in his apartment, he was in the safety of his apartment.

He had the strangest urge to go online and buy himself a skirt and a blouse and maybe some makeup and a pair of heels. But he fought that urge, knowing it was just a consequence of the stupid experimenting he’d been doing—not because of the tapes.

There was a knock at his door. He answered, and saw his female neighbour standing in his doorway. “What’s up?” he asked, holding his door slightly closed, even though there was nothing to hide in his apartment—at least he didn’t think there was anything to hide. But give his track record over the past few days, he couldn’t be sure that there wasn’t some embarrassing pair of panties dangling in his hallway—maybe something he put there during one of his weird blackouts. He looked back quickly and saw that the hallway was clear, but he still held that door mostly shut.

“My sink isn’t working,” she said.

Kent laughed. “Your husband is a plumber, isn’t he?”

“He’s out of town for his aunt’s funeral. I don’t know how to fix the sink.”

“What’s wrong with it?” Kent asked.

“I have no idea. Mike usually fixes that stuff.”

“I guess I can take a look.” So Kent grabbed his toolbox and he went over to his neighbour’s apartment.

“Sorry it’s such a mess. I haven’t had a chance to clean up,” she said. But it wasn’t really a mess. There were a few dishes on the counter and a couple of laundry bins in the middle of the kitchen, next to the washing machine, which also appeared to be broken.

“Does anything here work?” Kent asked.

“The fridge works.”

Kent got down and checked the pipes. They seemed fine, but there was a wet spot on the wall behind the pipes. Kent followed that wet spot down the kitchen cupboards, to the access panel next to the fridge. He popped it off and saw that water was leaking out from a pipe. It was probably much, much worse in the apartment below—and it was probably something that her husband could do a better job of fixing, or even the building manager, but her husband was gone and the building manager was off for the night. So Kent figured he would give it a shot.

He turned off her water and then he reached into the wall to try to reconnect the disconnected pipe. It was stiff, as if it had been disconnected for a few days. He gave it a hard tug and then managed to get it back lined up. Screwing the pipes together was difficult at his angle, but he managed to do it. Then he turned the water back on and said, “Do you want to try the sink now?”

But she didn’t reply.

“Hello? You there?” Kent asked.

“Sorry! I’m just getting changed! I’ll be out in a minute!” she called out from behind her closed bedroom door.

So Kent pulled himself out from under the sink and he gave the tap a try himself. It worked. He opened up his toolbox and went to toss his wrench in, and then he noticed a black skirt sitting at the top of his neighbour’s laundry bin. He stared at it for a moment before snatching it and shoving it into his toolbox. Then he saw the white stockings and his eyes lit up. He loved stockings. If he was going to try on a skirt, why not try on a cute pair of stockings as well? He stuffed the stockings into his box, and then he grabbed the long-sleeved crop-top that he knew would be the perfect match for the outfit, so he grabbed that as well. He closed his toolbox and then his neighbour appeared. “Is it all working?” she asked.

Kent nodded his head quickly. “It should be good—at least for now. Your husband will probably want to take a look at it when he’s back though. If you have any other issues, feel free to let me know!” He quickly scuttled to the door.

“Okay, thank you!” said the pretty neighbour. And it wasn’t until Kent was on his way out the door that he realized she’d gone and put on some skimpy nightwear—bordering on lingerie. Did she put it on for him? Was she hoping to cheat on her husband while he was at his aunt’s funeral? Kent paused, but then he decided to continue his escape. He’d slept with married women before—he never felt good about it, even though he knew he wasn’t the one to blame. In that moment, he would much rather hide in his apartment and try on that little outfit.

So that’s exactly what he did. He got undressed and then he put on his red panties, the white black skirt, the black stockings, and the black crop top. He ran to the mirror to see how he looked, and then he watched his face light up. The clothes fit perfectly and shaped his body in a flattering way.

Kent liked the way he looked—until that dread found its way back into his gut. He watched as his face turned white. He was currently standing in front of the mirror wearing a skirt and a crop-top and stockings. His legs and crotch and chest and armpits were shaved smooth, and this was now the third time he’d put on those red lacy panties. Or was it the fourth time? He’d lost track.

Maybe he shouldn’t download that fourth recording. Maybe he was better off stopping his feminization journey. He shouldn’t have ever started it in the first place. It wasn’t some masculinity challenge, it was just mental warfare. He’d voluntarily signed himself up to be a lab rat. Why did he have to prove anything to anyone, or even to himself? Why couldn’t he just be happy the way he was, without subjecting himself to mind-altering tests?

But he was already halfway. He couldn’t just stop now. If he stopped, that meant his worst fears were true: he wasn’t manly enough to survive some silly tapes. If he stopped the tapes now, then he was probably no better than those weirdoes at the diner, wearing their skimpy outfits and pretending to be women. That wouldn’t happen to Kent. Sure, there had been a few little side effects from the sissy hypno tapes, but he wasn’t going to turn into a full-blown sissy. He wasn’t even going to turn into a casual or occasional cross-dresser. He just needed to power through the rest of the week.

So he downloaded the next tape, put on his headphones, and he went to sleep. He laughed at the tape’s absurdity before dozing off. “Today I have something really fun planned. Don’t be afraid—you will enjoy it, no matter how scary you think it is,” said the British woman. “But first, let’s get pretty. I found the cutest crop-top at the store. It will look so good on you. I also got you a little toy. You’ll have to keep it hidden under your mattress. It’s only for when you’re feeling really naughty and there’s nobody around. I hope your walls are well insulated. Your neighbours wouldn’t call the cops if they heard you screaming, would they?”

It all seemed so outrageous. So why was he still listening to the dumb tapes?


CHAPTER VI

When Kent woke up, he could feel something wet against his smooth left thigh. He reached down to feel, and he pulled his fingers back when he felt something sticky and cold. He threw off the blankets and rolled over. There was cum all over his bed sheets—not just one puddle, but three separate puddles, as if he came three different times in the night. One of the puddles was hardened, one was cold, and one was still warm, as if he just came twenty minutes before. He looked at his computer. It was still early—the recording probably only ended twenty minutes before.

“What the fuck?” he muttered to himself. Had he jerked himself off three different times in the night? Or were they all wet dreams?

A cold chill remained in his spine throughout his whole shower. What the hell was on that tape last night? What could that British woman have said to produce so much jizz? Maybe there was something to this whole sissy hypno thing. Maybe Kent was playing a game that really shouldn’t be touched by people who don’t want to lose their minds.

He went to work and locked himself in his office again. He did his best to stay away from his e-mail client, legitimately worried he would send off an e-mail that would leave him humiliated. He didn’t even leave his office for lunch. He didn’t mind the feeling of hunger churning in his gut—it was better than the potential embarrassment he knew he might receive if he went down and waiting in one of the lines for one of the food trucks. Being around people just wasn’t an option, until he knew what the hell was going on in his head—so he took a cab home when work was done.

Andrew called three times, but Kent didn’t pick up. Finally, Andrew left a message. “I know you have to work in the morning, but there’s this big party happening tonight. Miss February is going to be there! You know? From Playboy? I was invited and I have a plus one. Don’t miss this, buddy. You have to come!”

And Kent found himself squirming. He really couldn’t miss the party, but he really didn’t want the human exposure. Even if he went to the party and Miss February asked him to go up to a bedroom, he couldn’t do anything. He couldn’t risk the same embarrassment as the night before, when Cassie stuck her fingers up his asshole. He knew the sissy impulses had only gotten worse since then… But at the same time, how could he miss a party with a real Playboy Playmate?

He paced his apartment for a while, trying to talk himself out of wanting to go. But he couldn’t help but wonder: what could go wrong? If he had a weird urge, he could just fight it away. He hadn’t had one of his blackout moments since that conversation with the redhead, and even that wasn’t so bad. He just told her he liked makeup. It’s not like he told her he liked taking giant cocks in the ass—though what if he told that to Miss February?

He got dressed, in a nice dress shirt and slacks. Before he left his apartment, he checked down his pants to make sure he was wearing boxers and not lacy panties. He just had to be sure, to make sure he didn’t have one of his blackout moments while getting dressed.

He met up with Andrew down the block from the house. Andrew was teeming with excitement, practically skipping down the road towards the party. “Must be nice not having a job,” said Kent with a laugh.

“I have a job—it’s just… part-time.”

“How many hours did you work last week?” Kent asked.

“Six. Almost seven.”

“Not a job,” Kent said. “Just don’t expect me to stick around long. I have to be up early. I just want to be able to say that I was here.” The party wasn’t nearly as loud as the last one. The music wasn’t turned up terribly loud and the guests weren’t nearly as drunk. But Kent wished the party was just as loud and drunk, because maybe then no one would notice any potential little slips or embarrassments.

He went with Andrew to the kitchen to get a drink. Then it wasn’t long before he found himself mingling with the party guests and Andrew found himself outside smoking pot with some guys who probably weren’t invited. After a few drinks, Kent rediscovered his confidence. He found that people were drawn to him: men and women. Everyone wanted to talk to him, and everyone wanted to keep talking to him. They were all interested in his work and his hobbies. He spoke slowly and carefully, making sure to control each word out from his mouth. He figured as long as he was speaking slowly, he couldn’t accidentally blurt out some nonsense about lingerie or makeup.

Miss February really was at the party. She was much shorter than she looked in the magazine, and her hair was much shorter as well—though it was possible she’d gotten a hair cut. Her laugh could be heard throughout that party house. It was a bit of an obnoxious laugh, and always with the odd snort. But Kent thought it was pretty cute, and strangely addictive. He found himself laughing whenever he heard her laughing.

And then he had one of his blackout moments. This one was longer than any he’d ever had before. At one moment, he was in the kitchen getting a better. The next moment, he was out on the deck, chatting with Miss February. The drink in his hand was nearly empty, as if he’d been blacked out for nearly ten minutes. He felt the colour drain from his face. Miss February was laughing, covering her mouth so she wouldn’t spit up her drink. “My God, you’re funny,” she said. It didn’t help that she had a British accent, which didn’t sound too much different than the voice on that sissy hypno tape.

Kent had no idea what he’d said to her. But she was smiling and laughing and blushing, so maybe he said nothing harmful. Maybe everything was fine. “I hope you don’t mind me saying, but you’re really very beautiful,” Kent said.

She laughed again. “I know,” she said. “You just told me that.”

“Oh did I?” Kent said, blushing. “Well, it must be true then.”

She was grinning and gently biting her bottom lip. Kent knew what that meant. He knew she wanted a piece of him. He had no idea how buttered up she was, but he figured he should go for it regardless. He would regret not making a move on Miss February. So he leaned in and kissed her, and she actually kissed back. Her hands slipped around him and her fingernails gently dug into his skin. It felt good. She even slipped a bit of tongue into his mouth. She smelled magnificent, like flowers and fresh baking.

“There’s a room upstairs,” she said. Kent’s heart was pounding. He was about to go upstairs with Miss February, quite possibly one of the sexiest women on the planet. He took her by the hand and led her through the house. He felt all of the jealous gazes of party guests as they ran up the stairs, giggling with excitement. Once they were in the room, he made sure the door was locked before turning back to her for another kiss. “Are you really sure you want to do this?” she asked.

“Am I sure? I’ve never been more sure of anything in my life,” he said with a laugh. What sane man would turn down sex with a Playboy Playmate?

She pushed against his chest, pushing him down on the bed, and then she bent over and started undoing his belt. “You’re so naughty. I love it,” she said.

And Kent laughed. “Am I?” he said. She looked at him with wide eyes and nodded her head. “Alright,” he said.

She tugged down his pants and boxers. In the meantime, he took off his shirt, making himself fully naked. And then he remembered that he was clean shaved. He felt his cheeks turning dark red. Before he could say anything, Miss February said, “Wow, you really weren’t kidding.”

And he was slow to reply. “I wasn’t?” he said awkwardly.

She laughed as she stood up. She gently slipped the straps of her dress over her shoulders and let the whole garment fall to the floor, exposing her one-piece of lacy lingerie. Kent was fairly sure it was the same piece she wore in the magazine. His heart fluttered. He was expecting her to crawl on top of him in the sexy lingerie, but instead she took that off as well, exposing her perfect, perky tits and plump, hairless pussy. A whimper slipped out from his lips. He bit down on his tongue and prayed that he wouldn’t say anything that would ruin everything.

She tossed the one-piece at Kent. “Go ahead,” she said with a big smirk. She had the most beautiful naked body he’d ever seen.

“Go ahead, what?” he said.

“Put it on,” she said.

And then his heart skipped a beat. “What?”

“You said you wanted to wear my lingerie. There it is—try it on. I think it’ll look cute on you.”

His heart skipped a beat again, and then something worse started happening: his cock started to grown and harder. He couldn’t help it. The thought of putting on the lingerie made his heart rate spike. His whole body tingled. He tried to say something back, but he couldn’t muster up any words. He looked down at the lacy one-piece. It was so soft and sexy. He wanted it on his body so badly. And Miss February seemed to want it as well, so he couldn’t say no, could he? He sat up and started to slip the outfit onto his body. He liked the way it felt—no, he loved it. He bit down hard on his tongue in an attempt to suppress his big smile.

“You really do look cute. Hold on.” She spun around and then she started riffling through dresser drawers. “Ah ha! Here.” She came towards him with a little bag of makeup. “You just need a bit of eyeliner—maybe some mascara and a bit of blush.” She sat down next to him and told him to close his eyes. He didn’t resist. He couldn’t resist or even move. He was frozen with terror. He was apparently no longer in control of his impulses. His mind had gone astray. And his memory was starting to go with it.

He sat there and allowed Miss February to do his makeup for the next ten minutes. Then she stood up and looked down at him and said, “You’re so adorable!”

Kent looked over and saw himself in the mirror. She wasn’t wrong, though that only made him feel worse. That dread in his gut was overwhelming now, churning and gargling. He stood up slowly and turned to his side. He really looked like a chick. All he needed was a wig, and the illusion would have been complete.

Miss February took off her choker necklace and slung it around Kent’s throat. “This should help. There! That’s amazing.” She stepped back again and her face lit up. She was proud of her creation—or was it Kent’s creation?

“Now where’s this girls’ dildo?” she said, starting to dart around the room. “Every girl has a dildo.”

She ended up on her hands and knees, pulling out a large box from under the bed. And sure enough, that box was filled with sex toys: gags, dildos, bondage, whips, and a large object that appeared to be a folded up sex chair. Miss February dug through the box and then she pulled out a large strap-on dildo. The sight of it made Kent’s heart plunge into his stomach. “Just what you wanted!” she said. And had Kent told her that he wanted to be fucked by a strap-on? Did he say it during his ten-minute blackout, down on the deck?

He stuttered and then said, “I said that?”

She laughed. “Get on your stomach. This is going to be fun. And make sure you’re facing the mirror—it’s only fun if you can see yourself.”

And for some reason, Kent followed the command. He got on the bed, stomach down, facing the mirror. He looked into his own eyes, which he hardly recognized, and then he watched as the beautiful Miss February climbed up on top of him, with that strap-on strapped tightly to her body. It was black and probably ten inches long, making a nausea swirl deep inside of Kent’s body. “It might hurt a bit at first,” she said as she squirted plenty of lubricant onto the large cock. “This is going to be so much fun.” And still, Kent couldn’t get over how much she sounded like the girl in those recordings. Maybe that explained why he blacked out for so long.

He felt the tip of the cock press up between his cheeks, and then he felt her pushing down. She held his butt cheeks open with both hands, and it was only a moment later when she penetrated. He nearly screamed, but he didn’t want any attention turned towards that room. So he bit down on a pillow. She sunk deeper and deeper. He could feel the hard plastic ridges of the dildo’s fake veins. He could feel his asshole stretching, but it felt so good. He hated how it felt so good.

He started to moan and clench the bed sheets. He took a series of deep breaths. “It’s so tight,” she said behind him. “You’re such a filthy little slut, aren’t you?”

“Yes,” Kent replied. And strangely, the yes came out in a girly voice.

The cock pressed all the way up inside of him, nearly touching his sternum. And then she started to thrust back and forth. He couldn’t stop himself from moaning. He couldn’t believe how good it felt. He didn’t want it to end. He wanted more of her—he wanted that whole ten inches inside of him, plus more. “Call me a slut again,” he said.

“You’re a filthy fucking slut,” she said. “You just can’t get enough, can you, you little slut? You love it when I pound your little pussy, don’t you? You’re a slut and you like it.”

Kent’s head was spinning now. He was so aroused, trembling all over with euphoria. It was only ten seconds later when his cock started to unload on those bed sheets. “Fuck!” he screamed. Miss February giggled with her cute giggle, and then she even snorted a little bit. She slapped his ass, which he also loved, and then he begged her to keep calling him a slut. He had no idea why he liked it so much, but every time she said it his heart skipped a beat and a euphoria filled his body. He loved being fucked in the ass and slapped and called filthy names.

She reached around to feel his cock, and then she gasped. “Oh my God, you came?” she said.

“Yes,” he said with his cheeks turning red.

“Naughty girl. I want you to lick all of it up.” She pulled her thick cock out from his asshole and then he followed her command, crawling down to that big warm puddle. He licked it all up and swallowed it with a big grin on his face. Then she stuck her cock back into his tight hole while he was on his hands and knees and she continued to thrust. And two minutes later, his cock was unloading again with another large puddle of cum. She saw it happen this time, and she couldn’t stop herself from laughing. “Oh my God—you’re doing it again!” she said. “And you didn’t even touch your little cock!”

She reached down under his pelvis, scooped up the warm cum, and then she wiped it all over his hairless body, making him tremble with a warm euphoria. Why did he like this so much? Why was he so obsessed with this horrible level of humiliation? She pulled out and then he fell onto the bed, out of energy. She laughed and then she pulled her dress back onto her body. “I need to be going, but I had fun with you, you little slut.”

Kent didn’t have the energy to reply. She was gone for five minutes before he had the energy to even sit up.

And even though he was terribly humiliated and filled with dread, he still put on that fifth tape as soon as he was home and in his bed. Now, he couldn’t wait to see what would happen next. He couldn’t wait to feel the amazing euphoria that would come with another sissy hypno tape.


CHAPTER VII

Kent woke up with his heart pounding. He sprung up and threw off his blankets, and was surprised to see that there were no cum stains. But he did see that his body hair was starting to grow back as an even layer of stubble, so he made sure to shave up while he was in the shower. As he pulled his razor around his cock and pelvis, his cock suddenly started to become rock hard. He loved the way he looked with smooth, hairless skin. He put down the razor and held his feet close together, standing up straight and cute. His cock remained hard, but he wanted to see what it would look like out of the picture, so he awkwardly stuffed it between his thighs, along with his ball sack. It hurt a bit, being bent down while so hard, but it was worth the sight.

He reached around back, where the tip of his cock was just beneath his butthole, and then he started to rub: both his tip and his hole. It was only a minute before he was squirming, and another minute before he came backwards for the first time in his life. He didn’t even know such a thing was possible. He was shocked when he turned around and saw how much cum was dribbling down his shower wall. He was about to spray it off the wall when he got the naughty idea of licking it up. His heart began to race and then he sunk down to his knees, pressed his palms against the tile wall, and he took a big, long lick of his own product.

And then he realized he was running late for work, so he got dressed quickly, putting on his red panties instead of his usual boxer shorts. Before running out the door, he made sure to stuff his skimpy stolen outfit into his briefcase. He didn’t know what he planned on doing with it, and he knew bringing it out of the house with him could have only been a terrible idea, but he couldn’t resist the exciting urge. He held that briefcase close to him on the bus. His heart wouldn’t stop pounding. It was a miracle the men and women around him couldn’t hear that heart as it tried to slam through his ribcage.

Once again, he made sure his office door was closed and locked and his blinds were shut. Then, he slipped out from his pants and into his skirt and stockings. He didn’t get much work done, constantly staring down at her perfect legs, and then freezing up every time someone walked past his office door. His co-workers knew he was in there, and it was just a matter of time before one of them needed something. He was playing a dangerous game and he knew it all too well. It was around lunchtime when he had the sense to change back into his normal work attire (still with those panties under his slacks). He found himself in the mirror, splashing cold water on his face, trying to convince himself to pull his life back together.

His life was off the rails now. He was a slave to the naughty excitement of cross-dressing and sissification. He was starting to worry that he wouldn’t be able to save himself. He was no longer setting out to prove how manly he was, so why was he still listening to the tapes? Why was he getting dressed up in his office at work? Why couldn’t he stop himself?

After lunch, he navigated over to one of the popular online communities for sissy hypno recovery. Suddenly, he could relate to all of the posters. There were many people who only made it to the fifth tape. “I listened to that fifth tape a month ago and then I stopped, but I can’t make the urges go away,” complained one poster.

“They never go away. You need to learn to live with them and to control them,” replied a senior member of the website. Kent’s gut turned. He didn’t like what he was reading. He didn’t like the thought that he would be stuck this way forever.

“You could consider going all the way,” said another poster. “If you feel the urges are this strong after just five tapes, then you could just finish out the series and surrender to your sissy side.” Surprisingly, this was the advice of many of the men on the website. “Once you swallow the whole sissy pill, at least the agony goes away for most people. As long as your friends and family can handle your new lifestyle.”

“So there’s really no hope for going back?” asked the original poster.

“Sorry, friend. The urges do get more manageable over time though.”

Kent felt sick. He felt like he’d made a gigantic mistake—and he had. He’d done irreversible damage to his brain, voluntarily, because he was obsessed with the idea of proving his manliness. But it wasn’t his fault, was it? It’s not like he actually believed the tapes were real. He thought the posters on these websites were just roleplaying, adding to the lore of the silly sissy mythology. He thought this was all just a big rouse to entertain high school kids, and now he was essentially stuck with irreversible brain damage.

And he was stuck with the agony of knowing he was now a freak, a pervert, and a sexual deviant. He was stuck with the agony, unless he did what those posters were suggesting: swallow the whole sissy pill, go further down the rabbit hole, finish the last two tapes and become like the traps in the diner. They may have been freaks as far as Kent was concerned, but they were happy freaks. They didn’t appear to be suffering any agony. They were smiling and even flirting with strangers, as if they didn’t care what anyone around them thought. And it didn’t help that people like Andrew couldn’t even tell the difference.

Though maybe there were more than just those few traps at the diner and the few at the house party. Maybe they were everywhere and Kent couldn’t tell the difference. When Kent looked at himself in the mirror, he thought he really looked like a woman, especially after the Playboy Playmate did his makeup. All he really needed was a wig and a bit of makeup practice—maybe a bit of voice work and a decent wardrobe…

Kent had another blackout moment during his last hour at work. He looked up at the clock and saw that it was already time to go home, even though it seemed like he’d just looked up at his clock a moment later and it was only 3:00 PM. Then he looked down at his computer screen and saw, in big letters: ORDER COMPLETE. A chill crept down Kent’s spine. He opened up his e-mail and saw that he didn’t just have one unread e-receipt; there were ten separate e-receipts. He’d spent over a thousand dollars on dresses and skirts and shoes and lingerie and makeup. “Shit,” he mumbled. He clicked on the first e-mail and went to the website where he could manage his order. His plan was to cancel all of them, get his money back and pretend like it never happened. And then he saw the items that he ordered.

He froze and found himself staring at the cute little dresses. There was a little black bodycon dress that would actually look so cute on him. And in another order was a pair of strappy heels that would match the dress perfectly. Maybe he didn’t need to cancel the orders. Maybe having some outfits at his house was a good thing, so it would be easier to resist the urge of stealing clothes from his friends and neighbours. It was better that he kept his newfound obsessed within the walls of his own apartment. So he didn’t cancel anything.

But if he was going to keep the clothes and makeup, then he was going to need a wig. What was the point in spending over a thousand dollars on a wardrobe and makeup if he wasn’t going to go all the way? He looked up local wig stores on his phone and found that there was one conveniently on his way home from work. So he got off the bus a few stops early and he wandered into a shop called Best Wigs.

The store was surprisingly large, with too many options to consider. Kent walked through the room slowly, noticing the price tags hanging down from some of the hair bundles: five, six, even seven hundred dollars for some of the more realistic units. And of course Kent needed to get a realistic unit if he was going to commit to this crazy endeavour.

“Can I help you?” asked a feminine voice behind Kent. He spun around with a jump. He was on edge and had been on edge for days now. “Looking for a wig?” The storeowner was a tall, pretty woman with big, stunning eyes. She had a confident smile that beamed down on Kent, making him feel small.

“Um, yeah,” he said. “It’s, uh, for my wife.”

“Is she okay?” the storeowner asked.

Kent quickly nodded his head. “Yeah. She, uh, just got a bad haircut. The hairdresser screwed up and she ended up having to shave it all off. So she, uh, needs a wig.” He forced a smile. He knew it sounded far-fetched.

The storeowner was looking down, at Kent’s hands, which were awkwardly fumbling down at his waist. He thought she was looking at his nervously fidgeting fingers, and then he realized she was looking down at his lack of a wedding ring. He quickly buried his hands into his pockets, even though he already knew it was too late. So he just forced another smile as he felt his cheeks turning red.

“Does she want to be blonde, brunette, redhead—or something funky?” asked the store owner, who was now grinning. She knew. She could see right through Kent’s awkward demeanour. She probably got lots of cross-dressers into her store. Kent squirmed at the thought of being one of them, even though he was. He hated the term ‘cross-dresser’. It sounded so ugly and so freakish. Kent had always thought that cross-dressers were just mentally ill men. And maybe that’s exactly what Kent was, now with his blackouts and his powerful urges that he couldn’t always deny. “Well?” the store clerk asked.

“Maybe blonde,” Kent said with a quiet voice.

“Long or short?”

Kent scanned the options. There was already a wig that stood out to him. He kept looking around but his gaze kept travelling back to that one wig on the wall. It was long and blonde, with dark roots. It was straight with a bit of volume, and Kent was already imagining which outfits to pair it with. “That one,” he said, pointing at the wig.

“Do you want to try it on?” the clerk asked as she took the wig down from the wall.

“Sure,” Kent said. And then he froze up as he realized he’d just outed himself as a cross-dresser. “I mean—my head is about the same size as my wife’s head.” He felt warm blood rushing into his cheeks. He didn’t know why he was still bothering with his whole married farce. He knew the clerk was onto him. But he was just too embarrassed to reveal himself fully.

The pretty storeowner stepped around Kent and got the wig situated on top of his head. She adjusted it slightly, ruffling up the hair a bit to make it look realistic. Then she turned Kent towards the mirror and said, “I think it looks pretty good, don’t you?” she said.

Kent slowly nodded his head. The wig was perfect. It looked real. He reached up slowly and ran his fingers through the soft strands of hair. “Yeah,” he said, his voice nearly a whisper.

Even without a feminine outfit or a lick of makeup, he looked like a girl. It was amazing how much that wig changed his appearance. It changed the shape of his face and it even seemed to change the figure of his body—not that his figure wasn’t feminine to begin with. “How much?” he asked.

“It’s on sale. Four hundred and fifty,” she said. “Down from eight hundred. It’s a steal, really.”

“I’ll take it,” Kent said. And now he couldn’t wait for his new wardrobe to show up. He couldn’t wait to get dolled up. He was even starting to think about taking his feminine persona out of the house once he had all of the elements put together. Maybe he would go for a jaunt down at the dog park. Maybe he would take a ride on the bus, just to see if he could get a guy or two to look his way. Maybe he would go down to the bar and try to get a guy to buy him a drink. But what would he call himself? He was going to need a name for his new female persona…

“Are you okay?” the store clerk asked.

“Huh? Me? Yeah. I’m fine.” Kent was now standing at the checkout counter. He couldn’t remember how he got there. He must have blacked out again, but for how long? Had he said anything embarrassing? Had he done anything he was going to regret? He looked into the store clerk’s eyes and saw that she was smirking—or was it just her normal smile? He looked away quickly. “You don’t have a bathroom I could use, do you?” he asked. He didn’t need to use the bathroom, but he needed to splash some cold water on his face. Cold water was the only thing that seemed to stop the sissy urges from taking over completely. Cold water was the only thing ensuring Kent still had a little bit of sanity.

“We don’t but the store next door has—” She cut herself off. “Actually, if you don’t mind walking a couple of blocks, there’s a gas station just at the end of the road. The bathrooms are around back. If I were you, I would use the women’s bathroom. It’s much cleaner and much less busy.”

Kent stared at the woman for a moment, trying to figure out why she was suggesting a bathroom two blocks away, and why she was suggesting the women’s bathroom instead of the men’s bathroom. But he didn’t question it. He wanted to get out of that wig store and away from the woman who could see right through Kent’s anxious character. He made his way down the road to that gas station. It was a busy little gas station, with cars lined up nearly to the street.

Kent skirted around behind the station and then he spotted the bathrooms. He watched a man slip into the men’s bathroom. He looked around to make sure no one was watching before slipping into the women’s. And he was pleasantly surprised by how clean and spacious it was. He locked the door and went straight to the sink. He ran the water cold and then splashed it on his face. He took a deep breath and then he noticed a glimmer of red out of the corner of his eye.

‘Tap for a little bit of fun,’ was written on the wall with deep red lipstick. With the same lipstick, someone had drawn a long arrow pointing from those words to a hole in the wall, a hole that connected the two bathrooms. Kent’s heart skipped a beat.

Next to the sink was a little tube of red lipstick—probably the same that was used to write on the wall. Kent picked it up carefully and spun out the deep red pillar. He ran the tap again, rinsing off the tip of that red pillar. Then he brought it to his lips. His heart was pounding hard—so hard, he was worried it was going to explode inside of his chest. “What the hell are you doing?” he whispered to himself. But he couldn’t stop himself.

He reached into his briefcase and pulled out his new wig. He ripped off the tag and got it onto his head. He ruffled up the hair until it looked nice and natural on his head, then he slipped out from his dress shirt and put on the crop top he stole from his neighbour. And while he was at it, he took off his pants and put on his skirt—his stockings were still on underneath his slacks.

He did a little pose in the mirror, biting his lip in an attempt to contain his big, goofy smile. He looked cute, even without makeup. The lipstick was enough—though a bit of eyeliner and maybe some blush would have been nice too.

He heard someone enter the room next door. It was game time, time to have a little bit of fun, according to the wall. Kent walked over with his pounding heart and then he tapped on the wall. He squirmed and took a series of deep breaths, trying to calm his racing heart. He didn’t actually plan on doing anything if a cock slipped through that hole, did he? He wasn’t really going to suck off some stranger, or even touch another man’s penis. Just because he was having strange urges—it didn’t mean he was suddenly gay. Or was he suddenly gay? Were those tapes turning him gay?

A minute passed and no cock came through that hole. Maybe that hole was just a joke—surely it was just a joke. What man would be dumb enough to risk sticking his cock through a random hole in a gas station bathroom? There was nothing stopping some crazed psychopath from chopping a stray cock off—and there was nothing stopping a man from sucking off another man.

Kent tapped again, giving his heart another surge of energy. He kept his gaze glued to that hole. After a long silence, that hole became dark as if large figure had crossed behind it. Kent could hear a subtle rustling. And then a long, flaccid cock came through the opening. Kent nearly jumped back at the sight of it. It was thick and veiny and uncircumcised.

Kent’s lips parted and his heart fluttered down into his gut. Now what? He’d invited the cock through, but now he didn’t know what to do with it. There was a very vulnerable man on the other side of that wall, waiting for some action.

Kent slowly dropped down to his knees. He felt the cold bathroom floor with his bare skin, but he did like the feeling of the draft teasing up his skirt, tickling his bum and his barely covered cock.

He looked at the cock and couldn’t believe how thick it was. It must have belonged to a big guy. He reached up slowly and hovered his fingers around the man’s girth. He was terrified to touch it, but he knew he had to. He knew he would be left unsatisfied until he went through with it. So he closed his eyes and closed his hand into a fist around the soft, warm cock. His heart skipped a beat. He was doing it—he was touching a cock. And a moment later, he was gently pulling back the man’s foreskin, exposing his bulbous tip. It was only a few seconds before that cock was throbbing and growing in Kent’s grip—getting bigger and harder by the second.

And it was kind of fun, knowing that it was Kent’s sensual fingers that were making the man aroused, and soon he would be getting the man off too.

He tugged on the cock until it was hard, and then he watched as it throbbed magnificently. It was a strangely arousing sight, but only because Kent knew that erection was for him. But the man didn’t stick his cock through a dangerous hole just for a handjob. Kent needed to give the man more. So he took a deep breath, leaned forward, and opened his mouth. The cock slid onto his wet tongue. It didn’t taste like anything, which was nice because Kent was expecting the worst. In a weird way, it was even kind of satisfying, the way it slid back and forth. He could feel the veins throbbing. He could feel the whole cock bloating and twitching. And it was only a minute or two before he could feel it tensing up all over, getting ready to burst.

He slipped the cock out from his mouth and aimed it away. Then he watched as it spewed long strands of cum all over the bathroom floor. He heard the man on the other side groaning, and then the man’s lipstick-stained cock slipped back, leaving that hole empty. He got the lipstick washed off of his lips and his sissy outfit back into his briefcase, then he took off for home, hiding his face as he left the bathroom, just in case there was someone there waiting to see him. Thankfully, the coast was clear.

But that wasn’t the end of Kent’s sissy fun that afternoon. That night, he got dressed up again and he went about his normal routine. He cooked his dinner in that little skirt, and he even sat around and watched TV in his whole cute ensemble. When it was time for bed, he decided to sleep in his panties, with his headphones on his head and that sixth tape playing into his ears.

“Oh my God, look at you,” the British woman said in that recording. “I hardly recognized you. You look stunning. And how’s your voice sounding? Have you been practising? It will take a while to get it right, but don’t worry about that now. Now, we’re just going to have some fun. We still have a lot of work to do—but let’s not think of it as work. Let’s just think of it as fun, shall we?”

Kent dozed off quickly that night. There was something hypnotic about the British woman’s voice. It had the strangest ability to make Kent fall right to sleep. Even sleeping pills didn’t work that quickly.


CHAPTER VIII

Kent woke up with the worst dread trembling inside of his gut. He jumped out of bed and rushed over to the mirror and he stared at himself. His eyes were heavy and his skin was flushed. “What are you doing to yourself?” he said before slapping himself on the cheek. “Pull yourself out of this. You’re just one recording away.” And it was true—if Kent could stop himself from becoming a full-blown sissy in just the next twenty-four hours, then his original goal would be a success. Sure, there were some speed bumps along the way. He’d spent almost two thousand dollars on women’s clothing, makeup, shoes, and a wig. He’d sucked a cock in a gas station bathroom. He’d allowed a Playboy Playmate to fuck him in the ass with a giant strap-on—but those were just speed bumps. He could still come out the other end as a man, unlike all of those poor souls on those sissy websites, and those trannies in the diner.

He just had to get through one more tape. So he went back to that support group online community and read through some posts. He found a few made by people who only reached that sixth tape. “I’m too afraid to listen to the last one. I don’t want to lose myself,” said one poster. And surprisingly, many people replied saying they only reached that sixth tape. Apparently, on their sixth day, something happened that was too much for them. But none of them were brave enough to say what. They just kept saying “the incident”, and everyone seemed to know exactly what they were talking about. But Kent had no idea, and he was terrified of having ‘the incident’ happen while he was at work.

So he called in sick, taking one of his few sick days. He made a large pot of coffee and spent the morning at his kitchen table, drinking cup after cup. He had nothing else to do. There was lots he wanted to do outside, but he was set on remaining inside for the day. Under no circumstances would he leave his apartment.

At least that’s what he thought, until noon rolled around and there was a knock at his door. He carefully crept up to the peephole and looked out. His female neighbour was standing there. Kent wasn’t going to answer it, but she knocked again, and then again. What if she knew he stole her clothes? What if her next stop was at my building manager’s door, to get the key to get into Kent’s apartment and take back what was hers?

So Kent opened the door. “Hey,” he said, forcing a big smile. He was ready to dive back into his apartment if one of his weird urges came upon him. He held the door firmly.

“My pipes are all weird again and my husband still isn’t back. The building manager isn’t answering his door, and I heard your TV playing so I knew you were home. You don’t think you could come and help me, do you?” She looked desperate. Her eyes were glowing and her smile was irresistible.

“Just let me grab my tools,” Kent said. He was hardly breaking his own rule. He still wasn’t leaving his apartment building, and he wasn’t even leaving his own floor. He could be done and back in his apartment in a matter of minutes, before any impulses took over.

He sauntered into her place and headed straight for that sink. “Same problem?” he asked.

And then he heard his neighbour’s voice from the other room. “Same problem,” she said.

Kent got down and popped open the access panel. He looked in and saw that the same pipe was loose. Though it seemed impossible. A pipe can’t just pop loose so easily. Kent had screwed that pipe in firmly, and no amount of water pressure can unscrew a pipe in a matter of days. So Kent reached in with his wrench and he made it as tight as possible. He tested the sink and everything worked just fine, but he had a feeling that he wasn’t really there to fix her pipe.

He looked over when he heard her stepping up behind him, and he saw that she’d quickly gotten changed into a skimpy lingerie bodysuit. It was lace and clear. He could see her perky nipples trying to poke free from the tight garment. He opened his mouth to say something, but he didn’t know what to say. “Well?” she said.

“W—Well what?” Kent managed to stutter.

“Are you going to fuck me or not?” Her face was red and her eyes were shimmering, as if she was trying not to cry. Kent wasn’t sure what was happening. Why did she want to fuck him so badly? Was she just bored?

“I shouldn’t,” he said. “I should be getting back to my apartment.”

“Please fuck me,” she said. “My husband is always home but he won’t fuck me. He’s going to be back in a few hours and I don’t know when he’s leaving again. I need to be fucked. Please just fuck my little pussy. I’m begging you.” She came up to Kent and put her hands on her sides. She was squirming—literally unable to contain herself. She reached down and cupped Kent’s cock. She squeezed and massaged gently. “I’ll do anything,” she said.

Kent was about to reject her, even though she was beautiful and wet—and then he suddenly say her as his solution. He was attracted to her. He wanted to fuck her. And maybe a good fucking was all he needed in order to get his head straight, to remember that he was really a man and not some sissy. So he put his hands on her sides and he spun her around. He put a hand on her back and bent her over her own kitchen counter. She let a moan slip out from her lips. She was already halfway to having an orgasm, just from being touched by a man. Poor girl probably wasn’t lying—her plumber husband probably never fucked her.

Kent reached down and pulled away the thin strip of lace covering her pussy, revealing her plump, wet lips. The sight made Kent’s heart stutter—and he loved that stutter. He was still a man. He still loved women. Those tapes hadn’t corrupted his mind completely—not yet. He ran his fingers over those damp lips and then he tugged down his pants, letting his semi-erect cock fling out. He grabbed it and pressed it against her warm pussy. She let another moan slip out as she began to push her bum back, grinding herself along his hardening shaft.

Kent had the biggest smile on his face. There was still hope. He could still be the man he knew that he was. Though as he looked down at his pretty neighbour, he couldn’t help but wonder how that lingerie would look on him—and those heels; he’s still never worn a pair of heels before. He couldn’t wait for his shipment to come in the mail, so he could see how perfect his own legs would look with a cute pair of—

“Well? Are you going to fuck me or not?” she asked, still squirming, still desperate for his cock.

He was hard now, though not entirely because of her—but that didn’t matter. He was still going to fuck her and he was still going to come inside of her and he was still going to prove to himself that he was still a sane, straight man. He mashed his tip between her plump lips and then he pushed inside of her. She gasped and clenched and trembled and moaned. He squeezed her butt cheeks with both hands and spread them wide so he could watch his cock travelling deeper and deeper into her body.

He suddenly had the urge to ask her to reach around and stick her fingers into his asshole, but he resisted the urge. He bit down hard on his tongue and started thrusting. He had the urge to ask if he could put on her bodysuit, or maybe she would be interested in fucking him with the handle of his screwdriver—he resisted those urges as well, pumping her harder and faster. He just needed to come—he needed to get the fucking over with before one of these urges manifested into reality.

So he closed his eyes and focussed as hard as he could. He loved the way her wet pussy felt, clenching along his hard shaft. He loved the way fluid was dribbling down her thighs. He loved the sounds of her moaning, and he even loved the sounds of air escaping her pussy when he pulled his cock mostly out before plunging back down. And more than anything, he loved that he loved all of those things. He was still a man.

He dug his fingernails into her skin and then he thrusted himself forward with a heavy grunt. His cum filled up her tight snatch and she screamed out as she reached her long-awaited orgasm. More fluid gushed out of her and then Kent stumbled back to watch his creampie ooze out from her cunt. “I should be going,” he said before she was even able to pull herself off of the counter. She looked back at him with glowing eyes. “Whenever my husband is gone, can I count on you to come over?” she asked.

Kent shrugged his shoulders. “Why doesn’t your husband want to fuck you?” he asked.

“Because he always just wants me to fuck him. He makes me put on this stupid strap-on, and when I ask him to fuck me, he can’t get it up. So sometimes I ask him to put on the strap-on, but it’s just not the same. He even likes to wear my lingerie. I mean—he looks good in it, but I still have needs, you know?”

Kent forced a smile. His heart stuttered. And then he turned to leave. Maybe there were sissies everywhere. Maybe there was a couple of them on every floor of Kent’s apartment building. Maybe every second guy on the street was a secret sissy. Maybe it wasn’t such a terrible thing. Maybe Kent didn’t need to feel so ashamed, as if he was some freak of nature. At least he wasn’t like his neighbour’s husband. At least he could still find satisfaction in satisfying a woman.

He stayed locked up in his flat for the rest of the day. He ended up taking a sleeping pill around 8:00 PM, not that he needed it. Once he hit play on that final recording, he fell right asleep. He didn’t register the British woman’s first few words.


CHAPTER IX

Kent woke up to the loud screeching of his apartment’s buzzer. It took him a moment to realize he was no longer asleep and no longer dreaming. He pulled himself up as the buzzer rang again. He stumbled over to the unit on his wall and pressed the button. “What is it?” he said with a groggy voice. And then he noticed the clock on the wall that read 2:45 PM. He’d been asleep for almost eighteen hours—how did a single over-the-counter sleeping pill do that?

“I’ve got a few packages here for you—I need a signature,” said the man who was standing downstairs at the front door. “Mind hurrying up?”

“I’ll be right down,” Kent said. He went down in his pyjamas, rubbing the sleep out from his eyes as the slow elevator made its way down to the lobby. He was still in a daze, still unsure of how he managed to sleep for so long. Was it because of the sleeping pill? Or was it because of the tape.

He’d forgotten about the tape—the final sissy hypno tape. He was finished with the experiment. He was done the ultimate manliness test, and he’d passed. At least he was pretty sure he’d passed. He wasn’t currently fantasizing about sleeping with men or wishing he was wearing women’s clothing. The thought of a beautiful naked woman still got his heart racing.

He answered the front door of his apartment building with a big smile on his face. “Hey—you’ve got some packages for me?” he said. He had no idea what the packages were—he figured they had something to do with work. When he thought of work now, his gut turned. He was supposed to be at work. In fact, he was only an hour away from the end of his workday. Hopefully his boss just assumed he was still sick.

“Sign this,” the deliveryman said, thrusting a clipboard forward. Kent signed the paperwork and then he saw the large stack of boxes sitting next to the door. “Enjoy,” the deliveryman said as he turned and walked away. It took three trips back and forth to the elevator to get it loaded, and then it took three trips from the elevator to his apartment to get everything inside. He grabbed a box cutter from his toolbox and opened the first box.

Inside that first box was the black dress that he ordered, as well as a few other dresses and a skirt and a couple of tops. In another box was four pairs of cute high heels. In another box he found more dresses, and then in another box he found leggings and panties and lingerie. The smaller (and heavier) of the boxes was filled with makeup supplies. His eyes lit up as he looked down at the haul and an excitement filled his body. It would take a whole week just to try everything on, and he couldn’t wait to get started.

He grabbed that black dress and held it up to his body. Then he grabbed that box of makeup supplies and started towards the bathroom, to get started. But he only made it a few steps before he paused, his heart suddenly trembling. He looked down at the dress, which he knew was going to look so cute on him. “Just stop,” he said to himself. It wasn’t too late to return it—everything was still packaged, still with tags. He could get his money back, and more importantly, he could keep the last bit of his sanity.

If he went into that bathroom, then the sissy tapes won. If he got himself all dolled up and beautiful, then he didn’t survive the seven tapes. He would have become exactly what he was trying not to become: an emasculated sissy.

But he didn’t want to return the clothes. He wanted to wear them. He wanted to go out to the cafes and parks and bars in the little outfits. He wanted to feel the gazes of gawking men, and for once in his life, he wanted to know what it felt like to be ‘sexy’. Was it so wrong?

He still wanted to be a man. He wasn’t like those traps in the diner—he didn’t want to become a woman and stay a woman and be nothing but a woman. He knew that he was biologically male. He knew that there were people in the world who wouldn’t accept him in a skirt and a pair of black strappy heels. And he knew there would be plenty of times where he just wanted to be a man: at work, visiting family, at football parties, and so on.

He looked at the dress again, now with a head filled with confusion. He knew he couldn’t be both a man and a woman. He knew he couldn’t even technically be a woman, as far as biology was concerned. But maybe he could be a trap from time to time. Was that so outrageous? It would essentially be a hobby. He didn’t have to tell people about it—or maybe he would tell people about it. Who cares what other people think? He had friends who played Dungeons & Dragons—lots of people made fun of them, but was it wrong to play the game? Of course not. Different people like different things, and different people are raised to accept different things.

A smile crossed Kent’s face as he realized something: he was still a man. For quite possibly the first time in his life, he was confident in who he was. If some blonde Swedish woman accidentally called him a woman on the streets, it wouldn’t phase him. In fact, now he might think of it as a sort of compliment.

So he was successful with his experiment. He did prove to himself that he was a man, and he was more sure of that now than ever before: he was a man who was no longer afraid of being seen as a sissy or some closeted transgender. He was just human, like everyone else.

He went into that bathroom and put on that makeup and he tried on that dress. He looked stunning, especially once that blonde wig was on his head. He put on a pair of heels and then he stood in front of his mirror for a while, admiring his awesome figure and his beautiful face. He knew he was convincing and he knew he was going to turn heads. He couldn’t wait to get out onto the streets, to start experiencing life as a pretty trap.

But first, he was curious: what was on that last tape? What were the final words of that British woman? He went to his computer and pressed play on that final minute of recording. “Look at you now,” she said with her thick British accent. “Look at how beautiful you are. Look at how confident you are. You were born to wear that dress. Your legs were made for those heels. You’re perfect. You’re going to turn so many heads. And look how happy you are. Look at that smile! That smile is worth everything, don’t you think?”

And Kent really was smiling. He couldn’t help it—he really was happy. He couldn’t wait to step out that door and start his new life: the improved version of his old life.

THE END
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