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SISSY REGRESSION


William has been having strange panic attacks. He never used to have them, and doctors can’t seem to help him. But there is one last hope: a therapist named Mr. Ford, who specializes in hypnosis to solve anxiety disorders.

William will try anything, including expensive hypnotherapy. He’s just not expecting to learn that he’s been living a second life as a girl with an insatiable appetite for men.
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Note: The pictures in this book are of adult characters (all over eighteen).


CHAPTER 1
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The therapist stared at me. He’d been staring at me for many minutes, saying nothing. He told me that he wanted to get a ‘read’ on me, but I think he was just trying to see how long it would take for me to squirm and become visible uncomfortable.

Surely, the point of discomfort had long passed… he was still staring at me.

I produced a smile and then a small chuckle. “Uh, what are you thinking about?” I asked.

But he didn’t answer. He just kept on staring at me, glaring into my eyes, occasionally stroking his grey speckled beard—and occasionally letting out a little grunt, the kind of sound a person makes when they figure something out.

This was my third appointment with this particular therapist, Mr. Ford. When I first met him, I called him Dr. Ford, and he quickly corrected me. “Therapists aren’t doctors.” And that made me a bit nervous, because I was under the impression that I was going to see someone who would know how to help me with my problem. “You’re thinking psychiatrist,” he’d said to me—and maybe that’s what I really needed: a psychiatrist.

But Mr. Ford came recommended. He specialized in ‘sudden onset anxiety disorders’, which was, according to the specialist I saw before Mr. Ford, what I was suffering from.
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I never suffered from any sort of depression or anxiety. Sure, I would get a bit of stage fright in high-school when I had to make a presentation in front of the school, but that’s normal.

This was much more than a little stage-fright—and it came out of nowhere. “Tell me about the first time you had one of these panic attacks,” Mr. Ford said, finally breaking his long silence.

“Well…” I said, and I was instantly overwhelmed by a clenching inside of me: my muscles tensing up and my heart rate increasing; Mr. Ford noticed. His gaze moved down my body and he jotted down a note.

“I was, uh, at the mall,” I said. “Just… at the mall, with a friend of mine: James. We were walking, heading to the food court to try the new Thai food stand. Then I just… started feeling weird. I was worried that I was going to pass out. I was worried that people were going to see me pass out, and think that I was… I don’t know—sick with some contagious disease, and I would start a panic. I rushed to the bathroom and sat on the toilet, and the feeling just got worse and worse. I was worried that I wouldn’t be able to get home. I just really wanted to get home.”

“Hm,” said Mr. Ford, nodding his head. He was silent again, staring at me again. The silence went on for a while.

“And then, uh, I managed to sneak out. I sent Hames a message, letting him know that I wasn’t feeling good and went home. He was surprised. The feeling didn’t go away for a few hours.”

After another long silence, Mr. Ford asked, “What do you remember seeing, right before this anxiety began?”

I thought for a moment and shook my head. “I don’t know. The mall. People… The food court sign… That big Victoria’s Secret…” I paused, trying to think of any other details. Now, I could see the Victoria’s Secret quite vividly in my mind.

Mr. Ford’s eyes narrowed as he watched me. He was thinking about something… but what?

It was a few minutes later when he said, “Tell me about the next time this happened.”

“I was at work. It was a normal day… casual Friday. I was at my desk; I’d been there for about… thirty minutes. I was sipping coffee, and then it started again: the same feeling. I felt faint, and I was worried people would see me fall over.”

“And you don’t know what triggered this feeling?”

“I have no idea.”

“Tell me what you remember, just before it started. What did you see? What did you smell?”

I shrugged my shoulders. “I don’t know. The office. Um… my boss, Richard. Clive came in wearing pyjamas, and I thought that was annoying. Then Jenny walked in wearing some super inappropriate dress…” I paused to think.

Again, Mr. Ford’s interest was piqued. He made some notes. He stared at me some more.

This went on for a while. I told him about the next time it happened, and then the next. He kept stroking his beard, staring at me as if I was some unfinished jigsaw puzzle. He was determined to figure out the problem—and I appreciated that… though I didn’t have a ton of faith that he would solve the puzzle. The last five doctors couldn’t figure it out—even with their pills and blood tests. Mr. Ford didn’t have access to pills or blood tests; all he could do was ask questions.

The third session with Mr. Ford came to an end, and now, I was starting to feel frustrated, because we were no further ahead. “I’m sorry, but, uh, I thought you did hypnotism and stuff. Isn’t that why they sent me to you? No offence, but these sessions are kind of expensive, and I can’t keep coming here if we’re not… figuring this out.”

I bit my tongue. I didn’t love confronting him; he was an intimidating guy. He had that blank stare, and those dark, broody eyes. I knew that he was smart… and wealthy, and probably powerful. And I was just… a regular guy.

“It’s a process, William,” he said to me. “I can’t start the regressions until I have an idea of where to regress you. But we’re getting there—and we will get there. You’ve provided me with some crucial clues, but I don’t want to say any details just yet, because part of the hypnotism process is that, it won’t work if I guide your process of thinking. You need to come to the conclusions that will solve your anxiety; I can’t just tell you the conclusions.”

I bit down on the edge of my tongue. “How much longer will this take?”

“However long it has to take,” he smiled—and it was easy for him to say it, because he was making good money every time I came in. For him, it was better if it took fifty sessions.

I smiled and left, feeling more hopeless than when I started the sessions with him, a week earlier.

But still—I came back, two days later. I paid upfront with the receptionist, as I had with the other sessions. My first credit card bounced: ‘insufficient funds’. But the next one worked—but I knew that I was getting close to the limit. “That won’t happen again,” I said to the receptionist, but I knew it was probably a lie.

Mr. Ford was at his desk when I walked in. He stayed there for the first fifteen minutes, not even looking up from his papers. He occasionally tapped his finger against the desk, letting out small grunts. I said nothing, knowing he would just say, “Just a moment, William,” because he did this same thing every time I showed up, and he would always say that same thing: “Just a moment, William.”

Finally, he migrated to his therapist chair. He settled in, let out a small grunt, and then he smiled. “We’re going to do our first regression.”

I perked up. “We are?”

My heart started to race. I took a deep breath. For the past two weeks, I’d read a lot about hypnosis, and I was both terrified and excited to experience it… though not terribly hopeful it would work. I’d read that it can only work on certain people: people who are very open to the idea of it, and people who believe that it truly works.

He instructed me to lay on his couch. He dimmed the lights. He turned on a noise machine, which created sounds of lapping waves. It was exactly as you see in the movies—with the added mixture of anticipation and dread. A part of me was afraid that Mr. Ford was going to make me realize that I’d been raped as a kid or something horrible. I think everyone’s afraid of reliving parts of their past—especially when those parts are so horrible that we repress them.

The process wasn’t terribly exciting or interesting. He told me to close my eyes, to imagine a beach, to imagine myself walking—all the usual crap that you hear in guided meditations on YouTube. I played along. I tried to breathe when he told me to breathe. I tried to visualize the beach, and then the door, and then the blackness on the other side of the door.

I tried hard, but I just didn’t feel ‘sleepy’ when he told me that I was getting sleepy. I didn’t feel like I was ‘drifting away from my body’ when he told me that I was. I didn’t feel much of anything, aside from bored and then disappointed.

“You’re now under hypnosis,” he said, and I wanted to say, ‘No, I’m actually not,’ but I decided to play along.

“Take me back to that day at the mall, with your friend, James. Tell me, William: what was James wearing? Do you remember?”

“Jeans, white sneakers, and a black hoodie. Oh, and a red ball cap—one that I’d never seen him wear before.” My answer took me slightly by surprise. It was accurate—and confidently accurate. That day at the mall was a long time ago; how did I remember those details?

“And the people around you—are they dressed nicely?”

“Yes,” I said. “Some of them. There’s a blonde girl wearing a white dress. She has really nice high-heels on.”
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“Your heart rate is increasing, William. Can you tell me what’s happening in your head now?”

I hesitated. I could feel my heart racing. “Her heels keep distracting me. They—They’re making me feel… weird, like I’ve seen them before.”

“Keep walking,” he said. “You’re heading to the food court, to eat some Thai food. Do you know what you’re going to order?”

“Pad Thai,” I said.

“Can you see the food court?”

“Yes, it’s just beyond the—the Victoria’s Secret…”

“Your heart rate is increasing again, William,” he said, and then he cleared his throat. The room seemed so strangely silent now; did he turn off that sound machine? I felt like I could hear my own heart thudding.

“There’s lingerie in the windows—and pictures of lingerie models.”

“Are you attracted to them?” Mr. Ford asked.

“Yes,” I said. “But…”

“What is it. Let yourself speak. Don’t hold back.”

“It just… reminds me of a party,” I said. And now, my heart was really pounding. I could feel a sweat forming on the back of my neck. “A party that was a few weeks before… I just… I keep thinking about this party, and…”

Now, I was squirming. I felt tense, like I was trapped in my own clothes. I felt that faint feeling. But at least if I passed out, it was with a therapist. Maybe it would be good for him to see me pass out, so he would know that I was serious about all of this.

“Tell me more about this party, William,” he said.

“No,” I said, tensing up. “No. No—I don’t want to talk about the party. Don’t make me talk about the party. Let’s talk about the mall. I—I want to talk about the mall.” I could feel tears forming in my eyes.

“Tell me about the party, William. Is it a house party? Whose house is it? Were you invited?”

“I don’t want to talk about the party!” I snapped.

Then, Mr. Ford snapped his fingers, and my mind suddenly went blank—just for a moment. The tension left my body, and Mr. Ford put a hand on my shoulder. “Relax, William. We don’t need to do this all in one day.”

“W—What happened?” I asked, heart still pounding.

“You’re remembering painful memories,” he said. “And it will take some time to fully unpack those. It’s all part of the process.”

He smiled, happy about the ‘breakthrough’, but I wasn’t quite so jolly. I didn’t think that this was going to be a traumatizing, difficult experience. I didn’t think that this would take a great deal of emotional work on my part—but now, I was starting to think that I was in for a lot of torment.


CHAPTER 2
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Ispent the next few days thinking about that ‘party’. I had no memory of a party, though now I could remember James inviting me to a party, a few weeks before that day at the mall. That was about all I could remember, so I went far back in our text messages, and found the message. “Hey, Will. There’s a party at Michelle Tahoe’s place this Saturday. You in?”

That was it. The next time he messaged me was a week later, asking if I knew anywhere hiring. “My cousin just moved here from Romania. He wants to get a job on a work site.”

“Sorry, I don’t know anything,” I wrote to him.

Michelle Tahoe… it wasn’t a name that I knew. I looked her up online. She was a pretty brunette—but I didn’t recognize her. We had some mutual friends—mostly guys and girls I went to college with. And it said she went to the same college as me, but I don’t think we crossed paths.

And her house… where was it? If I went to that party, how did I get there? I looked through messages from various people on the day of the party, and the days before, but nobody had ever sent me an address. Maybe James picked me up…

I spent many hours trying to gather more information, and many hours just closing my eyes, trying to muster up details—but the only details I could muster were the ones that came to me in that ‘hypnosis’ session.

There was an awful dread burning inside of me. I hated to think that there were events in my life that I couldn’t remember. That feeling was so… vulnerable.

What happened at that party?
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Mr. Ford led me through the same process of relaxing me. He made me think of the same beach, the same door, the same blackness… but this time, it took much longer. He kept saying, “You’re resisting, William. You need to stop resisting. Don’t be afraid of unlocking your past.”

And that was exactly the problem: I was terrified of finding out what had happened. I was horrified to know what was so awful that I couldn’t remember it. Maybe I witnessed a gruesome murder. Maybe I murdered someone, and Mr. Ford would be obliged to tell the police. Was I capable of murdering someone?

It took a while, but finally, he got me back at that party. I could see the house vividly: a tall, heritage home with paint peeling off of the old cedar shakes. One of the windows had plastic covering it, and the screen door out front didn’t shut, so it was constantly creaking in the wind.

“Who are you there with, William?” Mr. Ford asked.

I was there with James. And we’d just gotten out of his car, but I could still smell his car on me, because he always sprayed half a bottle of Axe body spray in his car before going out, just in case a woman went home with him.

“Walk into the house, William,” said Mr. Ford.

James went in first. He held the door for me. There was a big grin on his face. “This is going to be so awesome,” he said.

“Why is James so excited?” Mr. Ford asked.

James was thrilled because a girl named Flora was going to be at the party. Flora was a cute little brunette who had gone to college with us. She moved away after college, but had just moved back to town after splitting up with her long-term boyfriend. Now, she had tattoos all over her arms and legs; the last time we saw her, she had clear, unmarked virginal skin. She was sitting on the couch in the living room, with some other familiar college faces.
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“Are you excited to be here, William?” Mr. Ford asked me.

“Not really,” I said. I never liked parties, and this one was particularly frustrating, because I’d gotten a call an hour earlier: my boss asking if I could come in early for work in the morning. The thought of waking up at five made the idea of drinking unappealing…and this was a drinking kind of house party.

James went to do some shots. He kept saying that he needed the ‘liquid courage’. He was a bit frantic, worried some other guy was going to beat him to Flora.

I was left alone, sauntering around, trying to find someone to talk to. I knew a good number of those guests, but I wasn’t so keen to chat with them. I didn’t want to interrupt their current conversations, so I just kept walking around.

Someone tapped me on the shoulder. I spun around, thinking I was going to see James.

“Who was standing there, William?” Mr. Ford asked.

“Flora,” I said. She had a big smile on her face. “Remember me?” she asked.

“Of course I do,” I said.

“Have you been working out?” she asked, feeling my bicep.

I laughed, because I knew she was being sarcastic. We both knew that I was all skin and bones. “I’ve been meaning to. It’s been busy.”

“Don’t bother. It’s overrated. There’s nothing worse than some big, puffy gym rat guy.” She giggled. Honestly, I was surprised that she remembered me. We didn’t talk much during college, and half a decade had passed since then.

“Are you attracted to her?” Mr. Ford asked.

“She’s pretty,” I said. But she wasn’t my type. I preferred blondes. I’d never been too into girls with tattoos and piercings. She had one of those septum piercings, and whenever I saw those, I would just feel a pain in my own septum. Things aren’t meant to pierce between that part of the body… “She really wants to talk to me. We… talk for a while.”

“What do you talk about with her?” Mr. Ford asked.

“We’re just catching up. She asks me where I’m working. I ask her how long she’s been back. When I bring up her ex, she gets a bit awkward, so I don’t bring him up again. Then she starts telling me about life in the big city.”

“Don’t move there,” Flora said to me. “You’d think it would be fun. Everything is open, twenty-four seven. Nobody ever sleeps. It’s go-go-go all the time… and that gets old fast.”

“I’ve never had any interest in living in a big city,” I said.

“Good,” she said, and then she laughed.

I went to get a drink, and Flora tagged along. I got my drink and went out back, to see who else was at the party—and Flora came with me. It was kind of strange… it was like she didn’t have anyone else to talk to—but I knew that she knew all of those people just as well as I did, and she knew most of them better than she knew me.

James saw us together.

“What did he do?” Mr. Ford asked.

“He looked upset with me,” I said. But when I went to go and find James, to re-introduce him and Flora, I couldn’t find him. I think he left the party, figuring that I’d gone after the girl that he wanted to get with. I went to send him a text message, but my phone was dead.

“Do you need to borrow my phone?” Flora asked.

“You don’t have James’s number, do you?”

“James?” she said. She really didn’t know who I was talking about.

“You know—James Feldman.”

“I don’t know him.”

“You guys were in some of the same classes,” I said, surprised that she would know me but not James. It wasn’t just surprising—it was shocking. “You know James. If you saw him, you would know him.”

But she really had no idea. She looked him up on Facebook and shrugged her shoulders.

I decided to tell her that James fancied her. I knew that James would be a bit peeved off about it, but I figured it might help him in the long run, getting him onto her radar.

Flora kept near me. She just wanted to chat with me.

“Do you think that she was interested in you, romantically or sexually?”

I laughed. “No,” I said. “I mean… Her ex-boyfriend was like a huge meat-head guy.”

“But she said she didn’t like that. Maybe she was interested in trying something different—something opposite to what she tried before—and failed.”

“Maybe,” I said.

“Let’s skip ahead a little bit,” Mr. Ford said. “How does this night progress?”

“I end up having a couple of drinks with Flora, even though I have to be up. Flora starts… putting her hands on me. Now, I’m starting to think that she does want to hook up with me.”

Flora kept getting closer and closer. Her perfume smelled so good. She just wanted to hold onto my bicep, as if there was any significant muscle there to hold onto. After a bit, she asks if I’ll go check out the upstairs with her. At this point, I know she wants sex.

So I go with her, of course. I know that James wants her, but this is a big deal for me: I’m about to lose my virginity. James doesn’t have to know. He would understand; he’s been with lots of girls, and he knows that I’ve never had much success.

Flora took me into an empty bedroom, which smelled like old crumbled drywall dust. It was a relatively empty room, but there was a small bed, and there was an old wooden wardrobe—all chipped up from being moved around over the years. It looked like it weighed a ton.

“Is the wardrobe significant, William?” Mr. Ford asked.

And that’s when my heart started to race. I felt a lump forming in my throat. The visual image of that wardrobe grew in my mind, taking over completely. Sweat formed on my palms, on the back of my neck, down the middle of my back.

“Just relax. It’s just a memory, William. You can handle your memories. We will face them together. What’s in the wardrobe?”

“Clothes,” I said. It was filled with clothes. Now, Flora was holding open the door. “Michelle gets to keep every dress she models for Fashion Nova,” Flora said. “Talk about job perks.”

She thumbed through the little dresses. Then, she pulled one out: a little black lace dress. She held it up to her body. “What do you think?” she asked.

“It’s kind of gothic—it goes with your tattoos,” I said. I was nervous. I thought that I was about to have sex for the first time. I’d waited twenty-five years to lose my virginity; I’d never been good with girls. I’d kissed a few girls, but had always been too terrified to initiate sex.

Flora started undressing, in front of me. She wasn’t wearing a bra, so her perky breasts just bounced out into the open. She didn’t cover them. She wanted me to see them. She slowly wriggled into that tight black dress, pulling the top over her perky, youthful breasts. “Like it?” she asked.

I was a stuttering mess. No, she wasn’t my type, but she was still hot. And now, I was speechless. My cock was getting hard in my pants. I was starting to worry that I wasn’t going to last long with her, and that was probably going to be disappointing.

“Keep going,” said Mr. Ford after I paused for a minute.

“We… didn’t end up having sex,” I said.

“You didn’t?” Mr. Ford asked.

“No.”

Instead, Flora took that dress off. Standing topless in front of me, she handed it out to me. “Try it on,” she said.

I was frozen. I was probably pale all over. I took the dress from her and then managed to say, “What?”

“Try on the dress,” she said. “I want to see how it fits you.”

I thought she was kidding. I laughed. She sat down and stared at me with this… look.

[image: Flora]


She wanted me to put on the dress. She was really waiting for me to do it. “I’m not doing that,” I laughed.

“So you’re just going to stand there, stare at my tits, and then refuse to play along?”

“Play along?” I asked. I was starting to worry that this was one of those ‘setups’ that you hear about, where the girl gets a guy into a bedroom and then extorts him by threatening to tell everyone he raped her. “Look, Flora… I—I think I had the wrong idea here.”

“Put the dress on for me, Will,” she said. “I want to see it on you—so put it on already.”

“Flora…”

“Put it on,” she said.

“Was she threatening you?” Mr. Ford asked me.

“No,” I replied. “I mean—not with her words.” But that look on her face… Those dark, brooding eyes. She just seemed so… emotionless. I couldn’t understand what had happened. Why had her mood shifted like this? Was this some sort of prank.

She kept staring at me. Her breasts were still out. I was totally overwhelmed and confused.

So I put the dress on.
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Now, in Mr. Ford’s office, I was starting to squirm. I was tense all over.

“We can stop if you want,” Mr. Ford said.

“No. I—I want to keep going.”

I took a deep breath. I told Mr. Ford about putting the dress on.

“You put on the dress. And then what?” he asked.

She reached down and picked up my clothes. She went to the window and threw them out, all the way too the ground.

“What are you doing!?” I asked.

“This is revenge!” she snapped at me.

“For what!?”

“You know damn well what!” she snapped, her breasts jiggling as she stormed around the room. She snatched her clothes off of the floor and wriggled back into them. Then she glared at me with a scowl, expecting me to figure out what I’d done.

“What did she do next, William?”

I was shaking. I was sweating intensely. I didn’t like this memory. I wanted to put it back in the depths of my mind so I wouldn’t have to face it.

“She got a pair of high-heels,” I said. “She—She made me wear them.”

“Why are you complying with her? Do you know what she thinks you did to her?”

I had no idea what she thought that I’d done. I hadn’t done anything—unless it was another repressed memory. But she scared me; she seemed to furious, like she was going to pop. And now, I was in a dress, and I felt so vulnerable; she could just open the door and call up the party, and everyone would see me dolled up.

“Please,” I said to her. “Let’s just talk about this.”

I was panicking, realizing she was serious about wanting some sort of revenge.

She made me put on the heels. Then, she grabbed me by the wrist and marched me across to the upstairs bathroom. “Shave,” she said, grabbing a razor and thrusting it into my hand.

“Please just tell me what this is about.”

“Shave,” she growled. “Or I make your life a living hell.”

“Did you shave, William?” Mr. Ford asked me.

“I shaved,” I said. “She made me shave… everything.” She watched as I shaved. She told me to shave around my cock. She stood there, watching, as I took off every little pubic hair.

It was so humiliating—and I really didn’t know why I was doing it; I was so horrified that she was telling the truth: that she really was going to ruin my life… but how? How was she going to make my life hell? What did she think that I did to her?

I was convulsing with horror now in Mr. Ford’s office. He told me to ‘sit with the memory’. He told me to confront it, and I was definitely confronting it, as if I was reliving it in realtime. I wanted it to end, but Mr. Ford wasn’t letting it end, and I couldn’t pull myself out from that memory. “She—She made me style my hair. And then she made me put on makeup.”
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“How did that feel, on your face?”

“It was weird. It felt… itchy, kind of. The stuff she made me put on my lips. It was so wet, and slippery.”

“And when what did she make you do, William?”

I was almost too horrified to continue… but I wanted to be free from my anxiety. I bit my tongue. I started to cry. Then, as I started to talk, I caved. I broke down, and Mr. Ford decided to end the session.


CHAPTER 3
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Iwas a mess for the next couple of days. Now, the memory of that party was fresh in my mind—up until the moment I stopped with Mr. Ford. After that, the night was still a blank. I had no idea what I’d done at that party after putting on that dress, that makeup, and styling my hair to look more girly.

But I did remember seeing myself in the mirror, and not recognizing the girl staring back at me. I could remember the terror that consumed my body, locking all of my joints.

The memory was torturing me now. And now, I understood what happened that day in the mall, when I froze up and had that horrible panic attack: it was the blonde woman’s high heels… they were the same ones Flora made me wear. And then the little black dress hanging in Victoria’s Secret; it looked just like the one Flora made me put on.

And at the office, when it happened again, I could remember seeing my coworker’s smooth, freshly shaved legs when she walked in wearing that dress. Those legs looked just like my legs after I shaved them.

But it was so strange… why couldn’t I remember any of this without Mr. Ford’s help? I couldn’t even remember having shaved legs for the weeks following the incident. “Your brain was trying to protect you from the harmful memory,” Mr. Ford had told me. “It chose not to see your shaved legs.”

I felt like I belonged in an institution.

I was looking forward to another session with Mr. Ford—but I was dreading it just as much as I was looking forward to it.

The process was the same, with some familiar resistance that took an extra chunk of time to overcome. But soon, he had me in that relaxed state, able to remember that night more clearly. Mr. Ford brought me right back to that moment, all dolled up, pleading for my life.

Instantly, my body, in Mr. Ford’s office, was consumed by that trembling dread. I’d had so much time to process that ‘new’ memory, but it didn’t seem to matter; once Mr. Ford brought me back, all of that horror came back with it.

“I want you to go downstairs,” Flora said.

“Please, Flora. Don’t do this.”

“Do it. I want you to go downstairs and find some drunk asshole and sit on his lap, and snuggle into him like you want him to fuck your brains out.”

“Flora…” I pleaded, but she wasn’t listening.

“Give him a big, fat erection, and grind on it. Then you can dance for everyone. Dance like a fucking slut. Show them your ass. Tell them all how horny you are. And then you can fucking walk home, in heels, like some slut making her walk of shame.”

“Flora—this is crazy. Please. Let’s talk about whatever this is about.”

But she wasn’t listening. She was taking photos of me. “You can do it, or I can send these to your dad, William.”

I felt so horribly helpless. I was on the verge of throwing up. My legs were hardly working as I made my way down the stairs, hearing the party getting louder and louder. People were going to recognize me. They were going to be shocked and stunned and maybe even horrified. I was hopeful that they would laugh me off, and in the morning, they would all assume that it was a prank.

But when I walked into the room, nobody noticed me. I stood there, waiting for them to turn and laugh… but nobody did. And that got me wondering if I could do all of this without getting too much attention. I spotted a guy who seemed drunk—swaying in his seat as he sat alone. I went over with a pounding heart and a churning stomach. I didn’t ask; I just sat, wanting to do as I was told.

“Why were you quick to follow Flora’s command? Did you do something to her? Why would she be so upset with you?”

“I don’t know,” I said. “I really don’t know.”

There was a silence, and then Mr. Ford had me continue the story. He made me explain the next twenty minutes, in detail, as I sat on a stranger’s lap. The stranger accepted me. He put his arm around me. He flirted with me. He didn’t seem to have any idea that I was actually a dude. He put his hands on my thighs. And worst of all… as I sat on his lap and let him touch me… he became erect.

I felt the stiffness against my ass. “What’s your name, baby?” he asked with a slurring voice. “You’re fucking hot. Why haven’t I seen you around before?”

This was so humiliating. I was dressed as a girl, sitting on a man’s lap. I could feel him throbbing. He kept trying to touch my chest, grazing it as he caressed me. “We should go and fuck,” he whispered into my ear.

The dread was unbearable. Finally, I stood up. I felt like I did what was asked of me… the first task, anyway. Now, I had to dance. There were others dancing, so I slipped in next to them. I stared to move to the music. I’d never been a good dancer, but now I felt like my life was on the line.
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“It seems to me that Flora had some sort of knowledge that you were afraid of,” said Mr. Ford.

I was tense. A churning in my gut made me squirm, so I wouldn’t throw up. “Can we stop?” I asked.

“Not now,” Mr. Ford said. “We’re making good progress. Keep telling me the story.”

“I danced, okay? I danced for a few songs. I saw how the sluttier girls were dancing, and I tried to copy them. It wasn’t quite as bad as I thought it would be…”

It wasn’t so bad because nobody seemed to recognize me. I was expecting mockery. I was expecting people to point at me and laugh. But it seemed like everyone was preoccupied with their own things. Guys were trying to get with their crushes, and girls were trying to look pretty for the guys.

And now, the man who I sat with was now back, dancing with me, wanting to get with me. His hands were all over me. He was touching me between the legs, feeling my flaccid cock, which was tucked into panties—and it must have felt like a plump pussy. He kept rubbing it, and I just allowed it, because I knew that I was so close to being done. I’d done the dancing and the flirting and the lap-sitting.

“I have to use the bathroom,” I said to the man, and I slipped away. I got into the bathroom on the lower floor, hoping I could slip out the window and run home. But there was no lock on the bathroom door, and while I was looking at myself, the man slipped in with me. He had a big grin on his face—and it wasn’t even five seconds before he whipped his erect cock out.

“I know you want to suck me, baby,” he growled.

I backed up, into the wall. I was afraid to speak now, away from the music, knowing it would be more obvious that I was male. Even the lighting in the bathroom was bright enough to make my stomach churn, unlike the dim party lights that kept the masculine details of my face hidden. I’d managed to make it through that whole humiliation without being recognized.

Now, he was coming towards me. He put his hands on me. I felt his bare erection against my bare thigh. It slid up and poked the bulge in my panties. “I want to make you wet, honey,” he growled.

I turned my head away, and he began to suck my neck. He was dry-humping me, thrusting like a horny dog, sliding his erection on my smooth thigh.

“Please,” I whispered, but he didn’t care.

“Oh, fuck,” he groaned—and then it happened: he ejaculated. Warm cum spewed all over my thighs, on my little dress, and even on my panties. I felt his cum all over me. “I’m so sorry, you’re just so hot. I—I’ll be good to go again in a minute, I swear.”

“He prematurely ejaculated on you?” Mr. Ford asked.

“All over. It was all over my legs.” I could feel it dripping, oozing down. It stayed warm for a long time… far too long. I tried to wipe it, but it just smeared on my skin. I swear I could smell it: a bitter sort of odour.

And now, he was stroking himself again. “Let’s have sex,” he said.

“I have to go,” I said. Without even cleaning his cum properly off of me (I could still feel it on my panties, soaking through, tickling my cock), I ran out of the house, out the front door. I ran home in heels, like a slut on her way home from a one-night-stand.

“I got home… I showered… I crawled into bed…”

“And did you take the time to process what had happened?”

“No,” I said. “I just… passed out.”
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During our next session, Mr. Ford made me remember more of that next week. It was so strange, because the very next morning after the party, I forgot entirely about the party, as if it never happened. My brain decided to discard that memory.

Mr. Ford helped me to remember a few days after, when I was in the shower and noticed my smooth legs. “Did someone shave my legs?” I whispered to myself, but then, the next morning, my brain discarded that memory, as if it was worried it would start me thinking about the party, and my brain, apparently, did not want me thinking about that party, so it was ‘deleting’ everything remotely connected to it.

“The human brain is a very, very powerful thing, William,” Mr. Ford said.

Next, we talked more about the party. He had me try to recall more details. And then, he had me face the humiliation over and over, until it seemed more monotonous than dreadful. “It’s called exposure therapy,” he said. “The more you’re exposed to it, the less weight your brain will give to the incident. So tell me about it again.”

It was two weeks after the revelation that Mr. Ford had a dress waiting for me in his office—and heels, and makeup. The dress was a dead-match, based on my description. The heels weren’t quite right, but close enough that I started to feel nervous at the sight of them.

“Just put them on,” he said. “From now on, we’ll do our sessions like this, until it no longer evokes a reaction from you.”

I didn’t like being dressed up. I felt like an idiot, putting the makeup on at the beginning of each session. I felt even more humiliated when he had his receptionist come in to see me like that, just to expose me to her reaction, which was surely coached ahead of time, because she was totally calm and polite. She even said, “You look cute.”

I blushed and tensed up, and Mr. Ford said, “Good. Sit with those emotions, William. We’re making wonderful progress.”

And he was right: I had to give him credit. He seemed to know what he was doing. I was seeing him every few days, and every time I saw him, I trusted him a little bit more.

I’d gone online and read the testimonials, and the hundreds of reviews: people in tears as they detailed how Mr. Ford had saved their lives. I was now positive that he was going to save my life.

The frequency of my panic attacks was reducing. Now, instead of being a daily thing, it was only happening once or twice each week. I felt like I could go out without worrying… though there were still worries, of course. Those panic attacks would still strike without warning. And sometimes, I really couldn’t figure out what was triggering them.

Mr. Ford assured me that there were triggers. “I’m sure that you’re seeing something or someone that reminds you of that night,” he told me. But sometimes, it seemed totally random.

I was out with friends at a sushi restaurant. We were just… eating. The server came up to the table, asked if we needed anything else, and then one of those panic attacks started.

Mr. Ford tried to analyze the scene. He kept asking me if any new customers came into the restaurant, but there were none—just us. “Was the server wearing high heels?”

“No,” I said.

“What was she wearing?”

“A kimono,” I said.

“Was it black, like the dress?”

“I don’t think so,” I said. “I think it was… I don’t remember what colour it was.” So Mr. Ford did a regression, trying to get me to recall the exact details of that sushi experience. I had to relive that sudden panic attack. Dread and terror and anxiety consumed me as I recalled the moment that the panic attack started. I told Mr. Ford about going to the bathroom, sitting in a toilet stall for forty minutes. I slipped cash onto the counter as I came out, and I rushed to my car, where I sat for another hour before I felt like I could drive home without fainting.

“Let’s go back to the moment the panic attack started again,” Mr. Ford said. “Describe the server to me again.”

Now, under hypnosis, I could see those details clearly. “She’s wearing a red kimono, with a cherry-blossom pattern on it. She’s pretty. Her hair is done up, with a pair of long sticks holding her bun in place.”

“You’re trembling, William. What about her is making you so nervous?”

“I—I don’t know,” I said, my voice starting to become strained. There was something about her… something that left a pit in my stomach. “I just… I want her to go away. I want to get out of this place. I don’t want to be here anymore. Oh God, this is so embarrassing. My friends are looking at me. They’re asking if something’s wrong. I’m trying to smile…”

The session ended there. Mr. Ford was confused. The details just didn’t add up. And the next day, I had another panic attack as I drove by that same sushi restaurant.

Our next session was all about trying to figure out what sushi had to do with my sudden anxiety disorder. Mr. Ford put me under hypnosis, which was becoming easier as I became more used to the process.

But this time, Mr. Ford had a different technique. He took me by surprise when he started saying, “Kimono… Kimono… Kimono…” over and over.

“Stop,” I said. The word was enough to make my hands tremble. “Quit saying that.”

“Kimono…” he said again… and again… and again. He kept saying it for over five minutes. Then, he said, “You’re trembling quite noticeably, William. Tell me: what image is in your mind right now?”

“I—I’m wearing a kimono,” I said. “It’s… red… and soft.”

“Where are you?”

“I don’t know.”

“Look around. Tell me where you are.”

“It’s a bedroom. It’s… dark outside, and there’s only one lamp on. It’s dim, and I’m alone… wearing a red kimono. It’s not like one of those traditional kimonos. It’s short and thin, and there’s only a thin band holding it closed. I’m not wearing anything under it.”

“Keep looking around. What else do you see?”
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“A mirror,” I said. And I saw my reflection. I was wearing some sort of wig on my head, cut with straight bangs. My legs were, again, shaved—but freshly shaved. My skin was smooth. I had makeup on my face—lots of eyeliner and eye shadow. I looked… cute.

I was blushing… smiling. And I could hear footsteps outside of the door. “Who’s out there?” Mr. Ford asked me.

“Damian,” I said.

“Who’s Damian?”

“A guy from one of my classes. I’m… at his house.” Now, the details were coming back to my memory. “He invited me over. He… asked me to try on the kimono. Oh God…” Suddenly, more details came back. I could vividly feel a squishy, wet feeling in my bum: lubricant. I’d pushed it in with a finger, preparing my hole…

“Preparing yourself for what?” Mr. Ford asked.

I was humiliated saying it to Mr. Ford, but under hypnosis, I couldn’t hold back; I couldn’t lie. I just said what was in my mind, no matter how embarrassing. “I’m going to have sex with him.”

“And this was arranged?” asked Mr. Ford.

It was… but I couldn’t remember when we arranged it, or how it came to be arranged.

Now, the door was opening. Damian was in his boxers. His erection was stretching out that tight fabric. I could see it throbbing. I could see his thick veins through his undies. I looked down at it and bit my lip. I… was excited. “I haven’t done this before.”

“That’s not what I heard,” he grinned. “But I like that about you.” He took his undies and pulled them down, releasing his spring-loaded erection. It was big. I was instantly terrified that it was too big. I felt the colour drain from my face.

He put his hands on my shoulders. He looked down at me. “You look so much like a chick,” he said.

“Do I look pretty?” I asked him.

“You look fucking sexy.”

He ran his hands down my sides. He caressed my whole body. He squeezed my ass and he groped my flaccid cock. Then, he pushed me to my knees. Without any warning, he shoved his erection into my mouth.

“You performed oral sex on this man?” Mr. Ford asked.

“Yes,” I said.

“And sex?”

“Yes.”

“Be detailed, William. The details could help us.”

So I told him everything I could remember—a memory that hadn’t existed a few minutes earlier. It was another repressed memory, and I could understand why; it was humiliating. Damian was totally dominant, and I went totally submissive. I did everything he asked me to do. He stuck his whole shaft down my throat, making me gag. He slapped my face. He spanked my ass. He pushed deep into my ass while I was squirming in pain. He came inside of me without protection, even though he refused to answer me when I asked if he was clean. But he didn’t just use me once; he left me limp on the bed and then he went at me again about ten minutes later, pulling my hair, spanking me hard, and then pulling out and ejaculating on my ass and thighs.

“And the kimono… where did it come from?”

"He told me he took it from his ex-girlfriend’s closet,” I said.

“Do you know his ex-girlfriend?”

“I’ve seen her before, around the school. She’s a cute little asian girl. They were together for a while. I don’t know why they broke up. After he fucks me… he tells me that I can keep the kimono, so I do.”

“Where is it now, William?”

Mr. Ford helped me to remember where I put it when I got home—hidden under a floorboard, so my roommate wouldn’t find it and start asking questions. I was humiliated about what I’d done. After stashing away that kimono, I cried in the bathroom, realizing that I’d lost my virginity to a man, as the submissive party. My asshole hurt from being relentlessly plunged, and I could still taste his cock on my lips. I just kept repeating, “What have I done?” over and over.

Remembering that post-sex regret brought on an avalanche of emotions. I began to cry in Mr. Ford’s office, and he wasn’t able to settle me down, so the session ended there for the day. It took twenty minutes to calm me down after getting me out of hypnosis.

Now, I was absolutely mortified, realizing that I was not a virgin like I’d assumed. For some reason, I’d engaged in a sexual encounter with Damian—pre-planned before I arrived at his house. I couldn’t remember why it happened or what led up to it. My brain had obviously decided that it was too shocking and traumatic to store as a memory.

“It turns out, we’re not ready to put this puzzle together. We still have to locate all of the pieces,” Mr. Ford said to me, with a smile. His smile held a great deal of excitement. This was turning out to be a very big case for him, and he’d been looking for a challenge. “I’m very curious to see how far back this timeline goes.”

And why did he think it went back any further? Maybe it started with Damian… Maybe there was nothing left to figure out…


CHAPTER 4
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That night, I went home and checked under that floorboard. I was surprised to find that it was loose, because the looseness of the board seemed to be enough to prove that these ‘regressions’ were real, and not just ideas being put in my head by Mr. Ford.

I reached into the dark hole: a large space between the house’s old floor beams. I felt fabric; it was soft, satin, so I pulled it out—and sure enough, it was a red kimono, with dried white stains where the fabric was supposed to cover the bum: cum stains.

My heart fell into the pit of my stomach. Now, I could vividly remember the feeling of Damian pulling his shaft out of me: a shocking, sudden pressed in my tush, followed by a splattering of warm, gooey fluid on my bum and thighs. Some must have gotten on the outfit too.

“Oh my God,” I said. I was having a panic attack now—but panic attacks were never as bad when I was alone, not worried that people were going to see me passing out.

I let the moment settle. I tried to ‘confront’ the kimono, because that’s what Mr. Ford would have told me to do. I held it. I went to the bathroom and I put it on. I stared at myself in the mirror.
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I actually looked… okay. It fit me nicely. It felt nice on my skin. After about fifteen minutes, the dread began to go away, even though I knew that I was looking at the outfit that I lost my virginity in.

And I could only assume that Damian had drugged me; why else would I agree to have gay sex with him? Why else would I forget it entirely?

I remembered that I was wearing a wig with Damian. Where was that wig now? Was it also in that hole?

I went back to the hole and reached down, feeling around for hair. I found something else, so I pulled it out. “Huh?” I said, revealing a frilly pink princess dress. “What the fuck is this?”

I took it to the bathroom. I slipped out of the kimono, and I put on the princess dress. I stood up straight and looked at myself in the mirror. Now, another panic attack was coming: violently, suddenly, making my legs tremble. My knees began to buckle, so I lowered myself to the ground, worried I would smash my head on the counter if I passed out. I sat on the floor, frilly pink tulle all around me.

I had no idea where this dress came from, or what it was doing in that hiding spot. Did I put it there? If so—was there another memory that my brain was blocking out?

I thought I was going to vomit. I stared at the toilet for a long time before remembering Mr. Ford’s advice, to confront these painful, confusing memories. Exposure is supposed to take the power away from the harmful trauma.

So I carefully stood up. I stared at myself in the mirror. I mustered up the courage to strike a few poses. Then, I had the idea to shave my legs, just so I could ‘confront’ this issue with as much seriousness as I could gather.

I shaved. I even shaved around my cock. I went to that hole, and sure enough, I found a little wig.
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I posed in the mirror. I blew kisses. I hardly recognized myself… but at the same time, I felt like I was looking at some old friend—someone I knew so well, a long time ago, but now, I couldn’t remember their name.

I caught myself blushing. I really did look… like a girl.

I looked pretty good, too. And I wasn’t even wearing makeup. I couldn’t help but wonder how good I could look.
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I stood there for an hour, posing, looking closely at myself. I could feel memories trying to come to the surface. I knew that I’d worn that dress before. But I couldn’t make those memories appear in my head. I had a feeling that pink dress was the key to unlocking whatever was going on.

So I brought the dress into Mr. Ford’s office, two days later. “What’s this?” he asked. I explained that I found it with the kimono.

Mr. Ford nodded slowly. “So, I want you to put the dress on, William. I want you to feel the dress on your skin as we go into the theta state.” I changed in his office, even putting on a pair of panties to ‘enhance’ the memory. Mr. Ford noticed my shaved legs, and I told him that I’d been practising exposure therapy on my own. He smiled, blushing, before saying, “You’re really taking this seriously.”

“I want this anxiety gone,” I said. “It’s ruining my life. And… I want answers.”

“It’s a slow process,” he said. “And it could take many more sessions before we get the genesis of all this.”

We went ahead with the session. It took about thirty minutes to get m properly into that hypnotic trance, which really didn’t feel like a trance; it was more like a state of heightened focus, where I could access parts of my brain that were otherwise off-limits.

“Tell me about how you got that pink dress, William.”

The images in my head now made no sense.

“Why are you so quiet, William?”

“Something is wrong. I—I’m seeing… the wrong thing.”

“Are you wearing the dress?”

“No… not the pink dress,” I said.

Instead, I was wearing a blue minidress. I was in a busy room… a bar. There were men around. I knew that bar—it was the Basement, the college’s campus bar, which was usually a rowdy place where people liked to solve disputes with their fists.

“How did you end up at a bar, dressed up? Is this before or after the incident with Flora at the party?”

“Before,” I said. “Long before. Flora is still living in the city, with her boyfriend.”

“Are you drunk? Have you been using drugs?”

“No. I’m sober. I’m… just out… dressed like a girl. But… nobody can tell that it’s me. I recognize a few faces, but instead of avoiding them, I keep…”

“What?” Mr. Ford said.

I was winking at them. Damian was one of them.
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He was sitting at the bar, occasionally glancing at me with blushing cheeks. He couldn’t hold eye-contact for long; he was nervous about something. Maybe he recognized me. Maybe he was conflicted… because he knew I was a guy, but he still thought that I was hot.

“I’m trying to make him jealous… for some reason,” I said to Mr. Ford.

In that memory, I sat next to a man—close, on a long bench. He told me that I smelled nice. I wrapped my fingers around his bicep and asked him if he went to the gym.

“Look around,” Mr. Ford said. “What do you see.”

“I see college students,” I said. I knew many of them—not by name, but I’d seen so many of them around. Why was I doing this? Why was I so comfortable being around familiar faces?

And what did any of this have to do with that pink princess dress? Why did that dress evoke this memory?

Suddenly, I saw her, walking in with a group of girls. I didn’t recognize her, but her pink dress caught my eye. It was puffy and frilly, looking like some over-the-top prom dress. I was mesmerized. I just… wanted to have it.

So I walked over to the girl. I bounced up next to her and said, “Your dress is so cute!”

She blushed. “Thank you.” She swayed from side to side, making the pink frilly skirt dance around her.

“I’d kill to try it on.”

She giggled. “I know. It’s cute, right?”
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“Can I please?” I said.

She paused. She looked a bit awkward. “It’s actually a project,” she said. “I’m a fourth-year fashion student. This is for my mid-term project.”

“I want it so badly,” I said, squirming. I was like a different person. I didn’t recognize my own personality. I was strangely outgoing, bubbly, bouncing around—and standing effortlessly in high-heels, as if I’d spent years wearing the things.

It almost seemed like my internal antenna was picking up someone else’s memories. Maybe these memories weren’t mine at all…

But then how did I get that dress?

“A boy showed up and walked up to her,” I told Mr. Ford. He was surprisingly skinny and short, with glasses. She could have pulled better, but she seemed to like him. They kissed and then he asked, “Who is this?”

“I don’t know her,” she said. “She was just asking about my project.”

“I really want to try on the dress.”

“Alright,” the girl said. “Maybe another time, okay?”

“Please?” I begged.

“Girl, you need to drop it,” she said, suddenly with a firmness and callousness that took me by surprise. “Just… drop it. I’m not letting you try on the dress.”

I was stunned. I couldn’t believe she was being so… rude. I felt a strange anger welling up inside of me. I bit down on my tongue.

I watched them as they went to a table and ordered drinks. I went back to the man who had been buying me drinks.

“It sounds like you’ve done this before,” Mr. Ford said.

“It feels that way,” I said, feeling a pang of nervousness. I kept telling him about the night.

I watched that couple for the next couple of hours.
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The skinny guy was drinking a lot, and his girlfriend, in the pink dress, was getting frustrated with her boyfriend’s drunkenness. I started to see an opportunity. When the guy got up to pee, I found him in the back hallway. I struck up a conversation. I flirted with him. I giggled at his bad jokes. I gently touched his arm. I made him blush.

Then, twenty minutes later, he had to use the bathroom again, so I cornered him again. “Funny meeting you here again,” I smiled.

He was a bit more drunk. He blushed harder when I flirted with him. I put my hand on his side and gently let it slide down. “You’re really cute,” I said.

His face was dark red. “I have a girlfriend,” he said.

“A girlfriend isn’t a wife,” I winked, and then I went back to my table. Thirty minutes later, he was going to the bathroom again. His girlfriend was dancing in that pink dress.

“Can you spare ten minutes?” I asked.

He was dark red. I pulled him into the girl’s room. I dropped right to my knees and started to suck. He groaned. He was tense. He was nervous. He was cheating on his girlfriend. I was pressuring him into cheating.

But he didn’t stop me. He liked it. He wanted me to suck him. I made him so hard. I made him drip pre-cum like a leaky hose. I stood up and mounted him, facing him. I pushed his back to the wall and I grinded on his shaft for five hard minutes: bouncing, riding him against the wall, until he came in my asshole.
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He noticed my erection near the end. “You’re… trans?”

I winked at him, and then stood up off of his cock, letting it slump out of me. “That was fun,” I said.

“Yeah…” he said nervously—now trying to process the fact that he just had sex with a biological male.

“Did you address your gender identity with him?” Mr. Ford asked.

“No. He was awkward about it, but not upset. He was more uncomfortable with the idea of his girlfriend finding out he cheated while she was just thirty feet away.”

“Did she find out?” Mr. Ford asked.

“No. Because I made him a deal.”

“What deal?”

“If he got me that dress, I would make sure nobody found out what we did.”

I couldn’t believe the words coming out my own mouth—or the memories that were now filling my own head. These weren’t me; I wasn’t evil. I didn’t blackmail people—and I didn’t go out dressed like a woman, having sex with men.

“So with Damian—I guess that wasn’t your virginal sexual experience,” Mr. Ford ascertained. “And, it would seem to me, that this incident with the skinny fellow at the bar wasn’t the first either. You engaged with the experience of someone who’s done that before.”

We had to stop there. Once again, the dread and anxiety of what I was learning was too much to handle at once. Mr. Ford had to end the session, and he had to spend nearly an hour calming me down, helping me to ‘unwrap’ the new findings.

He tried to calm me down. “It’s more normal than you think,” he told me. “For instance, when someone experiences sexual abuse for many years, they can forget enormous chunks of time.”

“But… this isn’t sexual abuse. Maybe what Flora did to me—forcing me out into the party, dressed like a girl… maybe that was abuse, or forced humiliation, or something. But with Damian… with the skinny guy… I chose to engage with them. I even initiated. I seduced them.”

Mr. Ford just stared at me; he had nothing to say that would ease my mind, because even he probably thought that I was a twisted maniac. I could tell that he didn’t quite believe me when I told him, “I don’t want to crossdress.” Because he asked over and over, ‘Do you feel urges to put on women’s clothing?’.

I would tell him that I had no urges, but he would ask again ten minutes later, as if he was expecting me to change my answer. I was starting to wonder if the question was part of his strategy, as if he was trying to get my subconscious to let an admission slip out.

But I really never thought about wearing women’s clothing; the thought of wearing skirts and dresses had never even entered my mind until Mr. Ford unlocked those weird memories.


CHAPTER 5
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Iwas haemorrhaging money. Mr. Ford’s time wasn’t cheap. Each session brought us closer to understanding what was happening, but I still didn’t really have any answers: just more pieces of a very confusing puzzle (Mr. Ford loved to use the puzzle analogy).

I was sure that we would get somewhere eventually, but a month went by and the progress slowed down. Sessions with Mr. Ford started feeling like deja-vu. He made me relive those familiar memories: the night in the blue minidress, the night in the kimono, the night with Flora. I was like an old VCR playing, and Mr. Ford was going through the few tapes he had, trying to find some clue.

He tried to follow some leads. “Where did the blue minidress come from?”

But the answer brought us nowhere; I snatched it from a locker in the girl’s changing room at the college gym. Mr. Ford helped me to remember the ‘theft’. I was walking by, saw a girl leave, saw that it was empty inside—and then I rushed in, grabbed a random piece of clothing from a locker, and rushed out. I took a pair of panties with me. I was a lowly panty thief—no better than a common pervert.

But I couldn’t remember any of it without Mr. Ford’s help, and I couldn’t figure out why I had those urges in those memories, but urges like it didn’t exist in my conscious memories.

It was all very frustrating: confusing, alarming… shocking… disgusting.

“I’m not sure where we can go from here,” Mr. Ford said one afternoon. “You’re protecting your memories. Your subconscious is putting up defences, and I’m not able to break through with hypnosis. How frequent are your anxiety attacks now?”

“Once a week,” I said.

“It’s an improvement,” he said, nodding his head.

“It’s still crippling. I still can’t comfortably go out for dinner, or out with friends, afraid that an attack will strike and leave me feeling helpless. I can’t keep living like this. Just knowing the attacks are a possibility has me feeling… like I’m perpetually stuck in a state of anxiety. I can’t live like this, Mr. Ford. I need this problem solved. Please.”

“You’re afraid of these attacks…” he said. “Because your subconscious is afraid of your conscious confronting the trauma. But maybe, if you face the right anxiety attack, it will help to give us a clue of what’s still missing with this puzzle.”

I nodded my head slowly.

“I want you to go out, William,” he said. “I want you to go to the mall. If nothing happens there, I want you to go to the bar… and then a club. If nothing happens, I want you to dress like a girl, and I want you to go out. Try to evoke an anxiety attack, and pay close attention to the details around you when you finally make it happen. It will act as exposure therapy… and it will give us some clues that we can use. Don’t come and see me again until you’ve had a significant anxiety attack.”
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I hated that my homework was to suffer through a traumatic experience. Those anxiety attacks weren’t fun—especially out in public. But I understood where he was coming from. I understood that we needed more clues for him to unlock my mixed-up psyche.

I went out the next day, for a stroll through the mall. I tensed up as I neared the lingerie store. I saw a few dolled-up women who made me nervous.

But I wasn’t struck by an attack.

I went to the bar where I was fucked by the skinny boyfriend. I went into that bathroom and touched that wall where we banged—but it did nothing, aside from an uneasiness.

I went home and pulled those little outfits out from under the floorboard. I tried them on. I shaved my legs. I was trying to evoke an emotion that could be used to unlock more… but nothing happened.

I went to a club, surrounded by girls in slutty outfits. I will admit that I had some curious urges strike me. I saw one girl in a black strappy one-piece, with thin black heels, and I wanted to know what it would feel like to wear that, to look like that, to be ogled the way men were ogling her.
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I saw a girl in a red dress, dancing freely, wearing no bra. Her breasts were bouncing and jiggling and I wondered how nice that must have felt. A man came up and put his hands on her, and she embraced it, letting him grope her all over as they danced. I bet that felt good, to be lusted over like that.

My heart was starting to race. Maybe I was getting somewhere. I could feel these ‘urges’ becoming stronger, and I was starting to realize that, maybe, I was capable to having the urge to steal a dress from a locker room.

Maybe I was capable of getting so carried away that I would want a man to fuck me, so I could make him come, and I could know that he wanted me so badly that he gave himself to me completely…

I could feel my face reddening… but I still wasn’t having an anxiety attack.

It was two weeks later when Mr. Ford called me from his office. “Have you still not had an attack, William?”

“Not a significant one—just a bunch of smaller ones.”

“I want you to come in, so we can talk about them.”

I felt a bit uneasy, feeling like it would be a waste of money to pay him to go in circles again. But I went in.

He asked me about that day, when I went to the mall, when I went to the bar, and then to the club.

“Nothing happened?” he said.

I shrugged my shoulders. “Nothing.”

He stared into my eyes. “Are you sure?”

“Nothing happened. I went to the places you told me to go… and then the next day I put on the pink dress and I went out for an hour, which was embarrassing, even though I wore a big pair of sunglasses and a big sunhat… but no anxiety attacks.”

“While that sounds like good progress… I want to go back to the bar, and the club,” he said. “I have a hard time believing nothing happened. Tell me more about it.”

I told him everything—every drink order, and every detail I could remember.

“And how did you get home?” he asked.

And then I paused. How did I get home? Why couldn’t I remember? “I… I took a cab. I think. I mean—I must have taken a cab, because I always take a cab when I go out at night.”

“You don’t remember?” he said.

I was silent for a minute. “I must have cabbed.”

He started a hypnosis session. He brought me back to that club. He brought me to the last moment I could remember, standing around, thinking that I was wasting my time. Then, the urge to pee struck, so I went to the bathroom.

Guys were laughing by the sink. There was a loud moaning, and a thumping. I looked at a bathroom stall and saw the door rattling. “He’s fucking her brains out,” said one of the guys. A guy was fucking a girl in a stall.

I blushed, and then went into the only open stall: the one next to the fucking couple. I started to pee, and then I saw a hint of black on the ground. It was that black strappy one-piece outfit! The girl must have stripped down completely to have sex.

And suddenly, I realized I could probably grab it without them noticing. She was mid-orgasm; he was grunting loudly. So I reached down and snatched it.

I stuffed it under my shirt and I zipped out of the bathroom before anyone could say anything. I left the club. I went to a club next door, went into the bathroom, and I got undressed. My heart was racing.

“So you indulged in crossdressing desires,” Mr. Ford said.

“I don’t know… I suppose I did,” I replied, under hypnosis.

I styled my hair in that bathroom, using water from the sink. It wasn’t perfect, but I felt so cute. I pranced out into the club without hesitating, excited to feel those girly sensations for the first time in what felt like forever.
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I got right to dancing. I grinded right up to drunk men. I loved feeling their erections when I pushed my bum into their laps.

“You’ve done this before,” Mr. Ford said.

“I… guess so.”

Men bought me drinks. I found myself sitting with some party. A guy put his arm over me. I borrowed makeup from some girl in the girls’ bathroom. I did a cat eye look, with smokey eye shadow. I put on pink lip gloss.

A drunk guy dared me to lick his friend’s cock, so I did it under the table we were all sitting at. They bought me drinks for doing it.

I got drunk. I couldn’t remember many details as the night went on, because I was… hammered. I ended up in a hotel room with two guys. They were both naked, both erect, and I was on the bed, grinning, biting my lip. They both came at me together, on their knees, making me suck them. I sucked them one at a time… and then I sucked them together, mashing their tips together. They joked about how ‘gay’ it was to have their cocks touching, so I kept mashing them together just to tease them.
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“It won’t be so gay to have them together in my ass,” I purred.

One man went on his back. I mounted him. The other came from behind, mounting me. It took a few minutes to stretch me wide enough to get both shafts inside. It hurt—but I screamed out in pleasure once they started pumping me.

I think they were in the closet—at least one of them. He moaned loudly when his friend pulled out and ejaculated—but missed and came all over his friend’s cock, balls, and thighs. He ended up bursting deep in my ass, which felt so, so good.

“You enjoy anal sex with men,” Mr. Ford said.

“It feels so good,” I whispered. “It… wasn’t the only time that night.”

The men called their friend to tell them about me. The friend showed up an hour later, blushing, and the two men watched as another man fucked me in that hotel room. They even cheered him on, and teased him when he ejaculated prematurely. So they called another friend, to see if he could ‘beat the record’.
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“How many men were you with that night?”

“Six… or seven,” I blushed.

“And somehow you got home.”

“In the morning; one of the men drove me home. Before letting me go, out front of my house, he asked for a blowjob… and I gave it to him. I leaned over his centre console and sucked his cock until he came in my mouth. Then, I wiped my lips and rushed inside. I showered and changed…”

“And where did you put the outfit?” Mr. Ford asked.

“There’s a loose piece of drywall in the hall closet. It’s in there, with the other outfits.”

“Other outfits?” Mr. Ford asked.

I even paused. My heart started racing. It was time to end the session, because the revelation sparked an anxiety attack that was just as bad as the worst of them. It was so bad that Mr. Ford called the paramedics, worried that there was something wrong with my blood pressure. “It’s just a procedure, William, don’t panic.” But I could tell that he was panicked; he’d never seen someone freak out so intensely, so suddenly.

The ambulance took me to the hospital. Then, they wheeled me into a ward labelled, ‘Psychiatric Ward’.


CHAPTER 6
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Ispent four days in that ward. I had officially been institutionalized.

I was evaluated by three different psychiatrists. I felt so awkward, telling him what Mr. Ford already knew about me—because with Mr. Ford, I was speaking under hypnosis; I couldn’t control what I said to Mr. Ford. But with the psychiatrist, I had to volunteer all of that information.

He looked at me with wide eyes, seemingly shocked and disgusted by what I was telling him. He didn’t believe me when I told him that I couldn’t remember anything, except for what Mr. Ford helped me to remember.

Nobody believed me. One doctor even said, “He’s lying himself into a delusion. So many lies piling up, that he starts to believe the original lie.”

“I’m not lying!” I cried.

They tried pills. They forced me to take them. Then, they injected me with something, which made me feel lethargic and loopy. While high, they sat me down and asked me to tell them the truth about my mental state. They seemed frustrated when I insisted, under the influence of that drug, that I really had been suffering from memory loss.

They even tried a gentle ‘shock’ therapy, which wasn’t so gentle. The intense zaps made me yelp and clench up all over. Finally, it was Mr. Ford who facilitated my release. The doctors looked at Mr. Ford as if he was some sort of witch doctor. I saw the doctors roll their eyes, writing the hypnotist off.

Apparently, they were very familiar with him and his work, and they didn’t think so highly of any of it. Mr. Ford took me to my house. “I’m really sorry about that, but you were having a very dangerous fit in my office. I needed to have you evaluated, or I could risk losing my own licence to practise.”

“I understand,” I said.

“May I walk you into your house?”

I nodded my head. I wasn’t surprised that Mr. Ford wanted to poke around. He looked in closets. He found that floorboard. He asked me to show him the loose drywall in the closet, and then, together, we looked at the stunning collection of clothes and lingerie.

“There must be two dozen outfits here, William.”

I was pale. Mr. Ford watched me closely. I took a deep breath. He thought for a moment, and then he said, “Can we do a session here? I won’t charge you, but I am curious...”

I was hesitant, but I still wanted answers. I bit down on my tongue and went to my couch. Mr. Ford spent a few minutes closing curtains and dimming down lights. Then, he took a random outfit from that collection and set it out on my lap. “Put it on.”

I changed in front of him; he’d already seen me naked many times before, and I trusted that he wasn’t a creep. I put on the little black bralette. He started the hypnosis.

“Where are you?”

“A motel room. It’s a grungy place. There isn’t even a proper heater—just a space heater plugged into an extension cable.”

“And who are you with?” Mr. Ford asked.

“Some… old man. He’s naked.” He was on the bed, fully erect, stroking himself slowly. His cock was already glistening with thick globs of lubricant.

“Are you working as a prostitute?”

“Yes,” I said. “He’s paying me. He’s old. He’s bald, and quite thin.” But still… it doesn’t bother me.”
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I got onto the old guy’s lap, with my cock tucked between my thighs. He grinned. I sat down, squashing his wrinkled cock into my ass. I bounced on his lap.

“How did you get this… job?”

“I was at a bar, and he came up to me, thinking I was an escort. He asked me how much money I wanted. I said a hundred. He gave me the cash, so we went to that motel.”

“And he wasn’t using protection?” Mr. Ford asked.

“None.”

He raw-dogged me, ejaculating deep in my ass after about forty minutes of sweaty penetration. He lasted much longer than I was used to. He wanted to lick the sweat off of my body. It was weird, letting some old man lick my body. He even licked my flaccid penis, and he licked my asshole, which was oozing his own cum.

“While he was showering, I snuck out and went home,” I said. “I—I put the little black top into the closet, showered, and went to sleep.”

Next, Mr. Ford went to retrieve another outfit. It was a set of blue lingerie, with pink pin-stripes and blue thigh-high stockings. “When did you use this?”

I was at a party… a college party. Three guys took me upstairs. I sucked them. I let them spank me and tug my hair. One of them found a dildo in some old lady’s underwear drawer. It had a big suction-cup base, so he stuck it to the wall.

The men wanted to watch me bounce against the wall. They stood there, stroking themselves… and watching.
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I kept going until cum started to ooze out of my tip, soaking my blue panties. The men laughed. One of the men dared his friend to eat the cum out of my panties, and the friend did it. They took turns ejaculating on me, which I liked.

Mr. Ford found a red sports bra, which smelled like a mix of sweat and perfume. “Do you go to the gym as a girl, William?”

Under hypnosis, I could recall meeting a guy at a gym. He complimented that red sports bra. We went into the sauna together and I let him drill me against the wall.
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I gave him my number. “He called me later that night and asked me to go to his house, so I did. He fucked me there too.”

“You’re very popular as a woman,” Mr. Ford said.

“It’s so easy—seducing men. It’s usually just as simple as winking at them—a little smile, a little flirt. You can tell right away if they’re horny, and if they’re horny, they don’t care at all what’s between my legs.”

“You’re horny,” Mr. Ford said.

“I’m so fucking horny,” I said.

“And you can’t feel satisfied without being sexual with these men.”

“It’s just… so satisfying… feeling them inside of me, sliding in and out. I love it when they cum in me. I love feeling that warm, gooey cream inside of me, dripping out of me...”

Mr. Ford took me out of hypnosis, and I realized what I’d been saying. I was instantly shocked and disgusted with myself. Then, after a minute of calming down I begged him to help me. “You have to make this stop. I can’t live two lives like this!”

He looked at me with a solemn look. I could tell that he was feeling hopeless. This whole thing was out of his realm. He was used to dealing with childhood traumas—not strange double-lives. “We will do whatever we can, with the tools that we have,” he said, and it was his way of telling me that there was probably nothing that could be done.


CHAPTER 7
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Mr. Ford suggested I start coming in daily. “I can’t afford that,” I told him.

“From now on, it’s free,” he said.

I was stunned.

Mr. Ford looked a bit uncertain. He was going to take me on as a personal project. “I—I really appreciate that.”

“But if I’m going to do this, I need you to be as open as possible with me. I don’t want you to hold back at all.”

“I’ve been open with you,” I said.

He looked into my eyes with a firm, intense look. “I need you to be even more open with me.”

Mr. Ford told me that we were going to experiment. He told me to prepare myself for unorthodox therapeutic techniques. “Over the next few weeks, you’re going to feel very uncomfortable—but we’re going to start unlocking clues to get us to the bottom of this.”

I was hopeful… more hopeful than I’d been. There was something about Mr. Ford’s seriousness. He had the face of a man who wasn’t willing to lose.

Those sessions moved to my house. Mr. Ford felt it more appropriate to conduct the sessions at my house, because there, we had access to the hidden clothes, and he felt that I was more relaxed in my own space.

We went through each and every outfit that was hidden behind that closet.

A small red dress brought back a disturbing memory, with one of my old college professors. He snuck me into his office and pumped me full of his thick cum.

[image: Red dress]


The sex was totally secret; he even covered my mouth with his hand when I started to moan.

“So you were going to college classes dressed as a girl?” Mr. Ford asked me.

“I guess so. I don’t remember doing that though…” But he helped me to remember. Now, I could remember multiple classes, where I sat in the back, all dolled up—and nobody recognized me.

Mr. Ford found a silicone breast form, which looked frighteningly realistic. “I’m assuming you wore this.”
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And I could remember my first night out with it on; I managed to seduce a group of men: six in total. They took me to their dorm room and took turns with me, bending me over and pumping my asshole.
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I could vividly remember the cum gushing out my ass as that sixth man pumped me: so many cream-pies in one tiny hole. I could feel it all running down my thighs.

And then there was the tight green dress. I instantly remembered my romp in that dress, with another college professor.
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He sat at his desk and I went down on him until he came in my mouth.

“Do you have any idea how many sexual encounters you’ve had as a female?” Mr. Ford asked.

My stomach churned. “I don’t know.”

“I’ve already counted… close to twenty different men.”

“Oh God,” I groaned.

Mr. Ford took out another outfit. He asked me to put it on, while I was under hypnosis. I instantly tensed up. A sickness swept over me. I began to convulse, so Mr. Ford quickly ended the session and tried to calm me down. “Relax, William. Relax. We can stop for the day. We’ve come a long way. We’re making progress. Just… relax.”

“I—I can’t,” I said. “I can’t breathe.”

He cold cold water, in a glass, and then splashed it on my face, making me gasp. “I’m sorry,” he said. “You need to return to reality, William. You’re confronting too much at once. That was my fault.”
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He stayed for the next hour; it was very late, close to midnight. He didn’t want to leave until I was able to breathe normally. He led me to my bed. He got me a glass of water. He sat there for a few minutes while I tried to collect myself.

“You’re okay, William,” he said.

“Why did the doctors at that psych ward look at you like that?” I asked.

Mr. Ford paused. He acted as though he hadn’t heard my question. Finally, he broke his silence and said, “You need to get your rest.”

“I just want to know… why did they look at you like that?”

He was silent again. Then, he let out a sigh. “They know me… from school.”

“You went to school with them?”

“Yes,” he said. “I took three years of med school before… being kicked out.” He looked to the window, but wouldn’t look back at me.

“Why did they kick you out?”

“It’s a long story,” he said.

“I want to know.”

“I’m not going into that. Just get some rest.”

He got up and left, and I fell asleep soon after. Those intense hypnosis sessions could be downright exhausting. I must have slept for ten hours.

Then, after eating a bit of breakfast, I decided to look deeper into Mr. Ford’s background. I knew that he was hiding something—and I had a feeling that it wasn’t something he wouldn’t be able to hide from forever.

It didn’t take long to find the article. ‘Fourth year student removed from medical school program, conflict of interest.’ I read the article, which named Mr. Ford as the student. “During psychiatric evaluations with volunteer patients, Ford abused his position of power. One volunteer patient claims Ford used hypnosis to convince her to send him a collection of private images she had on her phone.

“Another student claims that Ford used hypnosis to convince her to sleep with the fourth-year student, though Ford denies these allegations.”

I felt uneasy. Maybe Mr. Ford wasn’t quite the genius, perfect person I thought that he was. Maybe he had his flaws… And I couldn’t help but wonder if he had been totally honest with me… and maybe he’d been putting memories in my head that weren’t really mine.

“Multiple volunteer patients have claimed that Ford used hypnosis techniques to alter their memories for the sake of his own curious experimentation. Ford also denies these claims, but evidence taken to the school board has led the faculty to expel Ford. The police, nor the media, has seen this evidence.”

I felt a coldness creeping into my bones. What if… I never did have sex with any men? What if I never did go out dressed like a girl, before Mr. Ford convinced me to do so.

What if he’d just been experimenting on me this whole time?

I was guarded when he came over the next night. I didn’t say anything. I didn’t tell him what I found out. But I did keep a watchful eye on him. He went to use the bathroom after he arrived, and then we started the session.

Under hypnosis, he made me remember receiving anal from a stranger I met in the street. He took me to his house, and his wife was gone. “Pick something out from her closet,” he said to me with a deep voice. So I put on lacy purple lingerie, which looked so cute on me
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He fucked me hard on his bed, and then he told me to keep the lingerie. “My wife won’t notice it missing. She never wears it anyway.”

“And where did you put that purple lingerie, William?” asked Mr. Ford.

“Behind the bathroom vanity,” I said.

“Is it there now?”

“I—I don’t know,” I said.

He had me look after the session was over—and I found it. But I couldn’t help but wonder if he’d put it there. He did use the bathroom as soon as he arrived. Maybe he hid it there. Maybe he put that memory in my head somehow, and then made me find that lingerie as a way to make me believe the memory.

Maybe he’d been doing it all along.

Suddenly, I couldn’t be sure I could trust Mr. Ford. Maybe he’d created this whole narrative—and now I couldn’t tell reality from this complex fiction.


CHAPTER 8
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Mr. Ford commented on my resistance during our next session. “Something is holding you back from entering the theta state, William,” he said.

I bit down on my tongue. I was afraid that I would spill the beans as soon as I was hypnotized; I was afraid that I would tell him that I found out about his past, and that I was now questioning his reliability.

“I need you to trust me, William,” he said carefully. “This only works if there is a trust between us.”

My heart was racing. How could he tell that my trust in him was fading? Was it obvious? Could he read me better than I realized?

I hadn’t completely lost faith in him; he’d still managed to reduce the frequency of my panic attacks dramatically—something no doctor was able to do. I had to give him the benefit of the doubt; maybe he made some mistakes when he was younger… or maybe those accusations were false.

He worked to get me under. Then, he fetched a cheetah-print dress, which was tight and slutty. He asked me to feel it in my hands, and to smell it. “There’s a cologne smell on it,” Mr. Ford said to me. “Does that smell remind you of when you wore it?”

“Yes,” I said.

“Tell me about that,” he said.

“It was last night,” I said, stunned. “Shortly after you left.”

“You’re still going out as a girl?”

“I—I guess so,” I said. It was a shock to me. I assumed that I’d just gone to bed after Mr. Ford left… but apparently I went out. I went downtown, to a seedy part of town, where the prostitutes hung out. I sauntered to a corner, to wait for a car to pick me up.

I was wearing that dress… but where did it come from? Oh yes—I could remember now; it was from a big order I placed online. I spent about $700 on clothes. That dress was my favourite from the lot.

“So there are more clothes stashed here somewhere?” Mr. Ford asked.

I nodded my head. “Lots,” I said.

“And a man picked you up?”

“Yes. He paid me $300.”
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“And you had sex with him?”

“Yes. Multiple times.” The man asked if he could film it, and I told him it was fine. He set up two cameras on tripods, and held another. He even had a big, bright light, which he pointed at the ceiling to make the motel room as bright as daytime.

His cock was huge. I think he was making content that he was going to sell. He told me he had a lot of fans. “I’m the biggest in the province,” he boasted. He put every single inch inside of me, and told me that no girl had ever been able to take the whole thing before.

I could see his tip pressing against the inside of my tummy. It hurt at first, but I relaxed into it, and learned to like the feeling of being stretched wide. He used his camera to get plenty of closeups of my reddened hole.

“What you did last night was dangerous,” Mr. Ford said to me. “Did he use protection?”

“No,” I said. “He cream-pied inside of me, three times. It felt so good. He had big, fat loads—enough cum in each one to fill a shot glass. I—I remember each load spilling out of me and just… pouring down my legs… all warm, and thick.”

Mr. Ford made some notes. He ended the session there, and then, after calming me down once again, he urged me to go to a clinic, to get an STI test.

I got the test done, but had to wait a week for the full results.

Over that week, Mr. Ford came over every day for more regressions. He found that I was going out almost every second night, finding men—sometimes at bars, sometimes at parties, sometimes just on the street. Without those regressions, I could remember nothing—not even the mornings when I woke up in the bedrooms of other people.

But he helped me to remember, for better or worse—including one morning that I woke up in a frat house, wearing a pink satin slip and cow-print stockings.
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The night before, the frat boys took turns with me—sometimes two inside of me at once.

Mr. Ford told me that I was suffering from a dissociative disorder. He told me that there were pills I could take, but he couldn’t prescribe them.

“But pills won’t solve the problem,” he said. “They might help—but they won’t cure the problem. The only way to truly cure this issue is to figure out the genesis—where it all started. Then, we can get you to properly face the emotions that your brain is trying to protect you from, and relieve you of the symptoms.”

But there were so many instances now—not just the weird memory with Flora at the party. Now, I’d apparently been out dozens of times as a girl, in humiliating situations, with countless men. It was impossible to create a timeline; all of those romps blurred together. We kept finding more outfits hidden in my house…

And I still wasn’t convinced Mr. Ford wasn’t the one putting them there.

I was so lost, so confused, so vulnerable.

I couldn’t necessarily trust Mr. Ford; I couldn’t trust anyone. Even old friends, like Damian, couldn’t be trusted, because they were keeping my secret hidden from me, because my secret was also their secret.

Mr. Ford helped me to remember multiple romps with men I considered friends. I’d seen them since those apparent encounters… but none of them had said anything. Though now, I could sense an awkwardness around them, and assuming those memories were real, I knew why they were so uncomfortable.

I couldn’t trust anyone—so I had to figure this out on my own. I need to figure out how all of this started. There was some sort of first trauma, something that happened that forced my brain into a protective state.

I felt like there weren’t many leads… but there was still one big unanswered question: what happened with Flora?

I decided to do some investigating. I went to their social media profiles—hers and her exes—and I skimmed through post after post after post, trying to create a timeline. I tried to match that timeline up with my own… or what I knew of my own.

I started jotting down all of the events that I knew about. Thanks to Mr. Ford, I had a rough idea in my head of when each romp happened, so I just started lining it all up. These strange sexual encounters started many weeks before the party with Flora. I could trace them as far back as a month earlier—and that was an interesting date, because there was one post written by Kyle, Flora’s ex, just before my first known memory of being out as a girl. “Going to be in town for a couple of nights. HMU if you want to reconnect!”

I thought that it was curious, that he would have been in town just before the start of all of this. Maybe I did do something with him. Maybe I was out as a girl, and I seduced him, like I’d done with so many other men—including men I considered friends.

Now, Kyle was living in Toronto, which was a two-hour flight away. I thought about messaging him, but I knew that he probably wouldn’t tell me the truth, so I booked a flight. I told Mr. Ford that I had to go away for a few days.

“That’s not safe, William,” he said to me. “In your condition… your behaviour is unpredictable, and away from home, you will be vulnerable.”

“I have to do this,” I said. I just knew that Kyle was part of the key to unlocking this mystery.

I spent every dollar I had on that flight. I filled my suitcase with women’s clothing, because I knew that I was going to need to use every resource I had available to me.

I no longer had any shame; Mr. Ford had forced me to relive my sissy shenanigans so many times, that I could no longer muster up the feeling of humiliating. I was numb to it—which, honestly, did wonders for my social anxiety. I no longer felt worried about embarrassing myself in public, because I’d already maxed out my embarrassment.

In the Toronto airport, I changed in a bathroom. I got myself dolled up, with the breast form, with a cute wig, with a red dress, with makeup. I got a few weird looks while I was putting on the wig and whatnot, but I didn’t care; I’d sprawled out on my back for an entire fraternity; this was nothing.

I spritzed myself with perfume. I plucked a few rogue eyebrow hairs. I could feel that I’d done this many times before, even though the memories were scrambled and vague.
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Then, I went to the parking lot and scanned around at the many businessmen coming home from long business trips. I leaned over the hood of a black BMW as the man was loading in his luggage. “C—Can I help you?”

“I need a ride,” I said. “Any chance you can… help me out? I’ll make it worth it for you.” I bit my lip and he turned dark red—redder than my dress.

Sucking his cock in that car was uncomfortable, but I really didn’t have any shame left.
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I even let him nut in my mouth, and I swallowed. He happily took me downtown, and then I had to do it all again to get myself a hotel room. Getting a room was just as easy: I sat at the bar for a couple of hours, letting men buy me drinks. Then, a man happily paid for a room so he could take me upstairs and rail me hard on a bed.

He didn’t care that I had a cock, which fell out of my panties halfway through the sex. It made him chuckle, but he didn’t stop until he’d filled my little hole with his thick load.

“The room is on my card,” he said to me, blushing all over. “I have to, uh, go home to my family. Please don’t trash the room so they add charges.”

“Okay,” I smiled.

I was hungry, but getting money was no problem whatsoever; I just had to bring a guy up to my room for thirty minutes—another guy I found at that hotel bar.

He railed me hard on that bed and left me a few hundred dollars, which was more than enough to dine like a king—or a queen—for a couple of nights.
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Now, I could focus on tracking down Kyle. He’d posted some photos of his new condo—and finding that condo was just a matter of asking locals if they recognized the building in the photos. One did, and pointed me towards it. Sure enough, I found Kyle’s name on the directory by the front door.

I went dressed as a man. I buzzed his room. “William?” he said. “I don’t know a William.” He came down anyway, in his pyjamas. He took a look at me and said, “Oh yeah. We had some classes together, I think. What’s up?”

My heart was racing. I tried to watch his expression. Normally, I would have assumed he barely recognized me, but I’d spent so much time with Mr. Ford, listening to Mr. Ford explaining how he could tell that I was getting nervous. I knew the signs to look for: bending the fingers, hiding hands behind the back, subtle jaw movements. Kyle was getting nervous. He knew something.

“I have to go,” he said. “Is there, uh, something you need?”

I knew he wouldn’t be honest with me. I had a feeling that I’d slept with him before, and he was probably ashamed of it. I let him go. I went to a cafe nearby and watched his building, trying to come up with a plan.

Then, I saw him leaving, getting into a cab and taking off. He was dressed nicely—probably heading out on a date.

I knew that his condo was empty, and there were probably clues inside.
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I had the skills to get in. I changed into my feminine disguise.

I waited for someone to leave, so I could slip in without being buzzed. I went up to his room, which was locked. Then, I put on an act; I started crying at the door, until a neighbour came out. “Can I help you?”

“I locked myself out.”

He stared at me. “You live here?” he said.

“It’s my boyfriend’s condo. Do you know Kyle? He left me a key, but, like a dummy, I left it in his car. I’m supposed to take his dog for a walk. It’s going to pee everywhere, and Kyle’s going to be so pissed with me.”

“It’s fine,” the neighbour said. “I can, uh, call the building manager.”

My heart was racing. I knew that I was playing a dangerous game.

But sexual favours are powerful. The manager told me he couldn’t legally let me in without Kyle’s consent—but I told him I would make it worth it for him, with a little wink. I had to suck him off, but like I said before; I had no shame. “Just don’t tell anyone about this, okay?” he said.

“No problem,” I winked.

I was in Kyle’s condo. I had access to all of his things—but it was his laptop that I was most interested in. It was a MacBook, with no password on it. It was connected to his iPad, his iPhone, and his Apple Watch. I could see all of his messages, and all of his photos on all of his devices.

I spent hours on that laptop, scanning everything. I wasn’t finding anything, until I found an unnamed folder in his documents. I clicked it, and there I was: pictures of me, on my back, dolled up, but not terribly convincing. I had a terrified, nervous look on my face.

He had dozens of pictures of me, mostly high angle… in some I was sucking him. In some he was anally penetrating me.
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I was correct; he’d fucked me.

Now, a panic attack was kicking in. I felt faint. My stomach churned. I knew this feeling too well. I knew it was going to get a lot worse—and fast. I didn’t want to faint in his apartment, so I quickly transferred those photos to my own phone, and I took off.

My heart was racing. I stumbled as I ran. My vision was starting to blur. People watched me as I crashed out of that building, in tears. I got the first cab I saw, and begged the driver to take me to my hotel.

Then, once in my room, my panic attack reached a climax. I puked. I passed out. I’m sure that my blood pressure probably dropped dangerously.

They say that you can’t die from a panic attack, but I probably came as close as possible. I was hardly able to move the next day. My stomach was twisted in knots. I hid in that hotel for six hours. I knew that I needed to get to the airport. I needed to get on a plane to get home—and that meant getting a boy to buy me a ticket.
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I was able to do it. I took it hard in a dark corner of the airport parking lot in order to convince a man to buy me a plane ticket. He was big and his cock was rigid and veiny—and it hurt… but it got me home.


CHAPTER 9
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Itold Mr. Ford everything that I’d done. He wasn’t happy with me. In fact, he scolded me and told me that I was going to get myself killed. “You just have to run into the wrong guy,” he said.

“I know.”

I reluctantly showed him those humiliating pictures. His cheeks turned red and he cleared his throat. “It’s clear, uh, in these photos that you have much less… experience.”

“I want to remember this,” I said. “Make me remember.”

So he prepared the room. He led me through the usual process, and I was more resistant than usual. I was afraid of finding out the truth.

And what I learned shook me to my core. Mr. Ford helped me to remember every minute of my encounter with Kyle, which happened at a house party, much like the one with Flora.

We’d been drinking. Kyle had been watching me all night, with a curious look in his eyes. He’d been going around, showing guys pictures of Flora, which he’d taken when she wasn’t looking. In some, she was changing. In some, she was showering. People were starting to tell him to go home. “You’re drunk, Kyle. Stop showing people these pictures.”

Kyle was getting rowdier. Then, he started hitting on girls. I overheard him telling one girl that Flora had given him permission. “She told me I can fuck whoever I want, as long as they’re clean.”

I left the room for a while, going outside with some old friends. Then, Kyle came out. He wanted to play a drinking game: beer pong, but with a twist.

The table was longer. Some of the cups were labeled ‘DRINK’, but some were ‘DARE’ cups. It seemed like a fun enough game, so we started playing.

Kyle was good at the game. He had an accurate throw. He was able to sink many balls into those cups. His dares were silly: run naked through the house, spank the fat girl on the ass, take a piss in the neighbour’s flowerbed.

Then, when he landed a dare on me, his eyes flashed. “Put on Valerie’s underwear.”

It was weird… but I lost the game, so I accepted the dare. He went upstairs with me, to Valerie’s bedroom (it was her house). He dug through her drawers until he found some skimpy lingerie.

He stood there while I changed. I turned my back to him, just thinking it was silly. When I turned around, he started snapping photos of me. “Hey!” I said. “What the hell are you doing?”

“You look hot!” he said. “You should be proud.”

“Whatever, man,” I said. “Just delete those. Can I take this off now?”

“No,” he said. “Your mom’s name is Beth, right?”

I paused. “W—Why?”
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“I have her on Facebook. I’m going to send her these photos.”

“Don’t!” I gasped.

“Too bad.”

“Kyle!”

I was ready to fight him… but he was twice my size. He was a gym rat. He could easily crush me.

Then, he grinned and said, “I won’t send them… if you pose for me.”

I felt like I had no choice. Those photos would have killed my mom, even if I tried my best to explain. So I posed for Kyle. I posed exactly as he told me. I felt sick. I was humiliated. This had gone beyond a silly ‘dare’.

And it was only about to get worse.

He kept using those photos as blackmail. “Either I send these to your mom, or you give me a lap dance.” So I gave him an awkward lap dance. He put his hands on me. He groaned. He had an erection.

I was speechless.

Then, he told me to suck his cock, or he would ruin my life.
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I started crying and begging him to stop. But he wouldn’t stop. He had his thumb over that send button… so I did it. I got on my knees and opened my mouth. He unzipped and slipped his warm cock into my mouth.

I felt disgusted—with myself, and, of course, with him.

And it kept getting worse. A blowjob turned into anal sex on the bed. He spanked me. He choked me. He pulled my hair. He came inside of me. Then, he made me suck his cock clean.

It didn’t end there. He told me to stay. He told me to dance for him. “Sensually—slowly.” And he sat there for forty minutes, just watching me, groaning—and then taking his cock back out and stroking himself. “Come sit on my dick, baby,” he said.

I had no other choice; so I sat on his cock and let him fuck me again. He sucked my nipples. He used every inch. It hurt so badly. He came inside of me again.

And he told me to lay on the bed until he was ready again.

That night, he came inside of me five times. The next day, I couldn’t walk; the pain was too intense. The humiliation was even worse.

He’d taken my virginity… and the worst part of it all was that I liked it.

He wasn’t the only one who had multiple orgasms. He made me fill those little lacy panties with so much of my own cum. His cock hurt inside of me—but it also felt so, so good.

I became sick after a few days, unable to sleep, tormented by those conflicting emotions.

“You were raped, William,” said Mr. Ford.

“But I liked it,” I said.

“It’s still rape. You never consented to what happened.”

“But… I need to confess something,” I said. I let out a deep sigh. “Before he penetrated me the first time, I saw that he had the wrong Beth on his Facebook. It wasn’t my mother; it was just some… old lady. But I was so… curious. I wanted to try it. I wanted to know how it would feel, so I played along.”

“He believed that he was forcing you. His intent was to rape you. Consent, William, is not just a matter of whether a person says yes or no. It’s more complicated and nuanced than that. Obviously, you can coerce a person into saying yes, and sometimes people will say no because it turns them on when the other person continues.”

I bit my tongue. I had to ask. “When you were in med school… did those volunteer patients consent to whatever you did with them?”

He turned pale. He was silent for a long time, and then he let out a sigh. “So you read the articles, huh? Well… That’s just the thing, William: I thought that they had consented. I assumed that they had volunteered to allow me to experiment freely. And then, I ended up having a brief romance with a young woman—which was consensual—but it became complicated when she got a transcript of my hypnosis sessions.”

“What happened in hypnosis?”

He sighed again. “She’d been struggling with dating. She told me that she always went for ‘bad boys’. Two of her exes were in prison—one was serving a life sentence. She’d been badly abused, so I tried to rewire her to be more interested in higher-quality men. We had a dozen sessions with her learning to no longer find that type of man attractive. And she argued that I’d convinced her to be attracted to me, which wasn’t true—at least not intentionally. I just happened to fit the description of a higher-quality man. It was… complicated. The police saw the evidence and dismissed it instantly, but the school didn’t feel the same. They removed me from the program.”

“I’m sorry to hear that.”

“I’ve come to terms with it. It’s a fine line that we have to straddle. Even now, working with you, I’ve probably crossed that line a few times, trying to help you. My methods aren’t always orthodox… but I’d have success with them.

“But what Kyle did to you… there’s no fine line. He abused you.”

“I know,” I said.

“He traumatized you.”

“I know.”

“And now, it will take a long time to heal from that.”

Mr. Ford smiled. “This is a big breakthrough, William,” he said.

And he was right; the path to recovery was long. It didn’t happen overnight—but the ‘blackouts’ did end suddenly. Now, I was totally conscious of my sudden urges to dress like a girl, and to seek out sexual satisfaction from men. Sometimes, those urges were too strong to fight. I caved a few times, and had potentially dangerous sex with strangers.

But Mr. Ford helped me to get on the right track. He had a good idea, to schedule ‘girl time’, each day. He even encouraged me to be out of the house, as a girl, at scheduled times. “When you resist it for multiple days in a row, the temptations just get stronger and stronger, and then they come out in uncontrollable bursts.”

He explained to me that this probably wasn’t something that Kyle created in me; it was just exacerbated by Kyle’s actions. “You’ve likely had these desires since you were very, very young—hidden deep down.”

Mr. Ford helped me one afternoon to remember a time when I was just four, alone in my parents’ room. I put on my mom’s clothes and felt cute, even though I looked silly. I did the same thing again when I was twelve, putting on my sister’s school outfit after watching some anime show on TV.

I felt so cute, blushing all over. For weeks, I would put that outfit on when she was out of the house.
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Somehow, I forgot all about that. “You knew society would shame you, so you stopped, and you forced yourself to forget you did it,” he said. “That’s normal.”

Now, with a deeper understanding of the issue, I felt like I had control over it. And knowing that I wasn’t going to blackout or faint, I became much more confident. The anxiety started to go away.

Mr. Ford really did save my life in a way that doctors just couldn’t. I didn’t have to take any pills. And instead of repressing my feminine desires, I learned to embrace them, at least occasionally. I no longer had sex with total strangers. I found a guy who wanted to see me regularly, sometimes for drinks, sometimes to see movies, and sometimes for sex. It was a much safer arrangement than reducing myself to prostitution to get sex.
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Kyle never did face any punishment for his actions. To be honest with you, I’m not sure he had any memory of what he’d done. I did some more investigating, and found out that Flora had found the pictures of me on his phone; he claimed he had no memory of the act. Maybe it was true, maybe not.

Mr. Ford suggested that it was possible Kyle had blocked those memories out, just as I had. He suggested that Kyle was possibly suffering from a similar problem to what I was facing, with blackouts and panic attacks. If true, maybe that was his punishment. Maybe he was suffering more than he would have suffered with some six-month jail sentence.

I didn’t hold any grudges. I decided to let go of the anger and frustration. I decided to embrace my new life as a ‘gift’ from Kyle, instead of some curse. After all, my favourite moments came when I was out as a girl. I had so much fun as a girl. I felt like I could be so outgoing, so free.
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I started growing out my hair. I started painting my nails. I started shaving my body regularly.

I was happy. I owed Mr. Ford everything. Thanks to him, I had a life—a new life, something better than I even had before all of this started.

THE END
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