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Jamison Haynes was lingering in the twilight zone when the man standing over

him repeated his question. “Jimmy. Can you hear me?”

Jimmy’s lips twitched. “Uhm… yeah?” He blinked a few times. The man looming

above did look sort of familiar… Memories began to trickle back. It was Jimmy’s

lecturer in Abnormal Psychology, Professor Carlston. He’d offered to demonstrate

that hypnosis really does work, if the subject is susceptible.

Jimmy struggled to pull himself upright on the leather couch. They were alone in

the professor’s home office. “Wh-what happened?”

“You’ve been under for the last hour and a half. Quite a deep trance, as it turned

out. Congratulations, you were an excellent subject.”

“Thanks, I guess.” He held his head in his hands. “What did you do? My brain

feels like somebody just used it for an ashtray.”

“I probed around a bit, like I said I would. I got you to answer a few questions

about yourself.” Absently, Carlston stroked his goatee. “I also placed one or two

post-hypnotic suggestions into your subconscious mind. That’s so we can test the

effectiveness of the sort of subliminal conditioning we’ve been discussing in

class: programming a person to do something he wouldn’t ordinarily do.”

“Uh-huh. Great. Can’t wait to see it in action.” He yawned mightily.

“Well, no time like the present. Come with me, please.” He led the younger man

upstairs and into one of the spare bedrooms. “My wife uses this room as storage

for clothing she doesn’t really wear anymore.” He unfolded the mirrored closet

doors and from the top shelf pulled down a round box the size of a small suitcase.

From it, he removed a mannikin head and set it atop the dresser.

Jimmy stared at it, as if he’d never seen a wig stand before—and certainly never

one like this: the woman’s face was lifelike to the point where he wouldn’t have

been surprised to see her lips move, and to hear her speak. The face was framed by

a mass of wavy brunette hair, which also looked pretty darn real.

Carlston brushed at the feathered tresses, tidying them. “I’d like you to meet

Abigail; ‘Abby’ for short. This is a mask, by the way, with the hair attached. The

fabric is a high-tech silicone-latex blend that closely mimics human skin; it’s very

lifelike. Would you believe,” he added, turning to Jimmy, “that if you were to put

this mask on—you would actually become Abigail? Well, it’s true. Like I said in

class, a highly suggestible mind can be made to do some amazing things.”
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Jimmy shrugged. “I’ll take your                        word for it, sir. I’m not really—”

“No need for that, dear boy.                                   See for yourself… Put it on.”

Jimmy didn’t argue. He                                                   moved straight to the dresser

and felt down the neck.                                                   “The seam is hard to find,”

Carlston said, “but it’s                                                           there, right down near

the base.” It wasn’t                                                                    easy, but Jimmy found

the edge, forced                                                                       his fingers underneath

and slowly lifted                                                                      the mask up and off

the plastic head.

“You want me to                                                                         wear this thing?” he

asked, holding it                                                                         up for inspection.

Although the eye-                                                                      holes were blank, the

woman seemed to                                             be peering straight

into his soul. It was                                                                    as if she knew him.

Professor Carlston                                                                    cleared his throat. “Yes,

Jimmy. I want you to                                                                   put the mask on, and

then I want you to turn                                                                into Abigail. Is that

clear? Do you understand?”

Jimmy did not, could not, speak again. He turned the mask upside-down, cleared

the opening of stray curls, then bent and drew it over his head. The neck was tight,

but with a firm grip he was able to work it down as he straightened up. The edge

snapped into place around his throat. He spent a few moments aligning the eyes,

ears, nose and mouth with his own features. The lips in particular had a wired flap

that folded in behind his lips. He flexed his facial muscles repeatedly, until at last

the mask stopped sliding around and adhered to his face.

The professor nodded his satisfaction. “Abigail—alpha—beta—begin,” he said.

Jimmy’s eyes closed. Then they popped open—and she smiled, looking coy. “Hi

there, Professor. It looks like you finally got what you wanted, hmm?”

“You could say that.” The older man went back to the closet and retrieved another

box. From it, he removed a full-body skinsuit, lacking a head. “You’ll be needing

this,” he said, “unless you’d rather walk around wearing that male body.”

“As if.” She snatched the skinsuit from his grasp and began divesting herself of the

clothes Jimmy had been wearing.

“Wear whatever takes your fancy. There are dresses in the closet, lots of shoes to

choose from, and lingerie in the dresser. I’ll be outside if you need me.” Carlston

stepped into the hallway and closed the door.
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Twenty minutes later, he heard a female voice

through the door. “Hey, Professor! You can

come in now.” Inside, Abigail gave him the

thumbs-up. She was wearing a leather

mini-dress with long lace sleeves, black

stockings and a matching pair of pumps.
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Carlston smiled. “You’re a girl all right. A very pretty one too.”

“You got that right.” Abigail sauntered up to the older man, placed her hand on his

chest and toyed with her hair. “You sure your wife won’t mind you hanging out

with me tonight?”

“She has her life, I have mine.” He shrugged. “What she doesn’t know won’t hurt

her. And it won’t hurt me, either.”

“As long as you’re sure.” She rose on her tip-toes to brush his lips with hers. “I’d

hate to tread on another woman’s territory, is all. It’s a jungle out there, ya know.

We gals have to look out for each other.”

“Trust me, the lady won’t mind a bit.”

Abigail touched the curly locks that fell across his forehead. In spite of recently

having pushed past forty, he hadn’t lost anything up top. “I do trust you,” she said

softly. “I’m very attracted to you as well. Older men in general, I suppose—I do

have a type—but you in particular. I’m not quite sure why.”

He touched her tresses in turn, letting them trail through his fingers. “It’s this air

of intellectual authority I have. Women can’t resist it. I may even represent a sort

of father figure to you, my dear, although I’d hate to speculate.”

“Then don’t.” She placed a finger on his lips. “No psychoanalysis—that’s what

we agreed, isn’t it? Tonight is all about romance.” She laughed gaily and twirled

on her heels. “Speaking of which, where are you taking me?”

“How does dinner and dancing sound? Reservation at La Petite Maison, then off

to jazz night at the Savoy.” He took her hand and kissed it. “After that… back here

for a nightcap, share a joint, and then…” He smiled. “Romance.”

“Sounds like a plan.” Her cheeks dimpled and she drew closer. “That’s what I like

about you, Professor. You know how to make a girl feel like a lady.”

“Call me Thorvald.” Then he kissed her, long and hard.

~

Abigail emerged from the bathroom wearing a matching brassiere and thong, as

well as a fur coat, but nothing else. Carlston met her in the hallway and steered her

into the main bedroom.

“Ooh, the master’s room,” she said, prancing in ahead of him. “I guess that makes

you the master—but where does it leave me, I wonder? The opposite of master is

slave, but that isn’t right.” She flit about the room, peering at everything. “I could

try acting subservient. That might be fun.”
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“Case closed, as far as I’m concerned.” Carlston removed his clothes and turned

down the bed. Abigail closed the door, switched off the light and hung up her coat.

They left one lamp glowing in the corner.

“I feel naughty,” she said, joining Carlston between the sheets. “I hope your wife

isn’t watching us on spy-cam, or whatever. ‘Cause what you’re about to do to me

is bound to make her jealous. I’m totally a screamer.”

“There’s nothing to worry about, Abby.” He stroked her hair. “If there were spy-

cams in here, don’t you think I’d know about it?”

“Oh, I dunno… if it was me married to a good-looking guy like you, and I was off

at some conference, I might get a little paranoid.” She reached down and snapped

the waistband of his boyshorts. “You gonna keep these on all night?”

A moment later they were gone, joining her thong on the floor. She tweaked the

head of his manhood and felt it rise in response. She held on and kissed him. “It

does get harder, doesn’t it? I really like hard things. Just so you know.”

He kissed back. “I’m rather fond of soft. Long soft hair, nice soft jugglies, and a

wonderfully soft mound of flesh deep enough for a guy to lose himself in.”

“Oooh, that sounds just like me! We really are a match made in heaven.” Their

mouths came together and her fingers picked up the pace. In response, he reached

down and wiggled his finger into the cleft between her legs. Surprisingly, it felt

just like he imagined the real thing would.

Some time later, she rolled on to her back and urged him to mount up. He did so,

and soon they were joined pelvis to pelvis. It took some time, as they were new to

this, but at last they settled into a rhythm. With his arms around her, and her legs

wrapped around his thighs, and tongues probing one another’s throats, they soared

off into a haze of ecstasy.

And the watching cameras recorded every last red-lit second of it.

~

They awoke the next morning, spoke softly to one another—“Thor…” “Abby, my

love”—swapped gentle kisses, and were caressing each other’s bodies when the

alarm clock beside the bed buzzed.

Instantly, they stopped what they were doing. One intoned, “Abigail—epsilon—

exit,” while the other said, “Thorvald—omega—exit.”

And Jamison Haynes reawoke, staring wide-eyed at his friend Marcus, who was

fully disguised as Professor Carlston. Jimmy glanced down at himself. “Holy cow,

it really worked! I actually thought—I believed I was a girl named Abigail.”
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“Hypnosis is awesome,” Marcus said, sighing. “I was convinced I was the prof,

and that I was cheating on my wife by hypnotizing a highly susceptible student

into believing he was a girl. That was incredible!”

“I guess we’re both highly susceptible,” Jimmy said with a laugh. He rolled over

and ran his hands down what certainly felt like a female body. “I can’t believe I

just made love as a woman.”

“I can’t believe I just had sex with a woman.”

Jimmy looked over at his buddy. “You really brought it last night, bro. You were

awesome; best lay I ever had.”

“Only lay, you mean.” They both giggled. Marcus peered at the alarm clock. “I’m

sure glad this worked as planned. Frankly, I wasn’t sure that hearing the alarm go

off really could trigger a post-hypnotic suggestion to give each other the end-of-

trance phrase—but it did. Kudos, my friend. Brilliant idea.”

“You’re too kind. What impressed me was the smooth way you got me into this

mask and skinsuit. I know I was partly entranced at the time, but even so—great

job. I think you really could be a psych prof.”

“Hey, if this is what they get to do all the time, sign me up.”

Jimmy pulled himself upright. He gave his head a shake, ran his hands through the

mass of long hair flowing over his shoulders, and cupped his breasts. He was still

wearing the bra from last night, and a pair of black stay-up stockings. “I love the

way these things feel, even if they are fake. Too bad we have to change back.”

“Do we?” Marcus swung his legs out of bed and checked the date on his phone.

“Today’s Saturday. Carlston and his wife won’t be back until late Tuesday. That

gives us three more days of house-sitting, and to do whatever we feel like.” He

looked over at the feminized Jamison. “We could reset the alarm for that morning,

and then re-hypnotize ourselves to be Abby and Thor.”

Jimmy felt a chill race down his spine. He clutched the sheets to his bosom, just

like a real girl would. Three whole days as a woman? Three days believing he was

a gorgeous, sexy woman, the girlfriend of an attractive older man? He swallowed

hard. “I—I think I might like that.”

“Me too. It’s a three-day win-win-win as far as I can see.” Marcus fiddled with the

alarm clock, then leaned back and nestled his head in his friend’s lap. “Ready

when you are, babe.”

Jimmy grinned. “Okay, on three—” He counted down, then intoned, “Thorvald—

beta—begin.” At the same time, Marcus said, “Abigail—alpha—beta—begin.”

Both pairs of eyes fluttered closed, then snapped open again.
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Abigail bent over to plant her lips on Carlston’s mouth. She held the kiss until she

needed air, then smiled down at the older man. “Mornin’, stud-muffin.” She rolled

her eyes and tapped her cheek. “Hmm… now what do you suppose we should do

with ourselves today?”

Carlston drew her down for another kiss. “Weeell, we could always have sex.”

“Oooh, good idea!” She straightened up and tucked her hair behind her ears. “But

I get to be on top this time. I always wanted to ride the horsey.”

“Done.” Carlston rolled onto his back. “Later on, I was thinking we could go for a

walk, maybe spend some time in the park—and tonight, I’ve got tickets for the

Playhouse: Phantom of the Opera. We could dress up fancy.”

“I like, I like. And since you-know-who won’t be back for a few more days, I get

to wear whatever blingy gown of hers I want.”

“As long as you put it back where you found it, you can wear whatever you like.”

“Mmm, you do know how to treat a gal right.” Abigail swung her leg over his

thighs and began stroking the shaft in front of her. “Nice and hard,” she sighed,

“just the way the girl likes it.” Then she slid it inside her, and off they went.

The cameras were still rolling.

TWO WEEKS LATER

Professor Carlston marched up to the dais, tapped the projector with his pointer,

and said, “Film today, class. This is an edited summary of an experiment I ran to

demonstrate the effectiveness of hypnotic conditioning as a means of significantly

altering human thought patterns—with an eye to its future use, either in the penal

system or as a medical intervention to correct deviant behavior of the sort we’ve

been discussing.” He dimmed the lights and set the video going.

“The subjects’ identities have been masked,” he said, referring to the distorted

features of the two young men on the screen, “but I can assure you that neither

was, nor presumably is, homosexual—in spite of the rather risqué sexual acts they

perform in the film. I’ve blurred the acts themselves, or shown them occurring

off-camera, but having viewed the unedited version myself I can attest that both

volunteers were fully engaged with their roles—in particular the female.”

Jimmy and Marcus, sitting at the back of the room, exchanged dismayed glances

and slunk low in their chairs. The three-plus days of their house-sitting adventure

at Carlston’s home proceeded to pass before their eyes in a blur of sex, sex and

more sex. Their transformations into Abigail and Thorvald were shown in detail,

with the blurring removed from their faces the moment the masks went on.
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At the end of the film, Carlston took questions from the class. “Who were these

guys?” someone asked. “Are you saying they really believed they were a man and

a woman having sex? The one who turned into a girl was totally into it.”

“That’s exactly what I’m saying. It’s what makes this technique such a powerful

tool for behavior modification.” Carlston stared out across the classroom, his eyes

on the back row. “For the male who was impersonating me, it’s a relatively small

leap: he thought he was making love with a beautiful woman. Who wouldn’t want

to do that?” He and the students chuckled. “As for the female, I believe you’re

right. He certainly didn’t seem to mind being turned into Abby; he even appeared

to enjoy the memory of having sex as a woman. I believe there may be some latent

issues there, bubbling away beneath the surface. He may not be homosexual, per

se, but it’s quite possible that he wants to be a woman and doesn’t even know it

himself—at least, not yet. Perhaps this film has opened his eyes.”

Jimmy closed his eyes and sank lower. This class couldn’t end fast enough.

TWO YEARS PASS…

Jimmy is a woman now; her name is Emily 

Haynes. Now with SRS surgery behind her, 

she reflects back on that class in Abnormal 

Psychology, and how Professor Carlston 

somehow knew the truth about poor, sad 

Jamison better than he himself did.

She and Marcus were married a year ago,

in a small ceremony during a cruise to 

Alaska. Marcus had fallen in love with the 

woman Jimmy became during Carlston’s 

wildly unethical experiment, and his love 

survived even when he no longer believed 

himself to actually be the professor.

In spite of the strange start to their relation-

ship, these two are very happy together.

As for Professor Carlston himself, he was 

reported by several of his students to the 

Office of Ethics, and subsequently lost his 

tenure for gross violations of the college’s 

Code of Ethics and Conduct. He’s now 

teaching remedial science at a high school 

somewhere in rural Pennsylvania.  


