
June 2022

Amanda HawkinsParty Like It’s 1969: In the wrong hands, auto-hypnosis can be misused…
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The party theme was ‘Sixties glam’ and for some reason my wife

got it into her head that we should both go as women—glamorous

women—and fool that I am I didn’t shoot the idea down like I

should have. Big mistake. With her short hair and boyish figure,

Amy made a perfect Twiggy, but for me she wanted someone

more seductive. She never did tell me exactly who I was supposed

to be, but I emerged from our bedroom looking like a gorgeous

woman with a cleavage I would’ve ogled myself if it wasn’t on

my own chest. Even so, I did find myself checking it out from

time to time. The D-cup breast forms were glued on with surgical

adhesive and the seams concealed with makeup, so they looked

and felt incredibly real. The rest of me did too.

The party was in full swing when we arrived. It was at the home

of Amy’s boss, Hugo Sampson, which wasn’t quite a mansion but

came pretty close. There must’ve been at least a hundred people

there, but it could’ve been two hundred the way they were spread

out through different parts of the estate, including the huge living

room, the back yard and the pool in the basement.

Many guests were disguised as movie stars or models from the

Sixties, some were dressed as hippies or flower children, and

there were several dead Kennedys, both John and Jackie. The

Jacqueline might’ve been a man, but it was hard to tell.

Before we got separated, Amy introduced me to several people,

including our host, as her older sister Irina. The weird thing was,

everybody treated as if I really was Irina, like I wasn’t wearing a

costume at all. I went along with it, of course, because what else

was I gonna say? “Nope, I’m really a man!” That would be worse

than just being ‘read’ later on as a cross-dressed male; after all,

this was a costume party and that sort of thing is expected.

So I chatted with various guests and invented a back story about

visiting Amy from back east, in the wake of my recent divorce,

which I was still working through, which is why I was still

wearing my wedding ring. I hadn’t yet made a full break from that

relationship, toxic as it was, but I’d get there sooner or later.

Three hours in, Hugo called people into the living room to show

off his latest toy: the AutoMesmerizer 9000. It was a high-tech
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device that automated the process of hypnotizing a person. He

demonstrated it on one man, a buddy of his—placing the helmet

on his head, clamping the headphones and visor in place to allow

the Mesmerizer unlimited access to the brain’s audio and visual

inputs, and triggering the unit via an app on his phone. A few

minutes later, the man was strutting around the room pretending

to be a chicken. The audience seemed amused.

Hugo did something similar to a couple of other people, turning

one woman into General Patton and another man into a Lucille

Ball impersonator, before—to my dismay—picking me out of

the throng of onlookers. “Irina! C’mon up here, girl,” he called

out, pointing. The crowd parted like the Red Sea and I was urged

forward. Before I knew what was happening, the helmet was

upon my head and my vision cut off.

I heard Hugo say, “You’ll never guess what I’m gonna do to this

one,” before white noise invaded my eardrums and the world

exploded into a kaleidoscope of colors and tiny sparkles of light

that might’ve been miniature lasers probing my visual cortex.

That’s all I remember.

Awareness returned when Hugo lifted the helmet off of my head.

He grinned down at me. “Feel any different, darlin’?”

I took stock of myself, then shook my head. “No. Should I?”

He rolled his head side to side. “Maybe, maybe not. Can you tell

these good folks your name?” I did, and the crowd murmured.

“All right, now can you tell us why you’re the only one here not

wearing a costume? This is, after all, a costume party.”

That man! Trust him to embarrass me like this. My sister warned

me about Hugo Sampson, even before I married him. “The man’s

toxic,” Amy said at the time, “ego as big as SoCal, and doesn’t

give a damn about anybody but himself.” I was a silly, naïve girl

to imagine I could change him for the better—and here he was,

three years later, humiliating me in front of our guests.

“You know as well as I do, dear. I just got back from visiting my

parents back in Boston. If you’d told me about your little get-

together beforehand I could’ve arranged for a costume, but as it

was I got here just in time to start greeting our guests.”

Curiously, the crowd exploded into wild applause and catcalls.

Hugo took my hand and kissed it. “I am sorry, my dear. I really

am. I got carried away, showing off my little toy, as I often do.

Can you forgive me? I promise I’ll make it up to you.”

I melted a little inside. My sister hated this about me, but I really

was a pushover where my husband was concerned. “Oh, Hugo…

I can never stay mad at you. It’s a failing of mine.”

“One I’m grateful for, my love!” He pulled me to my feet and

gave my mouth a firm kiss. I threw my arms around his neck and

our lips fused together. Dimly, I heard more clapping. What was

wrong with these people? Hadn’t they ever seen a man kiss his

wife before. Really!

“All right, show’s over,” Hugo said, after our lips parted ways.

Immediately the crowd began to disperse. He drew me aside. “I

truly am sorry, Irina. I didn’t just say that for show.”

I caressed his arm. “That’s all right. I’m used to it.”

“It’s not all right. You’re my wife and you deserve better.” He

glanced around. “Listen, this party can fly on autopilot for a little

while. How about I make it up to you right now?”

“Mmm. What’d you have in mind?” Our fingers linked together.

“I think you know.” He kissed the back of my hand and drew me

toward the stairway leading upstairs. “Have I ever told you how

gorgeous and sexy you are?”

My lashes fluttered. “You have… but don’t let that stop you.”

“You are indeed a woman of rare beauty,” he said, ushering me

into what was apparently our bedroom. The door closed behind

us, and he locked it as well.

“Tell me something I don’t—” I was cut off when he pulled me

into a tight embrace. Once more our lips and tongues merged.

Then I felt the zipper of my dress slither down my back.

Smiling, I stepped out and let drop to the floor, watching as my

husband did the same to his pants. He sat on the bed, reclining on

his elbows. “I know how much you love doing this,” he said, “so

go for it, babe. I’m all yours.”

Licking my lips, I knelt beside the bed. A moment later I had his

manhood in my slender hands. I caressed it with crimson-tipped

fingers and ran one fingernail the length of it, underneath.
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He muttered under his breath. “Oh yeah. That’s what I’m talkin’

about. Remind me to buy three more of those Mesmerizers: one

for the office, one for the cottage and one for the frickin’ limo.”

I kissed the tip and took it into my mouth. I knew exactly what to

do: suck gently, swirl my tongue around the shaft, swallow the

thing as deep as it would go—rinse and repeat. After five or six

minutes of that I eagerly swallowed his load. Then I cleaned him

up, and Hugo popped a bottle of champagne he’d thoughtfully

left stashed in an ice bucket.

“Here’s to the best wife a man could ever want,” he said, raising

his glass. We touched rims, drank, and then lay down to kiss and

fondle one another like newlyweds on their honeymoon. I felt

profoundly grateful that the spark was still there.

It took twenty minutes of me tickling his love muscle to get him

hard again. Then I dropped my panties and got on all fours so he

could take me from behind. He used the rear entrance because,

as he said, he knew that was my preference. What a great guy!

Always so mindful of my needs.

Soon I found myself squealing like a stuck—and very female—

piglet. This went on for a very long time, or so it seemed, before

at last he threw back his head and roared.

I felt a spreading warmth inside me. As a woman, and a dutiful

wife, I found it incredibly fulfilling. This is what I was destined

to do: bring pleasure to my man, as only a woman can.

He pulled out and sauntered into the bathroom, while I used a

tissue to wipe myself. When he came out, he put his pants back

on and straightened his suit. “I have to back to the party,” he

said. “You take as much time as you need to freshen up.” He

blew me a kiss and left.

I washed in the bathroom, and when I got back Amy was waiting

for me. “What did I tell you about that man?” she fumed. “First

he embarrasses you, then he uses you for his own pleasure.”

“It wasn’t like that,” I said, stepping into my dress. “Hugo was a

true gentleman, and he gave me exactly what I wanted—no more

and no less. Zip me up?” I turned around and Amy ran the zipper

up my back. Then she took a brush to my hair.

“You’re too good for him, Irina. It’ll end in tears, you just wait.”

“I think we’re good for each other.” I sat down at what must be

my vanity, wiped my mouth and reapplied lipstick.

She brushed my hair. “I saw him use that Mesmerizer thingy on

you. Can you tell what it did? Do you feel any different?”

“As far as I know, it didn’t do a darn thing.” I gave her hand a

squeeze. “I’m still your sister, same as ever.”

“I’m glad. He used it on me too, you know. He brought it to the

office last week; said it would help me manage my anxiety, and

make me a more efficient worker too.” She shrugged. “I never

felt any different either. Maybe it’s just a big scam.”

We returned to the party. For some reason quite a few people

were anxious to talk to me. They asked some strange questions,

but that didn’t bother me. I had a good time anyway.

At the end of the evening, I drove home with my sister. Why I

went with her instead of staying in my own house, I had no idea.

It got even weirder when she helped me undress and disguised

me as a man—her husband, apparently. However, neither of us

questioned the arrangement. We just felt we had to do it.

When we got into bed, we lay next to each other—not touching.

I mean, c’mon, the woman was my sister!

Finally, I said, “I love you, Amy, but it’s sure gonna be strange,

living here with you and pretending to be your husband.”

She said, “Yeah, for me too. But Hugo says we have to do this,

so I guess we’ll just have to make the best of it.”

“I know. It’s just bizarre, you know, pretending to be a man. And

this dangly thing between my legs is totally gross.”

“I can imagine. But at least you get to be your old self once a

week. That’s something.” The arrangement was, every Saturday

afternoon Amy would turn me back into a woman, and Hugo

would pick me up in his limo. The two of us would go out for

dinner, followed by dancing or a show, and then I’d spend the

night with him. On Sunday I’d go back to being Amy’s husband.

I sighed. “I dunno—would you be happy being man and wife

only once a week? Sure, I get it good in both ends, and that’s

great, but is it enough? Sometimes I wonder.”

“You’re too good for him, sis.” We giggled like schoolgirls.  


