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RELUCTANT PRESS

My Stepsister,
the Hypnotist

By Jenny Winters

I never believed in hypnosis. It was all bunkum;
the willing subject co-operates with the hypnotist,
perhaps unknowingly, for a bit of entertainment. I
didn’t believe that anything could come of it. I cer-
tainly didn’t think I was susceptible or that my life
could be changed.

How wrong I was.

It wasn’t a sudden thing. It was slow, incremental
and insidious. Perhaps I am an especially susceptible
individual. I don’t know. I've read that a hypnotist
can’t make anyone do something that is against their
natural inclinations.

That means my natural inclinations must have
lain dormant and unknown for years.
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Did I know that I was being hypnotised and manip-
ulated? Looking back, I think I must have, but the di-
rection was so different and so exciting that I allowed
it to happen.

Could I have resisted? I think I probably could, but
the journey away from me was a delight. Instead of
the boring and lonely boy I was, [ emerged as another
person, loved and desired and, above all, a person
with the sexual energy that I'd never known was pos-
sible.

And forgive me for my enthusiasm. I loved being a
girl. Was I pretending to be one; acting a part that
someone had designed for me? I don’t know. I do
know that I adapted fast and took to it like | knew no
other way.

I think my IQ fell a little though. I found that I
could obsess over false lashes and shades of lipstick,
dresses and heels in a way that I could never have
given to anything I should have studied at school.
Now I'm studying breast implants. I'm determined to
have them by Christmas.

But that’s in the future. You want to know about
the past and how I ended up like a semi-brainless
bimbo for my boyfriend. Note that I said semi-brain-
less.

It takes a lot of desire, energy, and calculation; call
it what you will, to be a girl like me. I had a lot of help
along the way. It wasn’t always what I thought I
wanted but at the end, I wanted it all.

Aaron knew there was something different going
on. The way his father sounded when he called; it
wasn’t like him at all. Usually their exchanges were
short and limited to the reason for the call. This time
he had been more talkative.
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It was as if he was waiting for me to take the lead
and ask some questions.

“There’s something you’re not saying.” I took the
plunge. “You never call unless there’s a specific rea-
son and we haven’t chatted like this for years. What’s
going on?’

“I'd like you to come out to the house and meet
your new step-mother.” Father said it all in a rush.

He’d been on his own for ten years or so, since I
was eight and mother divorced him and moved to
Australia; or was it Austria. It’s not that I confuse
these places; it’s simply that it’s been so long since I
heard anything of her that I'm sure anymore .

“You kept that a secret,” I said, feeling pleased that
he’d finally met someone. “When I was home for the
last summer, I didn’t know you were dating anyone.”

“l wasn’t then.” The excitement in his voice came
through clearly.

“Imet Tilda; she’s really called Matilda, at my club.
She was there with an old acquaintance. They were-
n’t getting on and suddenly we clicked. It was like be-
ing struck by lightning.”

“This is so sudden...”

“l know; I can’t believe my luck,” he continued.
“Anyway, I’d like you to come out and meet her. I'll
send tickets if you let me know what day would be
good.”

“I'll have to look at my work schedule,” I lied. “I'll
call in a couple of days and let you know.”

I didn’t want to tell him that I hadn’t been doing
that well. My gap year plans had all disappeared with
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my last girlfriend and most of my savings. I'd been
warned about her but I was too stupid to take the
warning and too proud to admit what a fool I'd been.

I got by but little more than that. I shared a house
with a shifting population of squatters, drifters, and
surfers. I did odd jobs when I could find them, but I
was too small and scrawny to get hired for manual
work.

Mostly I rode around on lawn movers in rich peo-
ple’s yards in the day and worked in bars in the eve-
ning. I got a small allowance from the family trust so I
was never in danger of starving.

I wasn’t unhappy. Bumming around seemed to
come easily and I didn’t have to worry too much
about looking after myself. After over a year here, I'd
acquitted a great tan, my long hair was bleached by
the sun and sea into something I liked, and if the
girls weren’t easy to come by, there were one or two
highlights in my life.

So why would [ want to go home? How much did he
know about my life here and what he would call my
profound lack of ambition or direction? I knew he’d
not be pleased with his only child. Still, whatever my
doubts, he was the only father I had, and overall, I
thought he’d done his best.

So I flew West to the opposite side of the country.

I decided to like Tilda before I met her. My father
obviously loved her and had his hopes set on the fu-
ture. I wasn’t worried about her being a gold digger;
the family money had been accumulating for genera-
tions in a tightly-drawn trust. Father’s income was
guaranteed, but capped and he couldn’t touch the
capital.
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“You must be Aaron.” Tilda rushed to greet me
with a hug and a kiss on both cheeks as soon as I
walked towards the door. “I've been looking out for
you. Your father’s so excited that you could come. He
should be back from the office in about ten minutes.”

I liked her immediately. She was a petite blonde
dynamo. She was about my father’s age, although it
was hard to tell because she acted and looked so
young.

She was curvy in the right places, smelling so
sweet, dressed in pink top and beige Capri pants. In
her heels, she was taller than I am by a couple of
inches. She wore a lot of jewellery; her bracelets jin-
gled as she showed me to my old room.

“I'll leave you to freshen up,” she said. “There’s ev-
erything you might need in your bathroom. If there’s
something missing, call me.”

I looked round the old familiar space. Nothing had
changed but it looked to have been freshly painted
since [ was last there. The clothes that I remembered
leaving on the floor were washed and hanging in my
wardrobe, with shoes neatly lined up beneath them.

[ showered and changed quickly, then with my wet
hair still hanging down my back, I went down to the
kitchen looking for something to eat and drink after
my journey. I made myself a sandwich and tried to
get a coffee from the machine which looked like it
came from Computerland. I failed.

“It’s your father’s latest gadget.” Tilda appeared

from the garden and proceeded to show me how to
use it.
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“Why don’t you bring that into the garden and you
can tell me all about yourself,” she said, taking me by
the arm, leaving me with no choice.

“There’s not much to tell,” I said in between
mouthfuls. “I'm having a gap year.”

“Your father said your gap year had been ex-
tended.” Tilda smiled. “I think he said you were try-
ing to figure out what to do with your life.”

“l haven’t gotten far with that,” I admitted.

“Too many girls, I expect, for a young man like
you.” She smiled, but the way she looked at me said
she didn’t believe that.

“There aren’t many girls interested in dating a little
guy like me,” I admitted. “There have been one or
two, but the bigger guys usually win.”

“Have you tried dating the guys?” she asked with a
twinkle in her eye. “I bet you’d look pretty with your
hair done properly and a bit of makeup.”

“Now you’re being silly.”

“It was only a passing thought.” She smiled, but
before she could say more, there was the sound of a
car in the drive. “That’s your father, home from the
office.”

Tilda went to greet him and I remained sitting to
finish eating. | was apprehensive about meeting Fa-
ther. He was a partner in the old established invest-
ment firm which had made the family fortune in
great-grandfather’s day. He couldn’t understand why
[ didn’t want to study to join the partnership.
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“Aaron, welcome, it’s good to see you.” Father
shook my hand and hugged me. “I hope Tilda’s been
taking care of you.”

“Isn’t she lovely?” Father said when we were alone
after dinner.

“She seems nice,” I said. “I'm happy for you. How
did you meet?’

“I did the accounts for her company for years but
I’d never met her until she came into the office with a
demand from the tax man,” he said. “Of course, it
was outrageous and I soon got it reduced to a sensi-
ble sum. She was dating an old friend but she took
me to dinner to celebrate the success. The rest is his-

tory.”

“What kind of business does she run?” I guessed it
had to be something big or Father wouldn’t have
been involved personally.

“She’s a showman,” he said, seeing a puzzled ex-
pression on my face. “It’s what she calls herself.”

“l don’t understand.”

“It comes from the days of travelling shows.” he ex-
plained. “It was something she grew up with.”

“Surely there’s not much call for that now.”

“She runs the West Coast Theatre Group. They
have all kinds of interests in theatres, and burlesque,
and run groups that tour plays and shows all over
the place.”

“That sounds like a lot of work.”

“I'm sure it is but she has some staff that runs
most of it for her. She only goes for the big decisions
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and as a figurehead at the premieres. It’s a whole new
life.”

“You sound like you’re enjoying it.”

“I really am.” Father sighed. “I never knew show
business but it’s been good to learn.”

“Are you talking about me?” Tilda came back and
sat with us. “Has he told you that I'm a disreputable
and unreconstructed theatrical?’

“Not in so many words but he’s been telling me
about all the entertainments you run.”

“It’s fun; I've always loved the theatre. Being in
charge of the family business is a dream come true.”
Her enthusiasm shone through. “Have you never
wanted to be on stage?’

“I can’t say that [ have,” I replied. “I'm far too shy.”

“But you might like to try; dip your toe in the water
so to speak.” She was holding Father’s hand as she
spoke. “I know you haven’t found your way and I
guess that accountancy doesn’t appeal. We could slot
you in and you never know; you might get hooked.”

“But I don’t know what I could do.”

“When you’re related to the boss, there are lots of
things you could do.” Tilda laughed and winked as if
sharing a conspiracy.

I slept in next day and found myself alone in the
house. Tilda’s note in the kitchen told me to make
myself at home and that they wouldn’t be back until
evening. I took her at her word and after I'd had or-
ange juice and a bagel, I sat in the sun.
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Before long, my curiosity got the better of me and I
started to explore the house. So much was as I re-
membered but there were many subtle alterations,
and Tilda’s perfume lingered everywhere. The ground
floor rooms had been refurnished and looked wel-
coming and tasteful.

[ wandered upstairs. Curiosity got the better of me
and I peeked into father’s bedroom. It looked so femi-
nine, nothing like I remembered. I couldn’t resist
walking in. There were “his and hers” dressing
rooms. Father’s was as [ remembered it. Tilda’s was
like nothing I’'d seen before and had obviously been
extended into the next room.

She had wardrobes and shoe racks, full of dresses
and everything that a woman like her could want. I
looked in everything; it was as if | was drawn to ex-
plore it all. The vanity was very tidy but the drawers
held all kinds of cosmetics. There were perfumes and
jewellery boxes; I opened some and wondered why
the contents weren’t in a safe somewhere.

I got a shock when I opened one tall cupboard.
There before me was a huge collection of wigs; all
colours, styles and lengths were there. They were
styled and looked as if they were waiting to be worn.
A soft bag on a stand held a jumble of wigs, obviously
waiting to be styled again.

I think I spooked myself after I looked through her
lingerie; it was such a forbidden area but I couldn’t
resist touching the silks and satins. I knew it was
wrong and suddenly felt the urge to get out before I
got too fascinated.

The other bedrooms remained as I remembered
them. They had hardly ever been used in my time and
it didn’t look like anyone had been there since. The
guest wing was another matter.
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I couldn’t find the key to the front door and it was a
real surprise when I found the internal door to be
open. At a glance, it was obvious that someone had
been living here. There were clothes scattered on the
chairs; women’s clothes. There were fashion maga-
zines and stage magazines.

When I went upstairs, a different perfume filled the
air. The bed was made and the room was tidy. It was
a something like a mirror image of Tilda’s dressing
room, with all the same confusion of clothes and cos-
metics, and another collection of wigs.

You've guessed; I couldn’t resist looking through it
all. I was getting more and more fascinated. One
closet contained extravagant dresses and impossibly
high heels. I guessed these were costumes and who-
ever lived here was some sort of entertainer.

I tore myself away, feeling guilty for being so intru-
sive and curious. I couldn’t help my thoughts stray-
ing to what I had seen as I wandered round the gar-
den and really felt relaxed in a way that [ hadn’t for a
long time.

[ heard a car engine on the drive and walked back
into the house to see a redheaded woman coming to-
wards me. It took me a second or two to realise that
this was Tilda. She saw my expression and smiled.

“It’s one of my indulgences,” she said, patting her
hair. “I wear a lot of wigs.”

“Oh, I understand,” I blushed.

“It’s not for medical reasons,” she hastened to add.
“It’s because I like them. I can be a different woman
every day. It’s a holdover from when my daddy first
let me go on tour with a burlesque group.”
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“You were in burlesque too?” I think my jaw
dropped in surprise.

“It was fun and good training. Once I got the bug, I
couldn’t stop,” she replied. “My daughter’s the same.
She’s on tour now but she’s more of an entertainer
than a dancer.”

“l didn’t know you had a daughter.”

“I hope you'll be able to stay long enough to meet
her. Melissa’s your new stepsister, although it’s
funny to think of her like that. She’s about five years
older than you and really pretty.”

“Have you told her that she’s acquired a step
brother?” I asked humorously.

“Sure I did. She said she always wanted a little
brother to boss around.” Tilda smiled as she said
that. “Come into my study and I can show you some
pictures of her.”

“She’s really pretty,” I said, looking through the al-
bum Tilda presented to me. “Her hair changes too.”

“She’s a wig enthusiast, just like me. She always
wanted to borrow mine and dress up from when she
was quite small. She’s still doing it now.” She pointed
to two pictures. “These were taken on the same day.
She changed her hair and makeup; you’d never be-
lieve it was the same girl.”

“‘I'd never have guessed,” I admitted. “You’re a
family of chameleons.”

“She’s always dressed and made-up extravagantly
on stage and when she does the meet and greet after-
wards with the fans.” Tilda flipped through another
set of pictures. “Then she changes completely and
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she says she can walk past the keenest of fans and
they never recognise her.”

“Is she the star of the show?’

“She’s one of the principals,” Tilda said mysteri-
ously. “She does a speciality act these days.”

I started to ask more about this but Tilda looked at
her watch and stood.

“I'm going to change and then your father’s taking
us for dinner.”

“So when will I get to meet my new stepsister?” I
asked as we relaxed with coffee after a wonderfully
exotic meal where all the waitresses looked like movie
stars.

“The show’s run ends at the weekend,” Tilda said.
“She has a few weeks off before the next tour, so I
hope she’ll be joining us in a few days.”

“Does she live here with you when she’s not on the
road?” I asked.

“She has always lived with me,” Tilda replied. “She
has the guest apartment over the garage.”

“Is she single?” I shouldn’t have asked but it sort of
slipped out.

“She’s had a few boyfriends but they never lasted. I
think she’s too independent to let some boy boss her
around.”

“She’s certainly a girl who knows her own mind,”

my father added. “She’ll always be the boss in any re-
lationship.”
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“I'm probably not her type then,” I said without
thinking.

“Oh, I'm sure you’ll get on,” Tilda said. “It’s only
that she knows her own mind and knows what she
wants. You wouldn’t try to tell her what to do.”

“l don’t think I've ever been to a travelling bur-
lesque show, at least not the kind you’re talking
about.” I saw a look in Tilda’s eye and changed the
subject.

“Then you've never lived.” Tilda’s eyes shone and
she became really animated. “I used to love going on
tour but a lady’s got to realise that her days as a
showgirl are limited.”

“You’re always beautiful,” Father added as if pro-
grammed to fan her ego.

“The one that Melissa is with has been travelling
for almost a year,” Tilda said. “They do small thea-
tres, clubs, restaurants and private parties.”

“It must take a lot of time to organise,” I said.

“The show sells itself,” Tilda replied. “They've a
good reputation and have to turn down work. There
are eight actors to do the production numbers, some
girls and some boys, dressed as girls of course, to
provide the glamour.”

“You mean that the boys are pretending to be
girls?” I asked.

“Of course; they’re much sexier that the real
thing... at least the ones we use are,” Melissa ex-
plained. “At the end of the show we have a reveal. The
audience are asked to guess which ones are girls and
which ones are boys. They never get it right.”
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“They’re amazing,” Father said. “You’d never guess
that they weren'’t girls on or off stage.”

“I think I've led a sheltered life,” I said. “I never saw
anything like that.”

“But you must.” Tilda’s eyes flashed. “They could
change your mind about girls and boys and you have
the figure for it... at least you would with a little pad-
ding here and there.”

“Enough,” Father said. “Let the boy alone. He’s go-
ing to have enough to cope with when Melissa comes
home.”

“So what part does Melissa play?” I wondered why
she hadn’t been mentioned before.

“She’s a speciality act,” Tilda replied without being
more specific. “She sings sometimes and of course
there’s another girl singer too.”

“You'll like her,” Father interrupted, but then cof-
fee arrived and the subject changed.

[ was left on my own the next day. I lazed around
for a while and then found the ride-on lawnmower in
its garage. I decided to make myself useful, and set
off doing what I knew so well.

As I was returning it, I saw a white Miata park at
the side of the garage and a blonde-haired girl go into
the apartment. This was surely Melissa.

[ walked slowly back to the house, hoping to get a
glimpse of her. If she saw me, I didn’t see her. I
walked through to the back patio and sat with a beer.
After a few moments, my mobile trilled.
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“Is that Aaron?” a light voice asked. “I'm Melissa.
Mother gave me your number and said I should meet

2

you.
“I think I saw you drive up.”

“l saw you cutting the grass; I thought you were
the gardener,” she laughed. “Why don’t you come up
to my apartment in about a half hour and we can
chat before the folks get home?”

I showered quickly changed my sweaty clothes,
then a little over the half-hour, I climbed the stair to
the apartment over the garage and knocked on the
door.

“Hi Aaron, it’s good to meet you.”

I think I stood open mouthed as I looked at her.
Her dark hair hung over her shoulders in glistening
waves. | remember being drawn into her green eyes,
as I saw her green top and tight jeans. Like her
mother, her makeup was precise and heavy round
the eyes.

“I'm sorry,” I spluttered. “I thought I saw a blonde
girl get out of the car.”

“That was me. I'd driven straight from a show I did
for a private group at lunchtime. I was still in cos-
tume,” she said. “I always get into character before I
go and it takes me a while to be myself again.”

“Your mother did say something about wigs,” I
nodded.

“It’s an obsession I inherited from her when I was

quite small, playing with her makeup and things. I
always loved pretending to be someone else.”
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Her smile was open and inviting as she hugged me
closely. I was used to being smaller than most people
and Melissa was no exception in being taller than me.
It wasn’t a disadvantage as I got a good view of her
breasts down the front of her low cut top.

“l can’t believe I have a little stepbrother.” She
kissed me on the cheek. “I often dreamed of having a
little brother when I was younger.”

I think she saw my face drop and then she looked
at me closely.

“‘I'm sorry; I didn’t mean that you were little. I
meant than you were younger.”

She saw my face. “I think I'm digging myself into a
hole here. Shall we start again?’

She hugged me again and stood back, holding my
arms.

“I'm delighted to meet you. Please forgive me for
sounding insensitive. I hope we can be friends. I
think we have a lot in common from the bits that I
know about you. We’re both an only child after all.”

“Apology accepted,” I said. “I've got used to being
smaller than the girls I try to date.”

She held onto my hand as we walked through to
the living room and out onto the balcony overlooking
the garden.

We talked generally and cautiously the way you do
when you don’t really know what to say. She brought
cold beers from the kitchen and slowly our conversa-
tion became easier.

“Tilda said you toured with a burlesque show,” I
said.
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“Not all of the time but I like to keep my hand in. I
think that being onstage is something I can’t leave
alone, even though I do a lot of the organising.”

“She said you sang sometimes but you also did a
specialty act.”

“But I guess she didn’t tell you what it was.” Me-
lissa smiled. “You’ll never guess; I'm a hypnotist.”

I think she saw that I didn’t know how to reply at
once. “That must be fun.” I kicked myself for saying
something so trite.

“It’s challenging every night,” she replied. “But I've
studied with the best, not just here but in England
and France too. I'm very good and last year [ won gold
at the Hypnolympics in Vegas.”

“You've lost me... Hypnolympics?’

“It’s a big meet. We exchange ideas and theories
and watch new techniques. Then at the end there’s a
competition where we are paired and I try to trance
my partner while they try to trance me.”

“So the winner is the one in control.”

“Youve got it.” She clapped her hands softly.
“Then the winners get paired and so on until the last
pair, and I won.”

“I've never heard of this competition.”

“It’s not publicised,” Melissa replied. “It would
never be good publicity for any hypnotist to admit
that they were susceptible to another hypnotist.”

“Is everyone susceptible?” I asked. “I thought
some people are impossible to hypnotise.”
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“I'm never going to admit that,” she replied. “You’d
be an amazing subject.”

“How can you tell? I’'d resist all the way.”

“You’re challenging me, aren’t you?” Melissa came
and walked round my chair.

[ remember that she looked at me, then nothing.

“I told you I'd resist,” I said when I realised that
Melissa was sitting opposite me with a huge grin on
her face.

“You did,” she said. “And who do you think won?’

“I did, of course.”

“So I didn’t hypnotise you at all?’

££N0‘77

“So are you hypnotised now?’

“l am hypnotised to obey,” I heard myself say. I
blinked in shock. “Where did that come from?’

“Are you hypnotised?” she asked again.

“l am hypnotised to obey,” I replied, feeling equally
surprised as the words slipped through my lips.

“I think I'won,” she said. “Now just to check, please
tell me your name.”

“That’s easy; I'm Emily,” I replied, hearing what I
said. “No; that’s not right... 'm Emily.”

“And are you hypnotised now?’

“l am hypnotised to obey,” I said again.
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“Your name is Emily. You love your name and
you've never had any other,” Melissa said evenly.
“Remind me of your name again.”

“‘'m Emily,” I said, feeling somehow comfortable
with my words.

“That’s right.” She stroked my arm and I felt so re-
laxed and calm. “Whenever you’re alone with me and
whenever I tell you, you are Emily. You’re my best
girlfriend and we’re going to have such fun together.”

“That’s lovely,” I replied. “I'm your Emily.”

“Yes, you are.” Melissa continued to stroke my
arm. “We’re going to have such fun together and
we’re going to make Emily into such a beautiful girl.”

She was silent for a few moments, but still stroked
my arm. “You can pretend to be Aaron now and you
can’t tell anyone that you are hypnotised.”

[ remember that I blinked. I felt confused and took
a few seconds to collect my thoughts. I looked at Me-

lissa and wondered why she was looking back at me
like that.

Next evening, it was just Melissa and I in the
house. I knew I shouldn’t but I wanted her to hypno-
tise me again. She didn’t disappoint me. We ate to-
gether and talked about nothing in particular. I could
feel it coming.

“l am hypnotised to obey.” I heard myself say those
words, although I don’t remember any direct instruc-
tion being given.

“Tell me your name.”

“l am Emily,” I replied.
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“Are you a boy?’

“No, I'm a girl. What a silly question.” I giggled at
the thought that I could be anything else.

“Would you like me to teach you how to dress for
the burlesque shows?’

“I’d love that,” I heard myself saying.

[ can remember standing there transfixed as she
undressed me and then dressed me again; bra and
panties, with breast forms in the bra. A low-cut dress
in red, with huge skirts and a low cut top, spaghetti
straps, and a tight waist.

[ wore hold-up stockings with lacy tops, and
high-heeled ankle boots. The boots frightened me at
first but after Melissa told me that I could walk in
them easily, they were comfortable and I twirled in
front of the mirror as if dancing for real.

I watched my reflection as she made me up. She
plucked my eyebrows into a really tidy shape by tak-
ing away the little hairs from the lower side and
emphasising the point at the outside. My eyelids were
coloured with soft pinks, deepening to dark rose to-
wards my lashes.

I had dark eyeliner, top and bottom, mascara and
finally false lashes, secured with even more mascara.
My lips were made to look larger by a lip liner pencil,
and then filled in with dark pink peach lipstick.

I looked in the mirror constantly as she talked to
me. I have no memory of what she said but I fell in
love with my own image. It was the way I loved to look
and it made me the happiest girl on the planet. I was
so happy, I could have burst.
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