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A Little Sleight of 
Hand 

 

William Post was an attorney, and he loved his job. He felt that 
when he was in a courtroom, arguing for a client, he was really making a 
difference in the world. People’s lives were affected by what he did, and he 
took that awesome responsibility very seriously. He was never more 
focused, never any sharper than he was when he was pleading a case. It 
was quite simply, William at his very best.  

Still, despite his passion for his profession, Saturday was his 
favorite day of the week. He could sleep in late if he wanted, watch sports 
all day, do whatever he felt like. Saturday was magical for him in that it 
meant a time away from the stress and pressure of his work. Saturday had 
become his freedom from responsibility day. That's why he was a bit 
annoyed when someone started knocking on his apartment door at 9 AM. 
Now that might not seem an unreasonable hour to come knocking to most 
folks, but for William on a Saturday morning, it was practically the crack 
of dawn. He got up, threw on a robe, and went to the door. He looked 
through the peep hole and saw an attractive young woman with chestnut 
hair waiting on the other side of the door. He opened the door slightly. 

“Can I help you?” 

“Yeah, hi,” was her response. “I'm Sharon Walker from across the 
way. We've passed a few times in the hall, I don't know if you remember.”  

He didn't, but that wasn't unusual. William liked to keep to himself 
to avoid the inevitable pitches for free legal advice that you always seem 
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to be inundated with when people find out that you're a lawyer. “ 

Anyways, I was wondering if I could ask a huge favor?”  

And here it comes, the inevitable legal question.  

“My assistant is in the hospital, and I was wondering if you might 
be willing to help me out with my act tonight.” 

Okay, that was unexpected! 

He looked at her, and seeing as she was so attractive, decided to 
hear her out some more. “I'm sorry, 'act?' What 'act' are you referring to?” 

“Yeah, I'm sorry. If you let me in, I could explain.” He complied and 
she stated, “I do a stage act down at one of the local theaters four nights a 
week. It's mostly magic and hypnotism, you know, audience participation 
kind of stuff, and I'm in a bit of a bind for tonight without my assistant and 
I was really hoping you could help me out.” She was pleasant - if a bit 
panicked - and she was certainly pleasing to look at, but he had heard 
enough already and didn't see the benefit of getting involved in her 
problems, and he was just about to tell her that when she said, “I can pay 
you, if that helps.” 

He was amused. It was clear that she knew almost nothing about 
him, other than where she could find his apartment door, as his success as 
an attorney meant he didn't need the money. Still picking up some easy 
cash for helping out a gorgeous neighbor made it seem like a worthwhile 
cause. His “good deed for the day,” kind of thing.  

“What would I have to do?” he asked. 

An instant sigh of relief escaped her lips, and her panicked 
expression disappeared. “Oh, thank you. You have no idea what this means 
to me. Thank you, thank you, thank you. As for the act, it's simple. What I 
need for you to do, is let me hypnotize you.” 

This was a non-starter for him. He wasn't willing to cluck like a 
chicken for someone's amusement just for a few bucks. He had his pride 
and professional standing to consider.  

“I'm sorry. Maybe someone else in the building.” 
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“Please,” she pleaded, “I'm running out of time. It'll just be for 
tonight.” He started to consider her situation and then she continued, 
“One night, that's all I need. Is that too much for a neighbor to ask?” 

He felt a slight pang of guilt now for abandoning her in her time of 
need, and he decided that if he was going to do a good deed, he ought to 
give it a little more consideration.  

“Not that I'm agreeing yet, but what exactly would I be doing for 
this one night?” 

She seemed to relax slightly, as he had presented her with an 
opening. “Hopefully, nothing. You'll just sit in the audience and enjoy the 
show, but without my assistant, the magic will have to be pared way 
down, so I'll have to rely more on the hypnotism part of the act. The thing 
is, if the audience is full of eager and receptive people, I won't need you at 
all, but some nights, they need a bit of encouragement, and that's where 
you would come in. I'd call you up to the stage and demonstrate how easy 
it is for me to hypnotize someone, and how much fun it is to get in on the 
act. It's like priming the pump.” 

“I think they call it planting a shill, don't they?” His question was 
as pointed as it might have been if she was on the witness stand. “I don't 
know, it strikes me as a bit unethical.” 

“Oh please, this is just entertainment, sweetie. Nobody's getting 
hurt. All I want to do is help people relax and have a little fun. What's 
unethical about that?” She was surprisingly unfazed by his inquiry. 

“Well, I guess that's true,” he stated, “and since there's no certainty 
that I would even be needed, there can't be any clear intention to defraud.” 
He was still mulling his options over when she chimed in. 

“Whoa, whoa, whoa. Where did that come from? I do not defraud. I 
promise you, if you're in the act, it will be because you are hypnotized. I'm 
not asking you to pretend or fake it. It will all be extremely real, I promise 
you.” She seemed to be genuinely offended by the insinuation that she 
would try to lie to her audience. 

“I'm sorry, I just don't know how these things work, that's all. I 
didn't mean to offend you. The thing is, if you really need someone who's 
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been hypnotized by you, I think you'll need to look somewhere else. I'm 
afraid that you'll find that I'm far too smart to ever succumb to something 
like hypnotism.” William wasn't trying to be overly boastful, but it just 
didn't seem fair to not warn her. 

Sharon smiled. “You want to bet? If you allow me to try, and I mean 
really allow me to try, following all my instructions, and I fail, I'll pay you 
what I was going to pay you to work the show and you can walk away free 
and clear. You can skip the show and just keep the money with my 
compliments. If, however, I am successful, then you agree to work the 
show with me for free. What do you say? Will you take the bet?” 

William smiled politely. “I don't know. This seems kind of unfair to 
me. I don't want to insult your skills of course, and I'm sure that there are 
people out there who would be susceptible to them, but like I was telling 
you, I'm just too smart to ever be one of them. If we were to do this, I'd 
feel like I was taking advantage of you.” He paused and saw her smirking. 
“But if you insist...” 

“Oh, I most definitely insist.” She was confidence incarnate as she 
addressed him, and he kind of liked that. “Wait here, I just need to run 
across the hall for a minute.”  

She then sped across to her apartment and disappeared. She was 
soon knocking at his door again. When he opened it up she was standing 
there beaming as she held a stack of white folded cloth in her arms, and 
had what appeared to him to be a diaper bag slung over her shoulder. 

He was bewildered by her props, and asked, “What's all this?” 

“I'm glad you asked. Deep hypnosis requires the subject to be 
extremely relaxed, and that sometimes results in them losing their normal 
controls. Not usually by any means, but sometimes, and so I've learned 
from past experience that it's better to be prepared for those rare cases by 
having the subject diapered for our session.” She reached into her bra and 
pulled out a $100 bill. “Are you still game?” 

“You're not going to have me do anything embarrassing, are you?” 
he questioned her. 

“I thought you couldn't be hypnotized,” she replied. “If you can't be 



Hocus Pocus 

10 
 

hypnotized, how could I ever make you do anything, much less something 
embarrassing?” 

That was right, he thought. What did he have to fear? There was 
simply no chance she would ever be able to crack a mind as strong as his. 
This was going to be easy money for him.  

“You're right. Bring it on, and you can forget the diapers. I won't 
need them.” 

“Uh uh uh. You said you'd follow every instruction, and that 
includes wearing the diapers.” She then tapped the stack with her long 
fingernail and told him, “Of course if you're afraid, you could always 
concede right now.” 

He looked at her, and then at the diapers she was holding, and 
then back at her. “No, I'm not conceding at all. If anything, I'm even more 
determined to win and take that $100 from you. If winning this bet 
requires that I put on a diaper, so be it.” 

He held out his hand to receive the diaper but she just laughed. “As 
if you knew how to put on a cloth diaper. I could wait all day and you still 
wouldn't have it on right. Come on, show me to the bedroom and we can 
get started.” 

“You mean you expect me to let you...” She just nodded, and he 
steeled his resolve “Fine, but this is going to make taking that $100 from 
you all the more sweet. In fact, I'm willing to up the bet. Make it $200 and 
I'll put up a week of shows. What do you say? Are you still game?” 

“Hmm, a week of free shows you say?” She gave the appearance of 
someone battling with a dilemma and he wasn't sure which way she'd 
turn. “Still, $200 is a lot of money. I'd hate to lose it. This is a bit more than 
I bargained for.” 

He then replied in a mocking tone, “Well, if you want to concede 
right now...” 

“No, I'll take the bet, and no welching, agreed?”  

She held out her right hand and he shook it with the supreme 
confidence of a man who knows he's bet on a sure thing. He then led her 
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back to his bedroom. It was still a bit disheveled from the night before, 
and he hadn't been back in it since her knocking had roused him earlier.  

“Sorry for the mess,” he apologized. “I wasn't expecting company, 
so I didn't have time to tidy up the place. So, now what?” he asked. 

“Now,” she responded, “you strip naked and lay down on the bed 
so I can diaper you.”  

She set all of her things at the foot of the bed and prepared to put 
him in his diaper, his first since he was a very small child. There was 
something disquieting about the prospect of this that almost had him 
balking, but she was demanding. 

“Now, if you please. This is going to take some time, and we don't 
have any to waste.” 

He stripped in front of her and laid down naked on the bed. He felt 
a bit self-conscious, but this was about more than the money now, this 
was a matter of pride. He was going to show this entertainer that she was 
out of her league when it came to him. 

Sharon had prepared two diapers for him, with the second folded 
in thirds long ways and placed in the middle of the first for extra 
absorbency.  

“Lift your hips,” she instructed. He complied and she slid the 
diapers under his bottom. “There, and now for a little powder to keep you 
dry and sweet-smelling.” She then took out a large container of Johnson's 
baby powder and started to sprinkle it liberally on his groin. “That smells 
nice, don't you think? Sort of calming and relaxing.” She then began to 
sprinkle it on his chest as well. “Just breathe that in. I find it's almost 
magical in its effects.”  

She then began to smooth the powder around, and as it filled the 
air, he thought that she was right. There was something almost magical 
about that smell, but he would not be conquered so easily. She then 
tenderly pulled the diapers up between his legs. The sheer bulk of them 
was surprising to him, and as he tried to put his legs together, he had the 
oddest recollection of that same sensation from his long-ago past. Sharon 
pulled the front and back together and pinned them shut with large pink 
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ducky diaper pins. When the first side was done, she tightened the 
material even further and pinned the second. She then reached into the 
diaper bag and produced a pair of pink plastic rumba panties to put over 
the diapers. 

As she was done tucking his diapers into his plastic panties he 
commented, “Isn't this all a bit of, well, overkill? I mean it's not like I'm 
going to actually use these things, after all.” He looked down at his groin, 
and seeing the massive bulk, he felt a bit silly. 

“You're probably right,” she responded, “but I believe in being 
cautious, and as I told you, I have seen it happen in the past, so it's just 
better to be prepared in my opinion.” She then took a few moments to 
smooth the panties over his diapers, and he found the sensation oddly 
enjoyable.  

“You know, you actually look kind of cute like this. After I have you 
deeply hypnotized, I might just think about convincing you that you prefer 
it this way. What do you say? Would you like me to make it so you want to 
wear your diapers and plastic panties all the time?” 

William scoffed, “As if you even could hypnotize me. I promise you 
that there's no way you'll ever get me to wear these things again. Come on, 
break out the swinging watch, or whatever you use, and let's get to it. I 
have $200 to win.” 

“My, such confidence,” Sharon said with just a hint of sarcasm in 
her voice. “Well, I guess I'll just have to do my best and hope I can get 
lucky.”  

She had him take some slow deep breaths just to loosen him up 
and then took him through her induction. She was patient and methodical, 
and when she had finished with that, she worked to deepen his trance 
state even further. She attempted to repeatedly drive him deeper and 
deeper. When she felt she had him as deeply entranced as she could, she 
tried some suggestions on him. Eventually, she brought him back up and 
out of her spell, and he looked at her and just smiled a knowing smile. 

“It didn't work, I'm afraid.”  

He felt most triumphant as all of her efforts had had no effect on 



Hocus Pocus 

13 
 

him. He heard everything she said, every command she had uttered, and 
he remembered scoffing at it all. He was surprised by how relaxed she had 
made him feel, and he had to admit that he did kind of enjoy that aspect of 
it, but never was he out of control. She simply wasn't able to overpower 
his mind at any point, despite her best efforts. He had won and she had 
lost. He looked at her and grinned.  

“My $200, if you please.” He realized that he could have been a bit 
more gracious in his victory, but he was just enjoying himself too much. 

“Well thank you for trying at least,” she replied. It's actually better 
for me to find out now than wait for tonight and learn it too late. I hope 
you'll still consider coming to the show, though. I'll leave a ticket for you at 
the box office. You might enjoy seeing how it works on other people not 
blessed with your powers of thought and concentration.” She reached into 
her blouse and pulled out two $100 bills and handed them to him. 

The fact that she had two $100 bills, was a bit of a surprise for 
him, as when she had returned from her apartment with the diapers and 
money, the bet was for just $100. Still, what did it matter, he had won and 
they both belonged to him now.  

He then turned his attention back to her and her proposal. In a 
rather cocky tone, William stated, “I just might do that. It sounds like it 
could be fun. Thanks for the money, but as I told you before we started, it 
was a sucker's bet. There was never any chance that you were going to be 
able to hypnotize me.” He sat up and began to gesture as if to take off the 
diapers and plastic pants. “And I told you, these clearly weren't necessary 
either, were they?” 

“Yes, yes,” Sharon admitted. “You were obviously far too much for 
me to handle. I want you to know that that is not the case with most 
subjects though. I guess you're just special. Enjoy your money, but I'd ask 
you not to spend it before the show if you're coming. I'd like to have you 
stand up and show the folks your trophy. It might encourage a few of them 
to be less hesitant to participate if they can see that there's nothing to fear 
and that you can't be made to do anything while under hypnosis that you 
didn't already want to do.” 

“Or even be hypnotized, if you have the mental strength to resist.” 
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Again, William was feeling quite full of himself. “You know what, I am 
going to come to your show tonight. As you said, it might be fun to show 
the people what you can and can't do.”  

William took a moment to consider Sharon and her expression. It 
wasn't the look of defeat. He had seen that often enough in court from 
other lawyers he had faced. No, there was a serenity to her look that he 
couldn't quite figure out.  

“I have to say, you're taking this all very well. I don't know if I 
could have been as gracious if I had lost, or worse even if I had needed 
those diapers and plastic panties.” 

“Hey, you won fair and square, so what's the point in whining 
about it. It was a fair bet, and it looks like I lost. I understood the stakes 
before we started. We said no welshing, and I'm going to stick by that, as 
I'm sure you would have too if you had lost.” She was humble in her 
admission. 

“Absolutely,” he insisted. “I've never gone back on my word or a bet 
in my life. I'm very proud of that fact. If I give my word or make a bet, you 
can be certain that you can count on me to follow through.” There was a 
glint of pride that shone in his eye as he made his declaration. Nobody 
could ever accuse him of welching or backing out. 

She took him by the arm and walked to the door. “Well, I respect 
and appreciate that. It's a very fine quality to have, and I only wish more 
people applied it with the fervency that you do. You could still do me a 
favor though. If you're still willing to help out a neighbor that is. After the 
show, if you end up coming, could you give me your completely honest 
opinion of it. Now, I don't want you to be nasty, but if you could just tell me 
what you think, it might help me improve. I'd like you to be as specific as 
you can when you do too. Vague references are hard to apply, and I want 
this to be something of value that I can use to improve, and isn't that what 
we all want in life, to be better at our jobs? It makes you feel good when 
you know you've done it the best that you can, don't you think?” 

“I totally agree, and I think I could do that,” William replied. 
“Maybe then I won't feel so guilty for taking your money.”  
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Sharon then gave him a peck on the cheek and left, and William 
felt a strange kind of separation anxiety come over him as the door shut. 
He'd only just met this woman, but she had already somehow become 
very important to him. He wasn't one to make quick and easy connections 
with people, so he thought that maybe she was special too. 

William spent the rest of the day in uneasy anticipation of 
Sharon's show. Time just seemed to drag, but at the same time, he seemed 
to be missing great chunks of it while puttering around his apartment. 
When the clock finally hit 7:00, he started to get dressed. He had 
considered showering, but seeing as he hadn't done anything to require it, 
he decided to skip it. He went to his closet and picked out a nice polo shirt. 
It was pink with some yellow trim. He was surprised to find it there, as he 
didn't remember ever buying it or receiving it as a gift. He didn't usually 
care for pink, but he loved this shirt for some reason and felt compelled to 
put it on with a pair of dark slacks.  

Once he was dressed, he prepared to head out to the show. He was 
a little concerned that his new pants seemed to be getting a bit tight, and 
made a mental note that he was going to need to start working out more 
to deal with it. As he got ready to leave, he slung his bag over his shoulder 
and entered the outer hallway. He considered knocking on Sharon's door 
to escort her to the theater, but he thought better of it since she probably 
had already left. She would, after all, have to prepare for the show, and 
without her assistant, that would likely take a lot longer than usual.  

It was a pleasant night, and the theater wasn't far, so he decided to 
walk. He was pleasantly lost in his own thoughts for most of his little 
stroll, but he had noticed at one point that a pair of young girls were 
staring at him as they passed and whispering.  

“Ah yes, I've still got it, it seems,” he thought to himself. “Yes, Mr. 
Post, you are still driving the young ladies crazy, it seems. Those girls were 
quite obviously checking out my butt, and judging by their reactions, they 
quite like what they saw. And really, I ask you, who could blame them? 
That is one glorious backside you have there sir, and it's only right that 
you show it off now and again for others to enjoy.”  

He was a bit early for the show when he arrived at the theater, so 
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he decided to catch a quick drink at the posh bar across the street to pass 
the time. He was still enjoying his musings about the girls on the street, 
and of how the show would go when he ordered his drink. His order was 
rather reflexive, and he wasn't even really paying attention when he did it, 
which is why he was surprised when the bartender questioned it. 

“Are you sure about that, sir?” the bartender asked him. 

“Hmm? Oh yeah, I've been looking forward to it all day long.” The 
kid was nice enough to ask, he guessed, not knowing him or his usual 
drink order, He clearly wanted to make sure he got it right, but still, he had 
never had a bartender question his drink order before.  

The bartender returned with his drink and he began sipping it, 
savoring the flavor, as he drifted back into his own thoughts. When the 
time came for him to leave for the theater, he left a $50 bill on the bar and 
headed across the street for the show. He was convinced that this was 
going to be quite the night, and he was determined not to miss a minute of 
it. He checked his pocket to make sure he still had the two $100 bills he 
had won earlier and then headed for the box office to claim his ticket and 
prepare for his moment in the spotlight. 
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A Star Is Born 
 

William walked up to the box office and spoke with the attendant, 
“Hi, I'm William Post. You're supposed to have a ticket waiting for me.” 

The young lady sprung to attention. “Oh yes, Mr. Post. Ms. Walker 
was very specific that we should do all we could for you tonight. Here's 
your ticket. Let me just call an usher over so that he can get you seated.” 

William was honored. It seemed his neighbor had certainly gone 
out of her way to roll out the red carpet for him. He had never had this 
kind of personal attention in a theater before, and he was kind of enjoying 
it. A young man in a red blazer soon appeared and asked, “Mr. Post?” 
William nodded. “Hi, I'm Bobby, and I want you to know that it's my great 
privilege to show you to your seat, sir.” The kid was a bit over the top, he 
thought, by why not roll with it. 

Bobby escorted him to a small table with two seats that were 
positioned exactly front and center before the stage. Seeing the 
accommodations, he regretted not bringing a date. Bobby asked if he 
wanted anything brought to the table and he ordered another drink. He 
wanted to remain in control, but a special night like this demanded that he 
celebrate at least a little. He would take his time and nurse his drink, but 
he couldn't resist the allure of the moment. 

The show began with Sharon doing her magic act. He could see 
that she probably could have used an assistant, but she was quite good he 
thought. Next was the hypnotism portion of the show. William was 
excited, as this was the part of the act that he was most looking forward to 
seeing. He had spent the better part of the day pondering just what she 
might make some poor unsuspecting rube do for the benefit of the 
audience. 

Sharon moved to the front of the stage and announced, “Now, this 
next portion will be a demonstration of my skills as a hypnotist. Let me 
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ask you, is there anyone here who truly believes that they can't be 
hypnotized?” 

Now, this comment probably wasn't meant to be directed at 
William, seeing as they both already knew he was immune to her 
manipulations, but he couldn't help himself. His encounter with her 
earlier in the day had emboldened him, and so he raised his hand. Given 
his position in the audience, everyone could see him clearly. 

Sharon looked down at him and said, “Well of course you'd raise 
your hand. Okay, why don't you come up on stage with me.” William 
sprang to his feet and was quickly standing next to her. “Ladies and 
gentlemen, may I introduce my neighbor, Mr. William Post. Take a bow 
William.” which he did with great flair. “Now, William, I think you have 
something to show to the audience. Would you be so kind as to hold it up 
and tell everybody what it is and what it represents?” 

He was beaming with pride as he took the two $100 bills out and 
held them over his head so everyone could see them. He then began. 
“These are two $100 bills that I won earlier today when Ms. Walker here 
bet me she could hypnotize me. As you can see, I won.” 

He was more than a little smug about it, but she seemed to take it 
well. “Well folks, that just goes to show you that you can't win them all. 
William, I'm looking at your table and I see you have a drink. What are you 
drinking, dear?” 

Much like he had across the street, he had ordered a Scotch. The 
funny thing was, when he went to tell her and everyone in the theater, it 
came out as “It's a Shirley Temple.” The audience broke out in a roar of 
laughter. He couldn't understand why he would have said that when it was 
clear when you looked at his glass that he was drinking a... Shirley Temple. 
Why was he drinking a Shirley Temple? 

“Oh I see,” said Sharon. “If you don't mind me saying William, 
that's something that's usually targeted towards little kids, isn't it? Why 
are you drinking a Shirley Temple, dear?” 

He didn't know why, so he had no idea what he was going to say. 
That's why he was so surprised when he said, “Because I wasn't sure that 
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they could warm my baba up.” 

“Your baba? William, do you mean to tell all of us that you still 
drink from baby bottles?” Sharon put on a display of mock surprise. 
“William, did you bring a baby bottle full of formula with you to the 
show?” 

It was a ludicrous question, but once again, as if he was a 
ventriloquist's dummy, out from his mouth popped words that weren't his 
own. “Oh yes, it's there in my diaper bag.” 

“Really?” was her response. “Excuse me, sir,” she directed her 
response to a man who was sitting at the table next to William's. “Could 
you please pass me that diaper bag right there?” The man reached over 
and handed it up to her. “Thank you, sir.” She opened the bag a produced a 
baby bottle full of formula. She held it up for all to see, and then said, 
“Why William, there are two more in here as well.” 

He'd given up trying to figure out what he was going to say, and 
just like before, the embarrassing response seemed to come from 
nowhere. “I get thirsty.” Again there was laughter. 

“Well of course you do,” Sharon replied. “And tell me, William, what 
are these?” She pulled out several cloth diapers and held them up as well. 

“Oh, those are my diapies.” He wanted to stop. He wanted to leave 
the stage, the theater, the planet, but for some reason, he couldn't force 
himself to do it. It was like he was glued in place and forced to embarrass 
himself over and over again. 

“Diapies? William, are you telling us that you like wearing cloth 
diapers? Tell me, are you wearing them now?” The audience was 
practically rolling in the aisles with laughter at this point, but she wasn't 
through with him yet. His humiliation was just getting started. 

“Uh-huh. Look.” And with that, he lowered his pants, putting his 
well-diapered state on full display for all to see. He looked and saw these 
were the same diapers she had placed him in earlier. He thought he had 
taken them off, but now realized that he had never actually gotten to it, as 
she had distracted him. What was worse, is he realized that he had wet 
them at some point, and he hadn't even noticed it. 



Hocus Pocus 

20 
 

“William, I'm sure we don't want to be too personal, but do you 
use your diapers, baby.” Sharon could barely contain herself, and the 
audience could barely hear over all the laughter. 

“Oh yes, I love to wet my diapers. I like the way it feels all warm 
and soft when I do. In fact, I'm wetting them right now. You see, mistress, 
I'm just a silly empty-headed baby who drinks babas and wets her diapers 
for you.” 

Sharon had him turn in profile to the audience and squeeze his 
bottom and front to confirm that he had indeed wet his diapers.  

“My, my, my! William, these diapers are very wet. Perhaps you'd 
like to go and change them.” 

“Oh no mistress,” came his response. “I don't like to change them 
until they are sagging down and ready to leak.” 

“Dude, you're disgusting!” came a cry from the audience, and it 
triggered a response in William that he didn't anticipate, nor could he 
control. He looked at Sharon and began to cry. She in turn looked at him 
and balled his hand up and placed his thumb in his mouth. He was still 
upset by the heckle, but found the act of sucking his thumb to be soothing, 
and settled down a bit. 

Sharon looked out at the audience and chastised the man who had 
shouted up at William. “Sir, I would ask you to refrain from upsetting the 
baby, unless you want to come up on stage and tend to her needs. What do 
you say, folks? Should we have him come up on stage and see to the baby. I 
think he might just enjoy being her wet nurse.” There was another roar of 
laughter, and some chants for him to do it, but the man in the audience 
was having none of it, and just sat quietly with his head down. 

Sharon then redirected her attention back to William. “It's okay, 
sweetie. The mean man won't bother you anymore.” She patted his 
diapered bottom. “So tell us, William, how did you spend your day?” 

He took his thumb from his mouth and wiped his tears away. 
“Well, after you put me in diapers and helped me realize how happy I am 
as a baby girl, I spent most of my day getting everything I need to be a 
proper baby for you. I've bought ten dozen cloth diapers, five dozen pairs 
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of plastic panties, two dozen extra-large diaper pins, two dozen baby 
bottles with the extra-long silicone nipples, a dozen pacifiers, three dozen 
baby dresses with bonnets and ruffled panties, five dozen onesies, two 
dozen rompers, three dozen stuffed animals in various sizes, two dozen 
dollies, a dozen rattles, and a whole bunch of other baby toys.”  

As he spoke, all those blank moments in his day came into view, 
and he started to remember buying all of those things, but that wasn't all. 

“My,” said Sharon, “That was quite the day. Was that it?” 

“Oh no, mistress, I also decided that I needed my apartment to 
match my new life as a baby girl, so I called an interior decorator to come 
over and help me turn my place into a giant baby's nursery. I want a crib, a 
changing table, a playpen, and a rocking horse. I want it to be painted pink 
and girly so I won't ever have to pretend to be a man again.”  

Yep, that was the rest of what he remembered. In fact, the 
decorator was coming at noon the next day.  

This is a nightmare. What is happening to me, and how can I make it 

stop? 

“Well, you've been very sweet to come up here and share this all 
with us, William, but I'm sure you'd like to return to your seat now for the 
rest of the show.” Sharon's words did not match the look in her eyes. 

“Oh no, mistress.”  

William could only wait in dread for what might come out of his 
mouth next. The truth was, that he was desperate to get off that stage. He 
didn't know how that would ever mitigate the humiliation he had already 
experienced, but he hoped it would at least prevent him from creating 
anymore. Unfortunately for him, his mouth had other ideas.  

“What I really want, is to be your assistant for the rest of the 
show.” Oh no he didn't. He didn't just say that, did he? 

“Oh William, I don't know,” was her reply. “You're really not 
dressed for the part, dear.” The audience started chanting, demanding that 
she give him a try. She looked out at them and asked, “Are you sure about 
this? Do you really want me to have him dressed up as my assistant?” The 
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howls of approval were almost deafening. “Well William, the audience has 
spoken, and since you're so eager, I'm going to have one of the stage hands 
take you back to the dressing room and get you all prepared.” 

With that, a young lady came on stage took him by the arm, and 
led him away. As he was going, he turned and waved to the audience who 
roared with an approving laugh. Once he was backstage, the young 
woman who was in charge of him said, “I don't know what she's paying 
you, friend, but it ain't enough.” With that, she set about putting him in 
costume.  

She stripped him of all his clothes except for his diapers. She 
placed him in a pink bustier with white stockings attached by garter 
straps. She put him in a pink tutu that did nothing to cover his diapers. 
She did his makeup and placed him in a red wig with a tiara. He looked at 
himself and despaired that he was incapable of stopping any of this. He 
was even more disturbed by the realization that he liked the way he 
looked. She then strapped on a pair of pink 7-inch stiletto heels that 
wrapped repeatedly around his legs, going halfway up his calves. She 
helped him up, but between the bulk of his diapers forcing his legs apart, 
and his unfamiliarity with high-heeled shoes, he was extremely unsteady. 

“Come on,” the young lady said as she took him by the arm again. 
“I'll help you get used to walking in them. The first thing to know, is you 
only take tiny steps.” She had him walk back and forth across the dressing 
room. “Not bad,” she commented. “It seems you're a natural. The next 
thing you need to remember is that these shoes will want to throw you 
forward, so it's very important to stand up very straight at all times.” She 
had him practice some more and then told him, “Okay, let's get you back 
on stage. I think the audience is going to love you.” She was smirking the 
whole way back out to the stage. 

As they reached the stage, the audience, which had been watching 
Sharon perform some more of her magic, exploded with delight. Sharon 
turned and saw him and said, “Why William, this is the real you, dear. Oh, 
you look so sweet. Don't you think so, folks? Let's give her a nice round of 
applause.” The clapping was as loud as it was humiliating, as William took 
his mincing steps out into the spotlight. “My, aren't you a pretty baby,” she 
continued. “Come on now, give us a little spin so we can all see just how 



Hocus Pocus 

23 
 

dainty you look.”  

He complied - as if he had any choice, and one woman shouted, 
“Oh my God, I want one!” 

Sharon looked out at her and said, “See me after the show. It can 
be arranged.” That caused even more laughter and shouting, and several 
other women indicated that they'd be stopping by as well, which made 
their dates quite uncomfortable.  

There was little else William could do at this point but play his 
part, and wait for it all to end. All he could think of was… why did he ever 
get out of bed that morning and answer the door? Saturday was meant to 
be magical, but this wasn't the kind of magic he had planned when he 
went to bed Friday night. 

Mercifully, the show finally ended, and Sharon had him take a bow. 
That simply wasn't enough for the audience though, and they demanded 
he return as he received three curtain calls. As he headed back to the 
dressing room with Sharon, she told him, “That was really good, William, 
for a first show. I'm sure you'll do even better in the next one.” 

“Next one?” was his startled reply. “What next one?” 

“The 10:00 show, of course,” was her response. He looked terrified. 
“Oh relax,” she insisted. “It's just a bit of fun, and you did great. Remember, 
it's just entertainment, that's all. One more show for tonight and then 
three more nights for the week and we'll be through. That was the bet, 
wasn't it?” 

He felt trapped. He had clearly lost the bet, but the idea of having 
to relive this humiliation four or five more times was inconceivable. He 
frantically sought to find a way out of this predicament. 

Sharon then spoke again, “Still, we had best change your diapers 
now. It wouldn't do to have you leak on stage, now would it? What do you 
say, baby girl? Would you like me to change those wet diapies of yours?” 

He had had enough of this, and this was where he was going to let 
her know it. “Yes, mistress. I love it when you change my diapies. It makes 
me feel like such a helpless little sissy baby for you.” It was obvious that he 
wasn't going to be permitted any act of defiance by this woman, and he 
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despaired even more. 

“That's because you are a helpless little sissy baby, aren't you, 
William? You've always been a helpless little sissy baby. Do you remember 
how your mother used to dress you up in diapers and baby dresses when 
she sent you to school? Do you remember how you had to go to the school 
nurse two and three times a day to have your diapies changed? Do you 
remember how all the girls fussed and fawned over you while the boys 
used to call you mean names? Do you remember how you were made to 
take naps in a crib and play in a playpen? Do you remember how you used 
to love it when you had your diapered bottom patted while you nursed on 
a bottle or a breast? Do you remember all that, William? Do you 
remember how much you loved being a sissy baby growing up?” She was 
still comforting, even now. 

None of that ever happened, did it? He was fairly certain that that 
wasn't true, and yet somehow felt it had happened more than he 
remembered it had happened. It was more of an emotion than a memory, 
and so he was left confused, which caused him to wet himself even more. 
As the warm wetness spread through his diapers, he wondered if he 
would ever be the same again. If he couldn't even trust his own memories, 
what was there that he could be certain of that was real? 

She had him on a table, sucking his warmed baba of formula, and 
was just about to change his diaper when the dressing room door opened. 
An older man in a tailored silk suit burst in and declared, “That was 
amazing. The audience loved it kiddo. That was far and away your best 
show ever. This new act of yours has them going crazy. The next show is 
sold out already. People from the first show were fighting over the 
remaining tickets for the second. You are a genius. We are going to make 
so much money.” 

Sharon looked up at him and said, “Thanks, Steve. It was a lot of 
fun, and I think we'll have even more fun during the second show.” 

“Oh don't you know it. This new act will be bringing them in for 
months, once the word gets out.” He then looked at William, laying on the 
table. “Hey, you were great too, kid. The chemistry between the two of 
you, and the way you looked and acted, even I thought you meant it. You 
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got talent, I'm here to tell you, and I know talent when I see it. I need your 
name, pal. I want to put it up on the marquee for everyone to see. You 
earned it.” 

“Oh Steve, this is just a short-term thing while Trixie is in the 
hospital. Once she's out, I plan on going back to the regular act. You get 
that, right?” Sharon had a wary look on her face as she saw the avarice in 
the theater owner's eye. 

“No! No, you can't do this. Sharon, you know that you never walk 
away from a hit.” He was distraught 

“I'm sorry, Steve, but I have a responsibility to Trixie, and I don't 
think William here is ready for a career in show business. Enjoy it while 
you can, but that's it, I'm afraid.” Sharon was resolute in her decision. 

“Come on,” pleaded the theater owner. “A month, just give me a 
month, that's all I'm asking. A month and we can make enough money to 
see us through the rest of the year. Come on Sharon, do it for me. Do it for 
old Steveo.” 

Sharon shook her head. “I'm sorry Steve, but I can't do that to 
Trixie. I'm sure that...” 

“Okay,” he interrupted. “I didn't want to do this, but you've forced 
my hand...I'll pay you double what I'm paying right now.” 

Sharon was shocked. Steve never offered that kind of money to 
anyone. “Double?” 

“Okay... make it triple, but that's it, seriously.” He looked at William 
still laying on his back. “The same thing goes for you kid. I don't know 
what I'm paying you, but I'll triple it if you agree to stay for the entire run. 
I'm betting that that's more money than you earned for a single gig in your 
life.” 

William was relieved that Sharon was so steadfast in her refusal. 
He dreaded the idea of going back out into the audience for a second time, 
but the thought of repeating it for a month was unfathomable. Sharon 
spoke. “Triple? You'll pay triple for this show?”  

Panic gripped William’s heart as he looked up, listening to her 
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consider the proposal. “Please please, don't let her seriously consider this, 
please,” he prayed.  

“I don't know. You make a good point about walking away from a 
hit, I'll agree. I'll tell you what, let me think it over Steve, and I'll call you 
tomorrow, OK?” She then waved the theater owner out the door and 
turned her attention back to William. 

Sharon returned to changing the baby's diapers. She pulled down 
his pink plastic rumba panties and said, “Well how do you like that, baby 
girl? It seems we're a hit. Triple for a month would go a long way to 
making this a huge year. At that rate, I'm betting I could even talk him into 
keeping Trixie on.” She unpinned his diapers and began to wipe him off 
with baby wipes. She wasn't so much talking to him as to herself when she 
mused, “And what if this show really caught on? We might even take it on 
tour. Imagine that? Us traveling from one big city to another. Staying in all 
the fanciest hotels and eating in the finest restaurants. It does have a 
certain appeal, I have to admit.” She then took a wipe and tickled William's 
nose with it. She then pinned his diapers and replaced his plastic pants. 
“Don't you think so, baby? Doesn't that have a certain appeal to it?” 

William couldn't believe what he was hearing. Could she honestly 
expect him to abandon his life and go on some ridiculous magic tour? He 
felt it was incumbent upon him to put this delusion to rest. “Hey,” he 
started, “don't even think about it. There is no way I'd ever agree to...” 

She put her finger to his lips, and said, “Hush, baby girl, Mistress is 
thinking.” 

He was surprised he was allowed to speak his mind at all, but if 
she thought he would willingly abide by her mandate that he remain 
silent, she was sorely mistaken. He had something to say, and he was 
determined to be heard on this matter, and so he responded to her. 

“Gaga gaga goo goo goo! Gaga gaga goo goo goo!” 

She looked at him and smiled. She handed him a clean cloth diaper 
and told him, “Here, sweetie, hold this up to your face and feel how nice 
and soft it is. Smell that sweet relaxing baby powder scent that you love so 
much. That's my good girl. Now, put your thumb in your mouth and close 
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your eyes, and you take a little nap before the next show, and don't worry 
about wetting, Mistress has you in diapers.” 

He was intent on having his say, but he had to admit that she was 
right. That diaper was ever so soft, and he liked how it felt against his 
cheek. And the scent, that sweet, wonderful baby powder scent, he just 
couldn't get enough of it. On top of all that, he had woken up earlier today 
than he intended, and it had been non-stop ever since he did, so he was a 
bit tired, but still, he had to make his intentions clear to her. That was the 
last thing he remembered before being woken up by the stagehand who 
told him it was time to get ready for the next show. He slowly regained his 
senses, and one of the first things he noticed was that he had indeed wet 
his diapers again, and judging from the warm wet sensation that was 
spreading across his groin, it had happened quite recently. 

Sharon walked over to him and asked, “Did you have a nice nap, 
baby girl? I hope you are in good voice for tonight's show. I just want you 
to go sit back in the audience with your diaper bag like you did before, and 
we'll just do the same thing we did earlier. I even repacked your bag with 
some fresh diapers, since we had to use what you brought to change you. 
Now here you go, drink this nice warm baba of formula, and rub the front 
of your diapies while you think about how much better your life is as a 
baby girl, and how grateful you are to Mistress for freeing you from your 
hated previous life.” She handed him the baby bottle and smiled sweetly at 
him. 

For his part, William was determined to do no such thing. This 
entire farce had gone on far too long in his opinion, and he was bound and 
determined to have his say. That's why he was shocked to hear himself 
say, “Yes Mistress. Thank you so much for helping me realize what a silly 
helpless baby girl I really am. I feel so safe and protected when you're 
around to feed and change me. I never want to be anything else but a baby 
girl who is completely dependent on you.”  

With that, he took the baby bottle and began to suck on it as he 
rubbed the front of his cloth diapers. The feel of the pink plastic rumba 
panties and the bulk of his diapers were more sexually stimulating for him 
than anything he could remember. The more he rubbed, the more he 
sucked, the more he felt his reason and self-control slip away. He was 
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helpless to resist her and her commands, and he realized that this second 
show, and indeed, the rest of the week was happening despite what he 
thought he wanted. 

He was dressed back in his street clothes and placed at the same 
table he occupied for the first show. He was feeling far less triumphant 
and certainly lacked the eager anticipation he had had before the first 
show, but he took his seat and awaited his coming humiliation. Several 
people from the earlier show stopped by to congratulate him on his 
earlier performance, and to tell him how much they were looking forward 
to the second show. All he could do was smile politely, thank them, and tell 
them that he hoped they had as much fun the second time around. What 
else could he do, tell them that he was trapped in this humiliating 
exercise? That his diapers were already wet, as a ready display of his total 
lack of control? 

The second show began, and just as he had in the earlier show, 
William’s revelations of his sissy baby nature brought roars of laughter 
and humiliation down upon him. He was miserable, but outwardly he 
smiled and waved like a two-year-old at a beauty pageant. His only 
consolation was that just like his earlier trial by fire, this one too finally 
came to a conclusion. He waddled backstage, still wearing his pink bustier, 
tutu, tiara, and high heels, and confronted Sharon.  

“Is that it? Have I finally paid off my bet, or are you going to insist 
on me doing this for the full week?” 

“I don't know,” she replied, “You still have $200 that belongs to 
me.”  

He handed the bills over to her and was never so happy to be 
separated from money in his life. Those bills were not only fraudulently 
his, but they were also a searing reminder of just how helplessly 
humiliated he had been by this woman, and he wanted no reminders of 
this evening to remain. The sooner he was free of her and her influence, 
the better, he thought. 

“Here, take them, and I hope you never have a minute of peace 
from them again.”  
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To say that his tone was agitated would have been a gross 
understatement. He was angry, hurt, and humiliated all at once, and he 
held only a tenuous grasp on his emotions as he wanted to break down 
and cry, but he felt he had debased himself before her enough already, and 
hoped to hang onto some modicum of self-respect. 

Sharon got a look of surprise on her face. “Why so testy, baby girl? 
Didn't you have fun tonight? Come on, you can tell me truthfully.” 

He expected to have some ridiculous drivel come spewing out of 
his mouth, but instead, he was able to accurately and honestly respond to 
her question.  

“Fun? No, I didn't have fun tonight. I was made to prance about 
and humiliate myself in front of a crowd of people. I was made to wet my 
diapers and act like a baby girl for their amusement. What could possibly 
be considered 'fun' about that?” 

“Oh, sweetie,” she said in a consoling tone, “I'm sorry you feel that 
way. If it gives you any solace, you made a lot of people very happy 
tonight. You took them out of their humdrum lives for a little while and let 
them experience true joy, if only for a little while. Isn't that worth 
something to you?” 

“No,” was his blunt response. It seemed he wasn't really inclined to 
consider the greater good of his performance at this point, and just 
wanted to put it all behind him. “As I said before, I never break my word or 
welch on a bet, so I'll compensate you for the rest of the week, but I'd like 
to consider my debt paid, and I never want to be involved with you or this 
stage act again, do I make myself clear?” 

“Perfectly,” she replied. “You were quite clear, but I'm not certain 
that I'm willing to let you renege on our bet just yet. Look, I won't demand 
that you continue on any further, but I would ask you to just consider the 
possibility. You may do so free from any influence from me of course. Just 
think about it is all I'm asking. It could be a lot of fun, sweetie, not to 
mention lucrative. That's all I'm saying.” 

“Not a chance in hell!” he insisted. “Don't ask me again. Don't 
knock on my door. In fact, don't even look at me in the hallway. If I never 
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have to see you again, it'll be all too soon, I promise you. Do you have any 
idea what you've done to me with this little stunt tonight? Do you have 
any idea what you've done to my professional reputation? It's taken me 
years to attain my current standing, and in the matter of a few hours, you 
have destroyed it all. That may be funny to you, and you may view it as 
just a bit of light entertainment, but I assure you that I don't. You made a 
fool of me on stage tonight, and I'm not sure that I'll ever be able to 
recover from that, not with it being so public and humiliating. So thank 
you, no, I don't want to continue being made a fool of, if it's all the same to 
you.”  

He was seething. 

“Oh sweetie, that hurts.” He couldn't tell if she was being honest, or 
just mocking him, but he really didn't care either way. He just wanted her 
gone from his life. “If that's the way you want it though, then that's the 
way it'll be. It works both ways though. I've tried to be nice. I've tried to 
brighten your day, as well as those in the audience. You always look so 
dour when I see you in the hallway, and I thought a little bit of fun, a little 
getting out of your own head might do you some good, but it seems my 
efforts are to go unappreciated. If you want nothing further to do with me, 
you shall have it, but I want you to remember that this was your choice. If 
you ever decide you want to get back into my life and good graces, I just 
hope you remember how needlessly nasty you were to me right now. I 
don't like to hold grudges, Mr. Post, as they always seem to be more 
damaging than beneficial, but I think I can see myself making an exception 
in your case.” 

Her threat was meaningless to him at this point. What more could 
she do to hurt him than she had already done, and so he turned and left in 
the mincing gate his high heels and thickly diapered bottom demanded 
and headed for the dressing room.  

When he got there, he took another look at himself in the mirror 
and shuddered. He then removed his bustier, tiara, wig, tutu, and high 
heels. When he reached his diapers, he realized he had no underwear and 
would have to remain in his diapers for the walk home. The humiliation 
was undeniable, but at least it represented the last page in this epic of 
infantile ostentation he had had to endure, and that made it tolerable. He 


