
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Author's Note

	This is a pure work of fiction. Any resemblance to any person's living or dead is purely coincidental. This is an erotic work with themes of nonconsent, forced feminization, and humiliation among others. Absolutely nothing in this work is to be taken as medical or sexual advice, as it is a work of pure fantasy. 

	That said, please enjoy, and if you like it, consider rating this book five stars wherever possible so the algorithm will recommend it to others with similar tastes. Also, please reread any sections that you especially enjoy. As a Kindle Unlimited book, I make pennies based on how many pages are read. 

	Thank you once again! Things like this are only possible thanks to kinky readers like you!

	 


Chapter 1

	Paul stood on the sidewalk admiring his new acquisition, a small one-bedroom house. True it wasn't exactly a palace, but it was his. With a little bit of work and some paint, he knew he'd have it fixed up and flipped for a profit in no time. It was easy money as far as he was concerned. Sure, he didn't have the funds to pay any work crews, but he still had his cashier job and some savings. Until he resold it, he would just live here, and put any rent money he'd been paying toward the repairs. It was the perfect plan. 

	The spring air smelled like flowers, and the sun was gentle and warm. Everything seemed to be going his way. Not even the crooked pillars barely holding up the porch, the broken shutters, or the overgrown front yard now chest-high with weeds could ruin his vision. In his mind's eye the house was perfect. The lawn was immaculate, and the realtor sign in the front yard read 'SOLD' in big red letters. 

	"Hey, you lost?" Said a voice, tearing him from his fantasy. 

	He turned his gaze to the source of the voice, an attractive woman dressed for gardening, standing in the yard next door, leaning against her mailbox. 

	"Uh, no. I just bought this property. I'm- uh, just planning the renovation. "

	"You bought THAT? I hope you didn't pay too much for it. "

	"No actually, I paid next to nothing for it. "

	"Good. Once in a while people come by to look at it, but nobody ever buys it. Even homeless people won't stay in that rundown place. I've just been waiting for the city to condemn it.” She said nonchalantly. 

	"Well, it'll be looking a lot better over time. I'm not exactly looking to keep it in the same state. I'm just flipping it.” 

	"l hope you actually fix it instead of just painting it and trying to resell. But even if you fix it, I doubt any locals will buy it. Too many rumours y'know. "

	"l don't believe any of those. Stupid ghost stories, all of them. "

	"Oh me neither, but nothing like a ghost story to ruin the vibe of a place. If I were you, I'd advertise out of town.” 

	"Thanks, I may just do that.” He said. 

	"Well, I've got to get back to my yard work. Don't let me keep you from your project. My name's Grace by the way. "

	"Paul. It was nice to meet you. "

	"Same. Let me know if you need anything, neighbor!" Then she went back to her gardening. 

	The days passed uneventfully, with Paul pulling boards, sanding, painting, and working on the house in his free time, whenever he wasn't at work behind the grocery store's cash register. At night he'd look up at the water stain in the ceiling until he fell asleep on the little cot in the single bedroom. 

	It was easy to see why the house had gotten a reputation for being haunted. The drafty windows would often sound almost like whispering if there were even a light breeze, and sometimes the wind would catch the suspended dust particles on air currents, creating the illusion of something moving in the house. 

	He knew there was no such thing as ghosts, but even he sometimes felt his skin crawl, as though something were watching him as he worked with his face toward a wall. But when he turned he'd see nothing but the movement of dust on a draft, and hear nothing but the soft barely audible whisper of the wind through the cracks of the dilapidated home. 

	Somehow the house remained somewhat spooky despite the new paint and flooring, but it wasn't anything he couldn't handle. At least that was the case until one day when he was hammering a stud into place. A strong gust of wind must have blown through a cracked window in a new unexpected way. It sounded almost like a woman, whispering directly into his ear. He whirled around, hammer raised. There was nothing there but the dust he'd kicked up during renovations. 

	"Calm down. You know there's no such thing as ghosts.” He told himself. Then he continued with his work. 

	After another few days of these whispers, he decided enough was enough. He wasn't going to be scared of the wind in his own house. The next time he was in the hardware store he bought a few cans of expanding foam and set about sealing the house. Every time he thought he'd sealed the last crack, he'd hear the whispering from a baseboard, a windowsill, or a door frame, eventually though, the whispering became softer and less frequent. 

	He stood in the middle of the empty living room and listened. Total silence. . . almost. He could hear another draft from the bedroom. He cupped a hand around one ear and followed it, listening intently for the source. It seemed to be coming from the floor, but there was no crack to seal with the foam. 

	"Fucking draft is making noise under the floor.” He said aloud to himself. 

	He returned to his tools and got a pry bar. Thirty seconds later the floorboard closest to the sound was pulled up, but instead of a crawlspace or a draft, there was a ring. It looked like an antique wedding ring. He picked it up and brushed the dust off it. It looked expensive. 

	Suddenly the whispering drafts of air began, but he couldn't discern the source. It was much louder now and seemed to be coming from the left. No, the right. Above? No, it was coming from everywhere. 

	He gulped. "It must be getting really stormy outside.” He said to himself. 

	Absent-mindedly, he put the wedding band on so he could grab his pry bar. Instantly the whispering stopped. The dust, which always had a slight movement to it as it danced in the air, suddenly froze in place. It was so quiet that Paul could hear the soft ringing of his own ears. Then the dust resumed its usual movement, though it seemed a little more predictable than before, as though the wind that had been disrupting it was no longer there. For the first time, he felt like there wasn't another presence in the house. No. . . now he knew that something had been all over the inside of the house, something invisible. And now whatever it was, had gone. Gone somewhere. He gulped. And slowly moved to the front door, turning around once in a while, expecting to see some ghostly apparition. 

	Outside, the sun was shining, and there wasn't even a hint of a breeze. 

	"You're losing it. You've been working too hard. You're going crazy cuz you haven't eaten all day.” He told himself. After giving himself some time to calm down, he decided to take the rest of the day off and get some dinner. He just needed to increase his blood sugar. 

	 

	 


Chapter 2

	The next day he was forced to pause his renovations for his cashier job. Now that he was back in a familiar space, the events of the previous day felt distant and diluted. Still, he couldn't shake the feeling that something important had happened yesterday afternoon. 

	"My receipt?" Paul snapped back to the present. 

	"Oh, yes, sorry. Have a good day!" He said, handing the customer their paper. He rubbed his eyes and yawned. He hadn't slept well. Every time he'd been about to sleep, he remembered the indistinct whispering he'd heard. . . and then the memory would feel so vivid that he could almost hear it all over again. 

	Something lightly touched his ankle. He rubbed at it with one foot, but felt nothing. He returned his attention to scanning the next customer's groceries. 

	The touch returned, this time on the inside of his knee. It felt cold and oddly energetic, as though it were vibrating, or holding a very weak electric charge. He pressed his legs together, but the sensation remained. When the customer turned away, he scratched at it, but instead of fading, the cold touch began to move upward between his legs. When the customer turned toward him, he pressed his knees together tightly squirmed. His mind raced. Was there a bug in his pants? A spider? Some other abhorrent creepy crawly? He forced a smile and a wave to the leaving customer. What should he do? Run? Yell?

	Swat madly at the moving pressure inside his pants as it slowly worked its way up?

	Finally, he was alone, save the other cashiers around him. He discreetly scratched and rubbed the area between his thighs, but felt nothing. Still, the soft touch remained. 

	"Itchy pants?" Another customer, placing their groceries on the conveyor. 

	"Uh, yeah. . . . I, uh, just got these and I think that they must be a wool blend or some-thing!" He had to grab the counter as the sensation shot upward and suddenly grabbed his genitals in a chilly, stimulating, yet firm grip. 

	"l had some wool underwear once. Worst mistake of my life.” Continued the customer, but Paul could barely hear her. The grip had focused on his penis, and turned into a light stroking. 

	"Y-y-yeah. . It's- ah! pretty bad.” He could feel his face going red and hot. The soft, rubbing continued, now focusing on the sensitive spot just under the glans of his now rock-hard penis. He could feel the wet patch of precum starting to form in his pants. Every once in a while, a firm squeeze would be applied to his balls. He had to be hallucinating or something. That was the only explanation. 

	"Hey, uh, Stacy. W-would you c-cover for me? I have to- ah! go to the bathroom!" He called to the neighbouring cashier. 

	She responded with a thumbs up, not allowing his interruption to hamper the small talk she was sharing with her customer. 

	Paul all but ran to the bathroom. The stroking and squeezing never stopping. He prayed fervently that nobody would be able to see the outline of his leaky, throbbing erection. 

	Once in the stall he pulled his pants and underwear down in a frantic motion. . . and saw nothing. The stroking had stopped. He breathed a sigh and wiped the panic-sweat from his brow. But froze when the slow, rhythmic stroking continued. His eyes shot to his cock, and he watched with horror as the skin of his dick moved, clearly being moved as an invisible presence manipulated and fondled him. "l must be going crazy!" He thought. 

	He reached for his penis. "AAH!" Instantly, a cold vice-like grip squeezed and pulled at his balls, stopping him in his tracks. Then he heard it. . . a whisper. . . as though from a far distance, but quickly getting nearer. 

	"Don't Interrupt!" Said a high, wind-like voice followed by a light giggle. "W-who are you?" He gasped as a wave of pleasure made him shiver. 

	"Hmm. . . I'm not sure I remember, but I can show you. . . if you like. "

	"Y-yes. p-please.” He moaned. The rubbing had focused on the spot under his sensitive pink tip again. 

	Slowly, fading in from nothing, he made out a faint outline, which became a blur, and then slowly formed a person kneeling next to him. She was as beautiful as she was utterly naked. Her breasts moved and jiggled rhythmically as she pumped her hand up and down along his shaft. 

	"You did me a big favour.” She said, looking up at him with a smile. "l was in so many places and times in that house. . . all at once. . . but as soon as you put on the ring from my shitty marriage, I became focused. I can finally be in the here and now. "

	"Well. . . um. . . you're welcome, but it's fine, really. You can leave.” He gasped as quietly as he could. This was his imagination, it had to be. Still, maybe he could talk his hallucination into leaving forever. 

	"Oh, I can't do that. I'm focused now, but I'm not free. I'm just transferred. I don't haunt a house or a ring anymore. Now it's just you. "

	"You can't stay here! You're not real! You'll get me into trouble!"

	She stopped jerking him, and stood. He knew he wasn't tall, but she seemed to actually grow on the spot, until she towered over him, looking down at him. 

	"l don't think that's up to you.” She didn't sound angry or threatening, but Paul still felt threatened. "l think. . . I'm bound to you? My universe is now totally locked in on you as my centre. Even when you were running like a little crybaby to this bathroom It was like you were running in place in front of me, the scenery just changed around you. "

	Paul bridled and his face blushed. “I didn't run like a crybaby! I ran like someone having an actual emergency! Which I am!"

	The ghost closed her eyes and bit her lower lip. "OOOh, that felt so good!" She opened her eyes and looked down at him. There was a depth and hunger behind her eyes that he hadn't noticed before. 

	"Feel what?!" He asked. 

	"I'm not sure. . . it's been so long since I felt anything. I want to say. . . satisfaction? Pleasure? One of the good feelings for sure. It's probably like what eating a good meal used to feel like. I've been feeling it all day. "

	"So you get off on jerking me off? If you jerk me off will that satisfy you and put your soul at ease?" There had to be some way to get rid of this ghost hallucination permanently. If it involved jerking off he could handle that. 

	"No. . . that's not it. I only felt that satisfaction when you were out there, and just now when I called you a crybaby.” She stroked her chin thoughtfully. Paul tried not to let his gaze lower to the large bare boobs at his eye level. 

	"Just tell me what you need to do to leave forever. I have work and y'know. . . a life? I can't have a giant naked ghost jerking me off all the time. "

	"What would you say. . . just putting it out there. . . to me tagging along through your work day? It could be fun. I could make you feel sooo good all day! You could cream your undies over and over for hours!"

	Paul gasped. "Absolutely not! Someone could see you! What would people think!?"

	She smiled mischievously. "What if I bent you over your little counter out there? What if I spread your cheeks and forced my hand deep inside you, fisting you until you came over and over? Nobody would see me, and you could stay clothed as I ploughed your prissy little prostate. "

	Paul turned deep crimson and almost fell over in a blind panic. "No! Th-that- no! You can't-"

	She bit her lip and shuddered. "OOh. . . fuck yes. . . That's the stuff! Embarrassment, humiliation, shame, and frantic panic all at once!. . . they're all so delicious!"

	There was a loud knock on the bathroom door. "Hey! Are you almost done in there? I can't cover for you forever!" Paul turned and yelled "Almost done! Sorry!" But when he turned back around, the ghost was gone. He was alone in a bathroom stall with a rapidly deflating erection, a damp spot on the front of his pants. 

	He cleaned up as well as he could, and washed his face with cold water. He had to wake up! He was just tired and seeing things! He quickly flicked some water onto his shirt and pants to camouflage the precum dampness, and returned to work. 

	His job was mostly uneventful, and he was beginning to believe that his life had returned to normal when he heard a familiar ghostly voice in his ear. 

	"I'm pretty sure only you can hear me. I just had a very funny, very delicious idea. "

	His heart began to race, but he forced himself to remain calm as he continued interacting with the line of customers at his register. 

	"So, being a ghost, I have an interesting relationship with electromagnetism and radio waves. It's usually just background noise, like faint static, but if I really concentrate I can see things, you know? Like X-ray or MRI vision. Fun, right?" "Here's your receipt! Thank you and have a nice day!" Paul did his best not to act like he was hearing a voice, but she continued anyway. 

	"l can see everything about you. I can focus and see your heart and all your bodily functions. Which all means a lot more if I had any kind of medical training. But right now I can see some things in particular that I find very compelling.” She faded into reality in front of him, her naked body appearing as real as the keyboard his fingers rested against. 

	The customers and cashiers around him didn't take any notice of her at all. 

	"l can see that you have to go to the bathroom. Your poor bladder is sooo swollen. Is someone scared of being alone with a ghost in the bathroom?" Her hand moved and Paul inhaled sharply as it passed through him. He could feel a slight chill where her wrist ended and his stomach began. "l can feel your bladder in my grip. It's like a water balloon. What if I gave it a firm squeeze? Wouldn't that be fun?"

	Paul could hear his heartbeat in his ears. He opened and closed his mouth repeatedly and he felt himself starting to shake with fear. She wouldn't really do that, right? Was this even real? If this was really all in his head, was he about to make himself piss his pants right here?

	Her hand pushed deeper into him. "And this colon of yours. What if I squeezed it hard like a tube of toothpaste?

	Wouldn't it just be absolutely delectable if you shat your undies in front of your coworkers?"

	Her hand shifted inside him again, and she pressed against some hitherto unknown pleasure centre deep within him. He gritted his teeth and swayed momentarily. 

	"The male G-spot. It's so little… like a grape, or a walnut… and apparently so sensitive! What if I rubbed and squeezed it for hours? How about days? I don't think I'm capable of ever feeling boredom or exhaustion. Isn't that interest-

	Her other hand moved inside him as well, and gripped his bladder. He suddenly felt on the verge of losing all control of his bladder as she squeezed gently. “Have you ever pissed your pants and cum altogether and at the same time? In public?"

	He was already running from the register as he yelled "l have to go to the bathroom! I'm not feeling well! Sorry!" Someone would cover for him, he didn't know who or particularly care. Despite running, she appeared to be standing, gliding in front of him, her hands still positioned on his prostate and bladder. 

	He almost screamed when the door to the men's employee bathroom didn't open. 

	"Oooh! Looks like someone is gonna have an accident! Can the baby not hold it long enough to make it to the potty?" Her voice was teasing and saccharine-sweet. 

	He frantically tried the knob to the women's room. It was open! He pushed the door open and hesitated. Was he really going to use the women's room?

	The ghost shivered. "Oh? Is the baby embarrassed and afraid of using the girl's room?"

	He ignored the jab and darted into the room, locking it behind him. This was an emergency, after all. Nobody would fault him for using the only bathroom available. 

	"Oops! Someone's having an accident!" The hand clenched down hard and the floodgates opened. He froze in horror as a strong torrent of piss flooded his underwear. The dark, hot stain of shame spread across his pants. Tears welled up in his eyes as he uncontrollably pissed himself. He tried to stop, but her grip pressed firmly, squeezing every drop from his yielding bladder. It ran down his legs, and soaked his socks and shoes before finally pooling at his feet. 

	When the stream finally stopped, she released his bladder and took a few steps back. She was utterly lost in the bliss of his humiliation. He shuffled to the toilet, leaving wet footprints behind as he squelched along. He shat and wiped, then stood. At least his hallucination wouldn't be able to make him shit today as well. He wiped the tears from his eyes and squelched to the bathroom mirror. 

	There was no hiding this. The massive stain on his khakis was glaringly obvious, and every time he walked, his wet socks squelched sickeningly. He looked up at his tormentor. She was still frozen in place, her head back and eyes closed. Her mouth hung open a bit. She was utterly lost in rapture over his ongoing feelings of horror and humiliation. He was trapped in here. He couldn't leave and let the customers and coworkers see him like this!

	A knock at the door. "Hey, uh, you alright?"

	His chest hurt with shame. “I- I think I'm sick. Really sick. I've had an accident?"

	"Oh, umm. I'm not sure what I can do about that.” This time he recognized who he was talking to. It was Kyle, another cashier. 

	"Could you get me a towel? Or a pair of pants, if anyone has one?"

	"Um. . . I'll go ask if anyone has any spare pants or anything. "

	He waited. He could just see it now. All his coworkers gathered around whispering and laughing at him for having an accident. He felt like he was going to die of shame. 

	"We only have the little towels for wiping things down. Nobody has a spare pair of pants, but Stacy had a. . . well. . . a skirt in her car. "

	Paul unlocked and opened the door a crack, and Kyle's hand pushed a few hand towels through, along with a mop and a skirt. . . it would barely come down to his knees. Paul stared at it. His mouth hung open with the shock and prospect of having to wear the embarrassing garment in public. This just kept getting worse. 

	The ghost was looking at him with a beaming smile, as though she'd just been offered seconds of an amazing entree. 

	"Th-that's fine. I'm just going to go home once I clean up, if that's okay. "

	"Dude, we already guessed you'd be taking the day. It's alright, just come back when you feel better. "

	Paul removed his clothing, wiped himself clean with the towels, and added them to the pile of pissy fabric. Then he mopped up the floor, still naked from the waist down. 

	"Put on your cute little skirt, you piss-baby.” Teased the ghost, not even bothering to hide her laughter. 

	"Shut up!" He hissed at her. But he knew he didn't have a choice. He pulled the elastic waist up his legs. It was so thin and light, unlike any of the textiles he usually wore. 

	The ghost circled him, looking him up and down critically. "Hmm, It needs something. . . Oh, I know what would complete this look!" She disappeared in a flash. 

	An instant later, he felt a ghostly finger suddenly push its way up into his anus. He almost fell over with surprise and had to grip the sink to keep from losing his balance. The fingering sensation was then paired with a rhythmic, twisting, stroking motion moving up and down his hardening shaft. The sensations were too much, he began to pant and fought to hold in a series of moans. He tried to stop the ghost by covering his front and back with his hands, but all his hands felt was a cool draft as the intense stimulation continued uninterrupted.       The erection would be hard to hide. It jutted out against the light fabric. He tried to tuck the erection into the skirt's waistband, but a ghostly grip just pulled it free again. 

	A voice in his ear. "You can either leave with a hard-on throbbing in your skirt, or a cum stain. Your choice. 

	"P-please-mmmmgh please don't- auuh!"

	"Uh-oh! Someone's gonna cum soon! I can see your little prostate starting to stiffen and swell!"

	Paul staggered quickly to the pissy pants and towels, and then fled the grocery store. He begged whatever god might be listening to not let anyone see his erection as he ran. The stroking and fingering continued. He could feel the telltale twitching that usually meant he was about to cum. He reached his car and fumbled for his keys in the mass of pissy pants he had balled up. He found them and put the key into his car door, and then he came. 

	His orgasm was unlike any he'd had before. His back arched as he unconsciously thrust his pelvis forward. He gasped and moaned as the erection tenting his skirt pulsed. Thick ropes of cum, hindered by the thin cloth, gathered at the tip of his cock before running down the front of the skirt, leaving long white streaks of jizz. 

	Panting, he came down from his high, before realizing he was standing alone in a parking lot, in a cum-soaked skirt. He panicked and got into his car as quickly as possible. Had anyone seen? Were the employees watching him from the store windows? Did the customers see him cum, apparently from just wearing a skirt? He started the car and drove home as quickly as he could. 

	On the way he began trying to cope with what had happened. Maybe he was too far away for them to see the semen soaking through the front of the skirt. Maybe when he thrust and shook it just looked like he was stretching after a long day. Was it really rare to be sick and have an accident? Lots of people did that, right?

	"Well now, wasn't that fun?" The ghost asked, now visible in the passenger seat beside him. 

	 

	 

	 


Chapter 3

	Paul sprinted to the front door of his house, he didn't even care to latch the front gate. He couldn't let anyone see him in the cum-stained skirt, his sodden wad of pants and underwear balled up under his arm. 

	The ghost, still visible, stood in front of him as he ran, gliding along as though he were standing still in front of her. 

	"Okay. Okay.” He said softly to himself. He caught his breath, then walked to the shower to clean up, doing his best to ignore the woman's constant gaze. He winced at the reflection of himself in the skirt, the shameful white stain on the skirt had already dried, clearly visible against the dark fabric. He pulled it down and kicked it to the corner of the room. "Think that stain will come out? Wouldn't it be funny if it didn't? You'd have to apologize for creaming her skirt when you return it tomorrow.” She giggled. "That'd be so precious!"

	Paul ignored her and stepped into the shower. Clearly this ghost was real. But what could he do about it? He obviously couldn't ignore her, or she'd most-likely make his life a nightmare of humiliations. 

	She phased into the shower with him, walking right through the tub and the curtain. "Giving me the silent treatment I see. Well I may have a solution to that.” She passed through him, and then he felt a finger pushing against his anus. 

	He whirled around, but it didn't stop. She was locked to his exact position and orientation, she remained behind him without even having to move. The single finger became two, and he could feel a dull ache start as his ass began to stretch around her invading digits. They began to move backward and forward slowly. He covered his ass with his hands and crossed his legs, but nothing worked. The fingering was made even worse by the awful realization that he was starting to get hard. Once his erection was throbbing, the fingering stopped. 

	She giggled again. I thought so. I guess men are just butt sluts that can't admit it. Don't worry though, I'll be fucking your ass sometime soon. "

	His face went pale. He opened his mouth to protest, stammered something and then closed his mouth again. She only smiled as she watched him turn off the water. 

	"What do you want?! Why are you doing this?!" He finally yelled. He grabbed a towel to dry himself then stormed out of the bathroom, trailed by the floating ghost and a cloud of steam. 

	"l don't know if I want anything, really.” She appeared to sit on a nonexistent chair. "It's more primal, y'know? Like something I was made to do. It feels like a purpose that I have to do, and doing it makes me feel satisfied. . . really satisfied. "

	"You were made to embarrass and humiliate me? WHY?!"

	She shrugged. "My memory is hazy and not great. But I remember enough to know that I was humiliated a lot in my last life. It makes sense that if I was controlled and forced to live a life I didn't want by a husband I didn't want, that my soul might want to dish out some vengeance. "

	"But I didn't do that to you!" Paul protested. 

	"True, but I don't think it matters. I just. . . . . have to do it. . . to someone. . . anyone. "

	"Well if you wanted to embarrass me you did a FANTASTIC job. Now can you fuck off and disappear?" He said angrily. 

	"l think I have to be satisfied and put at peace first. . . . and This is definitely the path toward it, we just haven't gotten there yet. "

	"Fuck that. There's no 'we'. I'm getting rid of you any way I can.” He grabbed his phone and opened the browser. He typed in 'how to get rid of a ghost', immediately feeling silly for typing such a ridiculous request. 

	"What's that?" She asked, gesturing toward the phone. 

	"This?"

	She nodded. 

	"You've been dead some time, haven't you? It's a cell phone. I can search for any information, buy anything, listen to any music and watch any show. "

	"Wow.” She said, moving closer to read the phone's screen over his shoulder. "Holy water? Sage? A priest? You think that stuff hasn't been tried on me before? All kinds of people have tried to get rid of the creepy crawly sensation my spirit gave this house. I guarantee you none of that stuff works. "

	"How can I trust you when you say that? You could be lying!"

	"You think I want to be here in this old house following you around? True, fucking with you is a whole lot of fun, but don't get me wrong, I want to leave this world. If I thought any of the shit your phone is showing you would work, I'd be ecstatic for you to try it. "

	He sighed and put his phone down. "So what do you suggest?"

	"Oh baby, don't worry. I plan to absolutely obliterate any bit of pride you have left, then I can finally die for real.” 

	"There has to be another way! What if you. . . ' don't know. . . wait and do nothing? Is just being a ghost so bad? You could just disappear and watch. . . maybe you'll just fade away with enough time. "

	"That sounds like a really shitty existence. Here's another plan. What if I make you shit yourself harder than you've ever shat in your whole life in public? I can make you empty all your intestines and colon into your undies whenever I want. I can make you cum hard whenever I want. I haven't tired, but I might be able to even make your body move how I want. I could embarrass you so badly, so fast, that I'll probably earn my rest in a day. "

	Paul's pride flared. He wasn't just going to do whatever this sadistic spirit wanted! He was a man! He'd fight this!

	"No. I'm not going to let you destroy me or humiliate me. "

	"Oh really?"

	He unlocked his phone. He knew what he needed. He entered 'Incontinence control" into the search bar. It wasn't ideal, but it would be better than being publicly incontinent, and if he could deny this vengeful spirit some of his humiliation, then so be it. He scrolled through the results. He definitely didn't want a catheter; just the thought of pushing a tube down his urethra made him cringe. 

	"Oooh, those!" The ghost exclaimed, pointing to a package of massive, pink adult diapers. They were obviously for some kind of fetish, definitely NOT what Paul was looking for. 

	"Not on your life.” He said curtly, scrolling quickly past the product. 

	He eventually settled on a package of adult briefs that looked almost like normal underwear. The description promised a discreet profile, high capacity, and silent padding. He added a package to his cart and bought it with overnight shipping. 

	"Ugh! So boring!" She paced away and flopped onto his bed, the mattress and blankets didn't even slightly move as she fell onto them. 

	Paul felt a stab of victory. "You may be able to control some embarrassing parts of me, but I'm still in control here. 

	And who knows? Maybe you'll run out of. . . ghost energy. . . or something, and I'll be free. "

	She sat up. "You think I run on some kind of spectral fuel?"

	He shrugged. "I don't know. Maybe. For all I know you'll peter out and disappear after a bit. You might not even be here tomorrow. You could be as temporary as a fart. "

	She bristled. He could see that he'd touched a nerve. 

	"Oh, the stubborn little baby thinks he can be more patient and last longer than me? Allow me to show you just how stubborn I can be in return. Since you are being a spoiled brat, I'm taking your favourite toy with me. You can have it back when you beg me to return and play with you. "

	In a flash, she was gone. Paul stood there for a moment. 

	"Hello?" He called, but there was no response. "What do you mean 'favourite toy'? You mean my phone?"

	The empty room was his only answer. 

	An odd feeling started on his penis. He dropped his towel and watched as his semi-flaccid penis, normally about 3 inches, was being pressed into his body. 

	"Ow!" He yelled. "Stop it!" He tried to grab his penis or stop the phantom hand that was pressing it back into his body. "Stoppp!" He yelled. 

	The pressing stopped. His penis ached, but was still there, just mashed up inside of his body, unable to get even a little hard. Only half the head of his penis was visible. It didn't look pressed, It just looked embarrassingly tiny. Paul realized that she must be pressing his penis into him from inside the penis, without touching the glans. 

	He realized that his mouth was hanging open. His penis had just been downgraded to a useless nub. This is what she'd meant by 'favourite toy'. His penis was locked away inside his body for as long as she invisibly held it there, effectively giving him a ridiculously tiny micropenis. 

	"You can't do this forever!" He called out to the empty room. "Stupid fucking ghost.” He muttered. 

	"Ah!" He cried in surprise. Two sharp and instant aches dropped him to his knees. He reflexively grabbed as his genitals, but felt nothing but the tiny tip of his penis, and an empty scrotum. His testicles had retracted inside of him! He didn't even know they could do that!

	He paced back and forth pressing and pulling, cursing and swearing as he impotently tried to force his genitals back. After about thirty minutes of utter frustration, he angrily gave up. 

	Fine, If she wanted to manually hold his genitals inside of him, he could wait. She HAD to get bored of it eventually, and until then he could live with this. All he had to do was wait. How hard could it be? He decided the best way to piss her off would be to pretend it didn't affect him. He dressed, acting as though nothing was out of the ordinary, and then returned to the renovations. 

	That night, as he lay in bed, he felt free. It had been hours since he'd last seen or heard the ghost. Maybe just holding his penis in place was taking up all her energy? Maybe by tomorrow she'd have used it all up and disappeared. 

	He plugged in his phone, pulled up the blanket, and went to sleep, hoping for a return to normality in the morning. Instead of waking up to the sun in the window, he awoke to darkness and shivered. With a start, he pulled his thumb from between his lips. "Very funny.” He whispered bitterly. He rolled over with surprisingly wet squish. 

	He sat up quickly and turned on the bedside lamp. No wonder he felt cold. A massive wet spot, focused on his crotch spread out in a perfect circle around him. He flushed white with horror. He couldn't even remember the last time he'd ever wet the bed. 

	The next hour involved tearing the bedding off and cleaning both himself and the mattress. As he stripped the clammy material from his body he averted his eyes from the mirror, only stealing quick glances at his newly empty scrotum and matching micropenis. "Fucking bitch.” He thought bitterly. 

	He washed and dried the mattress, and then laid a few towels over the wet surface before returning to bed. That had been disgusting, humiliating and tiring, but the incontinence protection would be delivered in a few hours, and then he would be safe. At least that's what he told himself

	He woke to his phone alarm blaring at him. He once again removed his thumb from his mouth, and sat up with a squish, cringing at the cold damp sensation. Once again, he'd been forced to wet the bed in his sleep. 

	"Whatever, It's just a bit more laundry!" He said loudly. He wasn't about to let this awful spirit know that she was getting to him. 

	Once he'd showered, once again not daring to look at the emasculating sight of his shrunken genitals, he dressed and checked the door. He happily retrieved the recently-delivered boxes. He'd only ordered a single package of protective briefs. . . so why were there five large boxes? Had he ordered other stuff and simply forgotten?

	He Opened one and his heart dropped into his stomach at the sight of a large 10-pack of bright pink adult baby diapers. The picture on the package showed an unfolded diaper, emblazoned with a smiling pink bunny on the front. 

	"What the fuck?" He mouthed. 

	He threw the package aside and opened the next one. Once again, it held a package of thick baby diapers, this package printed with hearts and unicorns. He frantically ripped open the next two packages, one of which had diapers printed with red kissy lips, and the last were printed with the words 'Mommy's Pamper Packer' on the back it read 'Daddy's Huggies Humper'. He threw them aside with disgust onto the pile of other diapers and boxes. Only one left. This one was smaller. He held his breath and prayed that this one held the protection he'd actually ordered. 

	Of course it didn't. Inside was a sippy cup, a massive pacifier with a huge rubber bulb, baby powder, baby wipes, baby shampoo, a massive pair of clear rubber underwear with pink lace around the waist and legs, and a massive butt plug with a penis-shaped tip. . at least two inches in diameter!

	How could this have happened?! He grabbed his phone and pressed his finger to the sensor. 

	Fingerprint not recognized. 

	He tried it again and again with multiple fingers, then he tried to enter his pin. Nothing worked. He gulped and felt a shiver of fear. He'd been totally played, and now he was locked out of his own phone! His mind raced. The fucking ghost must have moved his fingers to unlock and cancel his order while he slept, then ordered these nightmare objects before changing the fingerprint and pin!

	He clenched his fists repeatedly and tried to slow his rapid breathing. He could work around this. He had to. 

	His phone chimed out his 'time to leave for work alarm' and he felt his chest instantly tighten with fear. He couldn't miss work, not again. He HAD to go to work. He looked at the haphazard pile of pastel and primary-coloured diaper packages for what felt like hours. As much as he hated it, he had to choose one, or the ghost would surely use the opportunity to humiliate him yet again. 

	With a shaking hand he grabbed the "Mommy's Pamper Packer" set, and removed one of the awful items. At least these had a white waistband, which might go unnoticed if his shirt rode up or he had to bend over. Fuck, why was it so thick?! He unfolded it and lay it on the floor before slowly lowering himself onto it. The rustling, crackling, crinkling noise as his butt lowered onto it made him want to cry with embarrassment, but he forced his face to remain as emotionless as possible. He taped it up, and stood to a cacophony of rustling. Fuck. He was going to have to move as little as possible if he wanted this awful diaper to remain unnoticed. 

	He grabbed his pants, but the waist wouldn't pass over the diaper's thick padding. He tried a few more pants, but the only one that he could pull over the diaper wouldn't zip. He could practically hear his tormentor laughing at him. 

	Finally, he found an old pair of baggy grey sweatpants that just barely fit over the diaper. He stood in front of the mirror and then realized something awful. Any leak at all, no matter now slight, would be evident on the lightly-tinted pants. He quickly removed them, and cringed once again as he forced himself to pick up the clear plastic panties. It was the only way he could be sure to not leak and claim victory over the ghost. What did it matter what he wore under his clothes? At least now nobody at work would think he was incontinent. The plastic crackled loudly as he slid it up his legs. The elastic clung tightly to his waist and legs, ensuring a perfect seal. 

	He matched the sweatpants with a white T-shirt to complete a casual appearance, put on his sneakers. He turned and made several poses he was likely to make at work. His ass and crotch didn't look too padded, but the pants were definitely prone to getting caught between the padding and his thighs. If he wasn't careful, and didn't unpluck the pants once in a while, he'd inevitably be showing everyone the outline of his diaper. It was the least noticeable if he stood straight upright and didn't move around too much. Luckily, he'd be behind the register, where a counter could hide everything below his waist. 

	He checked the time, and rushed to the car, doing his best not to waddle with the thick padding between his legs. 

	He was going to be late!

	 

	 


Chapter 4

	He shuffled into the grocery store in a way that he hoped didn't look weird, while minimizing any crinkle-producing movement. 

	"Feeling better today?" Stacy, his manager asked as he stepped behind his register. 

	"Yeah. It must have been a stomach bug or something I ate.” He said. 

	"It sure looked nasty. You should get it checked out sometime. I know some illnesses can cause diarrhoea, but I'd never heard of one that can cause all three kinds of accidents. I'm not a doctor, but it might be neurological or something."

	"Yeah, it-" He paused. Three accidents?! Oh God. . . his manager had seen him cum in the skirt. Had anyone else? Did his manager tell anyone what he'd done? He tried to swallow, though his mouth had suddenly gone dry. "-it's definitely something I should get checked out. "

	"Just in case, I want you off the register today. We can't have you getting customers sick. You should go help John with the restocks.” She said casually. 

	Paul's sociable smile faded. "Uh, okay. That makes sense.” Fuck. He'd planned on standing still all day behind a counter where nobody could see anything! Now he'd be out in the aisles, working with coworkers!

	He waited until Stacy had walked far away, and then shuffled off to find John, wishing with every step that nobody would look too closely at his large waddling butt, or listen too closely to the crinkling noise he made with every movement. 

	He found John beside a pallet of mixed groceries, restocking the boxes of instant dinners on the top shelves. John waved him over. 

	"Hey, heard you weren't feeling too well.” He said, bending and picking up a few more boxes. . 

	"Yeah, stomach bug or something.” He said, joining John in loading the top shelf. John was at least a foot taller, and his frame and baritone voice always made Paul feel a little emasculated, especially when they were standing next to each other "Does the whole store know?"

	"Unfortunately it was the talk of the store. You know how it is in a small town. Everyone's always looking for some tiny detail to talk shit about. "

	"Was it that bad?" Paul asked. 

	John shrugged. "Honestly, it wasn't good. You gave quite a show running out of here in a skirt. I think we were all watching when you. . . . y'know. . . . out by the car?"

	Paul blushed. "l was just stretching!" Paul said hotly, only realizing afterward how infantile he sounded. 

	"Oh, I know.” Agreed John, "But it sure looked. . . y'know, let's just forget it."

	They continued stocking the shelves for a few more aisles in silence. Paul, paranoid over letting the diaper show, kept adjusting his pants and pulling his shirt down, and hoped that the music being played in the store successfully covered up the sound of his crinkling. 

	Halfway down the final aisle, as Paul was placing two bottles of olive oil up high, the worst thing possible happened. He felt a slight tug, the rustle of fabric, and cool air on his legs. He gasped spun to see if John had seen it, or if he had been too busy looking at his work. John's eyes were wide, and his gaze kept darting down to the diaper, wording clearly visible through the clear plastic panty. 

	"It's not- really l- l- Oh!"

	Hisssssssssssss

	A sudden squeeze to his mostly-filled bladder, and he was pissing himself. He grabbed his pants and yanked them up as quickly as he could, but he knew it was far too late. John had seen 'Daddy's Huggies Humper' and 'Mommy's Pamper Packer'. He had seen the shiny clear diaper cover with the pink lacy ruffles around the legs and waist. He'd even probably seen the spreading yellow stain as his diaper soaked up his piss. 

	John was frozen for a second "Uh-"

	Paul couldn't stop! There was nothing to do! He just stood there in a horrified silence as the piss hissed into the padding. He could feel it pooling up into a puddle in the diaper as he filled it faster than it could soak up the liquid. He could also feel the weight increase as the contents of his bladder forced the diaper to droop slightly. 

	"I'm just. . . gonna give you some privacy for a bit.” He said, turning and leaving. 

	"Fuck!" Paul wanted to scream. He wanted to cry. He'd never ever dreamed of being so embarrassed in his entire life. His spectral bully was probably laughing like crazy right now. The stream of piss gradually subsided as his bladder emptied completely. He took a few steps and cringed at the feeling of the hot squishy mess being squished between his thighs. He really didn't want to press his legs together, but he had no choice. If he walked with his legs apart the drooping diaper would swing back and forth, and he'd have a toddler-like waddle. 

	"Hey. . . uh. . . you all good?" John asked, peering from around the corner. 

	Paul sighed. "Yeah. . . all good. "

	John returned, and began restocking as though nothing earth-shatteringly humiliating had just occurred. After they'd finished stocking John broke the awkward silence. "So I didn't know you were seeing anyone. Much less two people. Is it like a poly thing?"

	"What?" Asked Paul, baffled as to what John could be referring to. 

	"Y'know. . . Mommy and Daddy? Is this like a kinky punishment thing?"

	"No! Th- There's nobody like that!" He said defensively. 

	"Ah, sorry. Didn't mean to offend you. If you have incontinence issues there's nothing to be ashamed of. Some people need protection. I have a grandpa who-"

	"God no! I'm not- I mean I don't need them!"

	This time John, who had remained relatively unphased by everything so far, grimaced slightly. "So. . . You're just choosing to. . . do this?"

	Paul paled. He'd inadvertently just left John with a single explanation for his disgusting wet diaper. "No! I don't want this! Can we please talk about literally anything else?"

	"Sure thing. Didn't mean to overstep, I was just curious.” John said, raising his hands in a defensive gesture. 

	Despite the hope of a regular conversation, they finished their task in silence and returned the cart. With every step Paul could feel the hot mushy diaper squishing and rubbing between his thighs. Luckily the plastic pants, now tight against the expanded diaper, seemed to be holding it somewhat close to his body in a way that was still barely concealed by his baggy sweatpants. 

	"Hey Paul, could you sweep up and then meet me in the office at about noon? There's something that we need to discuss.” Stacy said. 

	Paul felt his heart skip. This was it. He was getting fired. "Uh, yeah. Sure.” He said. 

	"Great, thanks!"

	For the next couple hours He milled about the store 'sweeping'. The store didn't actually need it, but it was a good way to look busy when the store was empty. "At least the diaper isn't crinkling anymore.” He thought, trying to look on the bright side. But what did it matter? In a little while he'd probably be unemployed. 

	The clock on the wall read 11:53. As though triggered by looking at the clock, his stomach gurgled, and he felt it churning. Something was physically shifting inside of him. He could feel movement and pressure. He broke into a cold sweat as he realized what must be underway. 

	"Please, not now!" He hissed quietly to the invisible and silent ghost. 

	The urge to poop hit was as intense as it was sudden. Paul left the mop resting against a shelf, and walked as quickly as he could toward the bathroom. The urge grew and grew until it began to hurt badly. He needed to make it! He was so close! Only an aisle away! With a gasp he felt his resistance give way to the pressure. His stomach began cramping as his body pushed the first firm log of waste out. He could feel it fighting against the resistance of the diaper, forcing the already-wet bulk outward before deforming and filling the void between his buttcheeks. It was followed by another, and another! His face felt hotter than coals as he fought back tears of shame. It just wouldn't stop! How much could it even hold? Surely it wasn't designed for this!

	The firm waste ended with a long, wet fart. Paul winced, and allowed himself to hope that there would be no more, a hope that was quickly crushed as a torrent of hot wet diarrhoea shot into the diaper loudly. He spread his stance, allowing the diaper to swell and fill. The last thing he needed was visible shit on his pants. It filled the bottom of the diaper, saturating it completely. With horror he felt the mess moving forward. He could feel it against his scrotum! He hadn't thought it was possible for someone to poop this much. The ghost must have completely emptied all of his bowels, including his stomach even. The poop ended with another long wet fart, now muffled by the over-filled diaper. 

	He opened his eyes and realized that he'd instinctively spread his legs and entered into a slight crouch, just as a toddler might do when filling a diaper. He quickly stood straight, but kept his legs apart. There was no telling what would happen if he dared try and close his legs. 

	"Hey! You coming?" Called Stacy from somewhere in the direction of the office. 

	"Y-yes! Be right there!" He called back. Fuck. He desperately wanted to run into the restroom and clean up first, but there was no way he could clean all this in time. Besides, he'd probably need a long hot shower to fully clean the smell off of him. Luckily the smell wasn't too noticeable with the plastic pants. If he kept his distance from Stacy, she might not notice. He pulled the sweatpants down a bit to increase their bagginess, and made his way toward the office. He was aware that he was walking strangely, but he hoped it at least didn't look like a toddler's 'poopy pants' waddle. 

	He entered the small office, hoping to stay by the door, as far from Stacy as possible. She sat behind her desk. 

	Various papers and files were neatly stacked. In front of her were a few papers and a pent. "This is it. You're being fired. "

	Paul told himself. 

	"Please, have a seat.” She said, motioning to a chair across from her. 

	Paul froze. SIT?! He forced himself to move forward, fixated onto the chair like it was a torture instrument. "I'll just sit very slowly.” He thought. Gingerly he lowered his butt to the seat, praying that his diaper would hold the added pressure. Just as the diaper made contact with the seat, and he was at his most vulnerable, an invisible hand pushed directly down onto his shoulders hard, and his ass plunged onto the seat. Massive amounts of soft squishy shit shot from the back of the diaper to the front in a rush that coated his still-suppressed genitals. He barely failed to hold in a scream that came out as an awkward squeak. There was no way Stacy didn't hear the rustle of plastic and the disgusting squelch of his mess. She didn't betray her thoughts, but one eyebrow raised slightly, only for a minute. Paul made a mental not to ever play poker with her. 

	"Paul. As you are aware, GrowCo. has very high standards for performance and cleanliness.” She began. 

	"Here it comes.” Thought Paul. He nodded in agreement with her statement. Internally he was freaking out. Where was he going to get another job? Would the ghost just ruin that for him too? What if he could never hold down a job again? "l don't mean to offend, but lately there have been. . . compromises. . . that you have made to GrowCo's commitment to cleanliness, which isn't ideal, we being a food distributor and all. Our customers demand a sanitary place for their food. "

	"Oh god, oh god, I'm about to be fired.” Paul thought. 

	"Based on that, the events of yesterday, the. . .” She paused to think, "indiscretions today, and in light of your flawless work ethic, I would like to extend a free service to you on behalf of GrowCo. "

	His heart leapt. "I'm not being fired then?" He asked timidly

	"You're a good worker, always on time and you perform your duties with gusto. I'd hate to lose you. That said, and if I may be frank, we can't have you visibly soiling yourself and stewing in it all day. "

	Paul paled and looked at the floor. He wanted to say something in his defence, but all that came out was a weak "You noticed? Did John-"

	"John didn't say anything. You didn't hide it as much as you may have wished you were. I noticed some added bulk this morning when you came in, but assumed that you would be able to keep clean and sanitary with the added protection. Later, the entire store noticed after you used your 'garment' the first time. And as of right now, I don't think anyone could possibly miss it. Please note that I'm not trying to offend you, but I cannot continue to employ someone who is unable to keep their incontinence managed. That's why I'm asking you to enrol in our 'helping hand' policy. It's a program usually reserved for senior employees at our bigger stores. It's usually used by our greeters.” She stopped talking and watched Paul, waiting for a response. 

	Paul continued to look at the ground. He couldn't meet her gaze, not after learning that he'd spent the day visibly waddling around with a full diaper and everyone had known. The shame was so intense. He wished the ground would swallow him up. 

	She continued. "If you accept, once a day, or more if necessary, a nurse will be scheduled to arrive. She will help you clean up, provide a change of clothes if necessary, and administer any medications you might need. "

	"A nurse?" Paul looked up at her. "l don't need that!"

	"Paul, if you allow me to be frank, I don't believe that. At any point today you could have gone to the restroom and cleaned up, but you didn't. You could have changed anytime in the last four hours, but you didn't. Did you even bring a change of clothes or a backup garment?"

	He hung his head and shook it slowly. What was he supposed to say? That if he took off the wet diaper the ghost would have made him shit his pants? How awas he supposed to know how much the diaper could hold or how visible it was?!

	"I'm sorry to say that your employment is only possible with your acceptance to this program. I think you should sign into it.” She pushed a form across the desk, on top of the paperwork was a pen. It felt as though she were sliding a gun across to him. "This form admits that you need a 'helping hand' as you are unable to feasibly clean and care for yourself while at work. It formally requests a nurse to discreetly and professionally take care of those needs until you choose to leave GrowCo, or your situation changes in a way that enables you to clean yourself. "

	Paul picked up the pen. And looked through the statement. All it needed was his signature. It was a single page, already filled out with his employment information. He wanted to get up and run away, but he couldn't. He didn't have a choice. He blinked back tears as he signed his name. 

	"Great. And just for your own wellbeing, I think you should go home early today. Don't worry about your PTO balance, I consider this to be an extenuating circumstance. Please take the day. Tomorrow at noon the nurse will meet you in the employee bathroom to assess your needs privately. "

	"Th-thanks.” He said softly. 

	"You're more than welcome. And please, let me know if there's anything else you need.” She motioned toward the door. Paul stood and cringed as he felt the soupy mess shift and run back to where it had initially collected. He left the store walking quickly. Everyone knew. John had seen. He was going to meet with a nurse to change him from now on. What the fuck was happening to his life?!

	 

	 


Chapter 5

	He was met on his front porch by at least a dozen newly delivered boxes, all addressed to him. He just kicked them aside and entered his house. He had a much more important need to finally clean himself and wash the day away. . 

	The diaper hit the tile floor of his bathroom with a weighty thud, the stench was unbelievable. The shower felt like heaven and he relished the sensation of finally being clean after the most horrific sensations he'd ever felt. Once he was clean and the diaper was quarantined in a plastic bag and disposed of in the outside dumpster he felt better. He could almost pretend that the day hadn't happened. 

	That feeling ended when he brought in the packages and opened them all. One held some onesies made to fit him, in a whole range of colors, some with emasculating slogans or names on them. Some of them even looked like normal shirts on top. Another box had a few cheaply-made dresses that were so frilly and babyish that they could only have been made for some niche fetish. Another had a selection of dildos and a strange-looking machine with a piston. A small package had an odd metal thing with a few sizes of rings and a set of keys. He kept opening the packages, and the awful surprises kept coming with dishware, a baby-food grinder, a paddle, a large folding playpen, and even a flat-pack wooden crib. How much had all of this cost?!

	He left the items in the living room, and returned to his bedroom. This had to stop. Maybe he could reason with his invisible torturer. "Hello? Ghost?! Are you there? You win. I'm ready to talk. Let's figure this out!"

	There was no response. He didn't want to say it, but she'd already instructed him in what to do if he wanted to talk. 

	"Please- fuck my ass.” He said softly. 

	"You can do better than that.” She said, materializing in front of him. "Say it like you mean it. Tell me how badly you want it. 

	He closed his eyes and blushed. "Listen, I've been thinking and-"

	"No, You listen. If you want to talk to me, you’re going to first put on a diaper, complete with baby oil and baby powder. Wear one of your new outfits. Then all you're going to say is how much you want your ass fucked hard and fast. You're going to beg. You're going to get on all fours, face down and ass up, and then when you've convinced me that you mean it, I'm going to fuck you harder than you can imagine. Once I'm done we can talk.” And then she vanished. . 

	"Wait!" yelled Paul, but she was already gone. 

	Once again he had no choice. He made sure all the blinds in the house were closed tightly, and then returned to the packages of diapers, still left in a careless pile. He grabbed the white one with red lipstick kisses printed all over it, and spread it onto the floor. "l can't believe I'm doing this.” He thought, as he once again laid himself onto a fresh diaper for the second time that day. The oil felt slick and he was ashamed to admit that it felt nice as he rubbed it over his penis, still held tightly inside of him where it ached as it attempted to swell. Then came the baby powder, the scent filled the air and made him feel more infantile than ever. He taped the diaper up as tightly as he could and then stood up, hating the loud crinkling that accompanied the movement. He selected the onesie that was the least embarrassing. It looked like a buttonup baby-blue shirt above his waist, but below the waist had babyish snaps between his legs. Across the butt 'Mommy's Big Girl' was embroidered. 

	He slipped into it and did up the snaps before returning to the bedroom. He didn't dare to look at himself in the mirror, he already felt ridiculous enough. He climbed on top of the bed and lowered his face into the pillow. He hated that he was actually doing this. Nothing felt real anymore. This was a dream. He raised his diapered butt into the air. 

	"P-Please fuck me.” he said softly. Nothing happened. "Please-I-I. . .” He struggled to find convincing words. What would women in porn say in a situation like this? "l need you inside me so bad!" He cried. Still nothing. He thought again for a while. "Please fuck me! I need to be fucked like a slut so badly! Stretch my hole and make it yours! Show me how much of a slut I am and fuck me like a whore! Please!" "Stretch me as wide as you like and fuck me as deeply as you can! I need to be fucked more than I need oxygen!" He stuck his ass out a little further and wiggled it like he'd seen women do on various porn sites. Tears of hot shame ran down his cheeks, which he knew only made him look more desperate for the fucking. 

	She materialized beside the bed, but her anatomy had changed. Where a thick bush and pussy had been, an erect 12-inch cock jutted from a mass of dense hair. It was the biggest cock he'd ever seen, veiny and rigid, with a pair of massive balls that swung to and fro with her slightest movements. 

	"What do you think, slut? Not having a physical body allows me to appear how I like. In this case, I have everything I need to train your ass.” She raised an eyebrow, daring him to protest or back down. The cock pulsed and a bead of precum dripped from it, vaporizing into nothing before it hit the floor. 

	"I-I love it!" He choked out. "Please fuck me with it. "

	In an instant she disappeared, only to reappear behind him on the bed. Despite wearing a diaper, he could feel the tip of her cock press between his cheeks as though he were naked. He felt a dull pressure, and then a sharp pain as the head slipped past his defences. He gripped his pillow and whimpered as he felt the shaft begin slowly pressing into him. There was none of the friction that came with touch, but all the pressure. He gripped his pillow and tried to clench, impotently trying to push against the cock as it pressed into him further and further. The pain of being stretched open increased more and more. 

	"Yes, slut clench down on my cock like a good girl and help milk my cum from me.” She said in his ear. The cock began to fuck him slowly, moving in and out at a glacial pace. He felt her hand against his cock, rubbing it. "That's a good girl. You're so wet for me. "

	He the sensation of being rubbed and fucked at the same time were driving all thought from his mind, he could barely hear her as his consciousness became flooded with the sensations of pain and pleasure. 

	"Oh? I feel my slut loosening. Does that mean you want me to go deeper and wider? I can acquiesce to you.” He felt the cock growing longer, plunging even deeper into him and wider as it expanded, growing thicker in girth. The burning pain of his stretching asshole returned. "There, a little favour for the little baby. What do you say when someone does something nice for you?" She asked, her slow rhythmic fucking never stopping. 

	"Th-Th-Thank you!" He moaned. Fuck, did he just moan? Was this feeling. . . good?

	"Of course, slut. Now prepare yourself, Mommy is just warming up. "

	With a heave he felt the cock jam into him roughly, deeper than ever. He screamed into his pillow as the shaft sawed in and out of him like a jackhammer. He could feel it growing at the same time, stretching him even further, plunging to new depths inside him. He howled into the pillow, but the fucking didn't stop. He reached back with his hands and tried to push her away, but all he could feel was air. He grabbed the back of his diaper to block his hole, but all he felt was his diaper. The fucking continued, and would continue until she decided to stop. He writhed on the bed, but the fucking continued without interruption. He felt her hand fondle his balls and stroke his cock harder and faster, but never enough to let him cum. 

	When the fucking stopped and the pulsating cock had been removed, he had no Idea how long he had been fucked for. He stopped moaning (Fuck, had he really been moaning?!) and calmed his ragged breathing. His pillow was wet from his tears, and the front of his diaper was slick with the precum and cum that had been milked from his prostate. He sat up and could feel his painful ass gaping. She was laying on the bed, her cock now gone. 

	"So, you seemed to like that a whole lot. We'll have to do that a lot more.” She said with a smile. 

	"Please, can we just talk?" Paul said, eager to change the subject. 

	"Of course, baby. "

	He turned toward her. His penis rubbed against the slick diaper interior and he inhaled sharply. "Please listen. I understand and acknowledge that you have needs. . . needs that involve me being embarrassed. I think that there's a way we can both be happy, we just need to find a middle ground together. "

	He blinked and she was standing, leaning against the doorframe nonchalantly. "How about this? I have needs that I will meet, but you also have needs. I'm going to do whatever I want, but limit it depending on how good of a babygirl you are. "

	"That doesn't work for me. We need to set rules and boundaries. I can't just operate off of 'you do whatever you want' while I have no rights or personal freedom.” 

	She raised a finger to her chin and thought. “Alright. Here are the rules-"

	"Can we discuss the rules and compromise on-"

	"No. These are the rules.” She waited for him to interrupt, then continued. "Outside of the house I will no longer take control of your bodily functions and make you mess yourself, though you must report to your new nurse with a soiled diaper EVERY time she inspects you. Inside the house you may do as you like except for a few hours before bedtime when I will do what I want with you. You may continue to renovate this house, but I will decide the appearance and furniture in your bedroom. You WILL wear your diapers every day, and you WILL use them for all your toilet business, no exceptions. You will dress in plastic pants , diapers, and whatever else I want every day, You may wear your baby outfits under your clothing if you wish. Profanity and vulgarity are no longer to ever leave your mouth. You say 'poopies' or 'peepee'. Anything worse than that will result in a punishment. Lastly, but most importantly, you are NEVER EVER to remove your diaper or insert your hands into your diaper without my permission. Understood?"

	"Please! You can't-"

	"Failure to comply with any of the above-" She raised an eyebrow threateningly. "-or talking back will result in a punishment. "

	He paused. Everything she'd said already sounded awful. He struggled to think of what punishment might be worse than the new lifestyle she'd described. "May I ask what the punishments are?" He asked timidly. 

	"Oh, I can get plenty creative. Maybe I'll pick a random person in your life and make you call them 'Mommy' or 'Daddy' for as long as I'm in this world. Maybe I'll get you hard the next time you're in public and then pull down your diaper, showing everyone just how much you love your pissy pants. Or maybe I'll just tear your ass with my cock so badly that you'll need diapers your whole life? Ooh, what if I assigned you a Daddy? You could suck his cock for permission to change your diaper! Wouldn't that be fun?"

	Paul had gone pale. "And if I say no to everything you're offering?"

	She smiled. "Maybe I'll just squish your little useless balls to jelly before making you shit yourself at the most inopportune moments for the rest of your life, on top of anything else I can imagine. "

	He shuddered. "O-okay. I'll do what you want. "

	"End all sentences you direct toward me with a 'Mommy' from now on. And if I give you a command, you're to answer with a 'yes, Mommy' immediately.” She said sharply. 

	He looked at the floor and blushed. "I'll do what you want, Mommy. "

	"Good girl! Now let's get this place ready for your bedtime! Go get your binky. 

	"Yes, Mommy.” He said, sliding off the bed. His legs felt shaky as he made his way to the boxes of baby stuff. "At least she wouldn't be making me have any accidents before any meetings.” He thought. 

	He opened the package and removed the pacifier. The shield was huge, and the bulb was massive, obviously designed to fill a mouth completely and remove all ability to talk. 

	"Put it in. You and Mr. Pacifier are going to be best friends!" She said, appearing in front of him. 

	He opened his mouth and through great force of will moved the humiliating thing into his mouth. The rubber squeaked against his teeth, and the shape of the bulb drew the shield tightly against his face. As he turned his head the large plastic ring clacked against the shield. 

	"Now then, let's set up your crib and playpen. Your current bed will be thrown out, of course.” She said, as though it were the most natural thing in the world. "After work tomorrow you can pick up some baby-pink paint and white for the trim. You're going to have the most darling little nursery! It'll be so cute that you'll just want to die!" She giggled and disappeared once again. 

	He picked up the boxes and began putting the contents away. The playpen unfolded easily, and the crib was constructed a couple hours later, complete with a noisy rubber-covered mattress to prevent any babyish accidents from staining the foam padding. 

	"Very good!" She said. "Now spread out your new changing matt and lay down. There's one last thing you need.” He picked up the princess changing pad and spread it out on the floor, before obediently laying back on its cold surface. She reappeared, holding the strange metal device that he'd seen in one of the boxes. 

	She knelt and began undoing the snaps of his onesie. "After you fell asleep I took advantage of your phone and learned so many fun things! This little thing had me the most excited though!" She untaped the diaper and lowered the front. The cold air felt nice on his sweaty and sticky crotch. "First we slip this over your little sissy cherries and your ditty.” She held up a small metal ring, which she unceremoniously forced over his genitals. He was getting a little worried about this strange thing. "Next we add this part.” She held up another metal piece with a clear rubber tube attached to it. "Say goodbye to any unauthorized erections!" his eyes shot open and he gripped the changing matt. This must be some kind of chastity belt thing! "First this part goes right down your teeny little peepee hole!" He grunted into his pacifier as she pushed a few inches of catheter tube down his urethra. It burned and definitely didn't feel good. "Then we push the inverted cage until it meets the ring!" She pushed, he felt his penis compressing, being forced uncomfortably up into his body much farther than she had been holding it all day. 

	"Mmmgh!" He winced and kicked as she pushed it into him farther than he ever thought possible. Until yesterday he hadn't even known it was possible at all. With a clink the two metal pieces met. She inserted a strange looking key and locked it closed. Sealing his penis away from him. 

	"Want to see a trick, baby?" She held up the keys, and then closed her hands around them. When she opened her hand, the keys had disappeared. "Only I can bring them back, and you're gonna need some absolutely fucking stellar behavior before I ever consider unlocking you pathetic clitty. "

	"Oh, I almost forgot. Earlier you backtalked me. You said 'you can't' but I clearly can. Bad girls who say anything but 'yes mommy' get punished, as you know. "

	"Mmggbh!" He cried. 

	"Yes, I know you hadn't been told that rule before then, but even now you're being defiant, proving that you need an attitude adjuster.” She held up the phallic butt plug. "So you're going to wear this overnight, and maybe you'll learn that Mommy is always right.” She squirted a dollop of lube onto the head of the latex penis and placed it against his still loose hole. "Deep breath!" She advised. He did so, and she pushed it in with one swift movement. As the thick bulbous base slipped into him, his body seemed to suck it in, pulling the flared base tightly between his cheeks. 

	"There you are! Now both sides of you are stuffed full!" She flicked the metal chastity device and giggled. Now run along and make yourself a bath, I'll be in to shave you in a minute. "

	He got up and quickly went to the shower. His penis felt so odd and achey squished into nothing. He glanced at himself in the mirror and froze. His stomach felt heavy, like it was made of lead. He could only stare at his penis, or more accurately, the spot where his penis used to be. The exact spot was now occupied by a tiny circle of steel, the only sign anything was meant to be there was the opening of the urethral tube, flush with the steel circle. Even his balls stuck out much further than his otherwise perfectly flat crotch. He touched it and felt nothing. Whatever pressure he exerted onto the steel was imperceptible compared to the already ever-present pressure of the chastity device. 

	He gulped, tore his gaze away from the reflection, and returned to filling the bathtub. 

	Soon he was sitting in the hot water, waiting like an actual infant for 'Mommy' to come take care of him. She appeared in the doorway holding a pink razor and a can of shaving cream. The only part of him that didn't get touched by the razor were his eyebrows and hair. She took great delight in fondling him and squeezing every bit of him with her ghostly cold hands. She even took particular joy in vigorously rubbing his taint and softly caressing his newly-smooth balls. Nothing was off limits, and her perfectionism wouldn't allow him to leave the tub until every bit of body hair had been removed, by which time the bath had been tepid for some time. Even his plug and pacifier were removed so she could get the few hairs covered by its base. As he dried himself afterwards, he looked at his reflection once again. Even his balls looked babyish without any hair. Combined with the inverted chastity cage there was nothing masculine at all about his appearance beyond some bits of his anatomy. 

	"All fours now.” She ordered, wielding an absolutely massive dildo in one hand. "We both knew your slutty little sissy hole needs more girth to be happy. 

	"Y-yes, Mommy.” He said, choking on the words. He didn't think he'd ever get used to saying them. 

	He got onto his hands and knees, flushing with embarrassment as he heard the splurt of lubricant being applied to the synthetic cock behind his back. 

	She spread his cheeks, and giggled. "Your hairless little butthole looks just like a girls!"

	He just whimpered and tried to relax his hole. He felt the cold gel-covered tip of the dildo press against his sore ass. 

	"Shouldn't you thank me for working so hard to loosen you up for your new toy?" She asked. 

	"Thank you, Mommy. Thank you, Mommy, for fucking me so I can use my new toy. "

	"Good girl. "

	Paul yelped as she pushed the entire dildo into him in a single fluid motion that felt like he was being split in half. 

	He could feel the large rubber balls spreading his cheeks wide. 

	"See? Nice and tight. You should be able to keep it in all night, but your diaper should help keep it in. "

	He ended the night in the wooden crib, a pink teddy bear under one arm, dressed in a purple onesie, his mouth filled with his pacifier, and his ass still painfully stretched by the dildo that his tight diaper held firmly inside him. The ghost stood by his crib and stared down at him unmoving and unblinking, just smiling at her handiwork. 

	"There's no way I can possibly sleep like this.” Was the last thought he remembered having before somehow managing to fall asleep. 

	 

	 

	 


Chapter 6

	The night was difficult for Paul. He awoke multiple times as his nighttime erections pushed fruitlessly against the unyielding stainless steel prison, causing him to press his hands uselessly against the front of his diaper in an effort to rub the aching pain away. The second time he woke to find himself wetting the diaper, which now felt hot, wet, and squishy. The third time he noticed his phone, which had been connected to the charging in the corner. The screen was on and unlocked. He couldn't quite make out what was on the screen from his position, but he could see the page move as an invisible hand scrolled through some online store. He whimpered into the pacifier shield. What new horrors did he have to look forward to? And how was he going to afford all of this on a cashier's salary?!

	His phone alarm drew him from his slumber. For a second he didn't know where he was, then he sat up, feeling the massive rubber cock shift inside his aching hole. He rubbed his eyes and took in his surroundings. He was sitting up in a large wooden baby crib. He was dressed like an infant, and his clammy diaper lay heavy on his crotch. He looked around the room for his tormentor. There was no sign of her. 

	"Hello? Uh. . . Mommy?" He called. 

	He listened intently, but he could only hear a distant neighbor mowing a lawn. He climbed over the crib's wooden fence and began stealing through the house, calling 'Mommy?' every once in a while. 

	She was gone!

	With a smile he quickly waddled to the bathroom, so happy he barely noticed the heavy diaper squishing between his thighs. As soon as he was in the bathroom, he grabbed at one of the tapes. As he was about to pull it off, an awful thought struck him. What if she were pretending to be gone? He paused and swallowed fearfully. Did he dare risk it? She'd proven just how eager she was to give him horrifyingly creative punishments. Pretending to be gone to catch him breaking a rule would be exactly the kind of thing he'd do if he were her. What were the chances she'd actually have disappeared the morning after telling him he couldn't take off his own diaper?

	He took his hand away from the diaper. He almost couldn't believe that he was keeping the disgusting thing on. 

	"Mommy? If you're still here. . . please don't make me wear this and the dildo to work? I'll-I I'll do anything you want! Anything! Just. . . There's going to be a nurse there I'm gonna have to meet with! What if I have to strip? She'll see. . . EVERYTHING!" He waited, but couldn't hear any whispering, and he didn't see any sign of the ghost. 

	"Mommy, are you there? Is this a trick?" He called out again. Again, there was only silence. He was almost completely certain that this was a trick. . . but that wasn't certain enough. 

	It took all his will power to pull up his pants. Absolutely no part of him wanted to stew in the filthy wet diaper. 

	He added a long sleeve shirt to cover the top of the onesie, and a jacket on top of that, and almost left the house before remembering that he should grab a diaper, to change into, just in case the nurse didn't have one. The last thing he wanted was to get cleaned up just for the ghost to make him have another accident. He ran back to his room and stuffed a diaper into the inside pocket of his jacket, and then dashed out the door. 

	All morning he was an anxious wreck. He prayed that the extra baggy shirt and jacket would hide both the onesie and the extra-low waistband of his sweatpants, that would hide the sagging diaper. All he could think about was meeting the nurse. If he was right, she'd simply supply him with some wipes or something and then he could clean himself up. God, he hoped that was what would happen. If she changed him herself then his inverted chastity cage and dildo would be on full display, on top of the girly diaper and onesie. He had no idea how he would ever explain any of that away. 

	To make things even worse, his bladder was starting to ache. He'd even ordered a small drink with his fast food breakfast to prevent this! All he wanted was to run to the bathroom, rip off the squishy diaper, and use a urinal. Did he dare? Was the ghost truly gone? The men's room occupied more and more of his thoughts, until I could think about was finally emptying his bladder. Eventually he couldn't take it anymore. He might not dare to remove his diaper just yet, but he could at least use the privacy. 

	Alone in the employee bathroom, he tried to release just a little bit, unsure how much more the diaper could take. The spurt of urine from his inverted cage trickled down his balls, resulting in a warm tickling sensation. He relaxed and tried to allow a little more, but panicked when he found that he couldn't stop the steady stream! He gripped the front of his diaper and pressed, futility hoping to stop the hot warm urine, but the he couldn't stop now that he'd started. The diaper grew heavier and heavier, and he could feel the sag pressing against the crotch of his already-lowered sweatpants. By the time he managed to stop the flow, he could feel a puddle in the crotch of the diaper, now too saturated to absorb even a drop more. 

	His breathing quickened. How was he going to hide this!?

	He froze at another sensation. The thick dildo, no longer held in place by the sopping diaper, began slowly slipping from his ass. He couldn't let it fall out! If it left him nobody would be able to miss the bulge! Everyone would think that he'd shit himself! He placed his hand behind himself and pushed, gasping as he felt the veiny shaft push deeply into him once again. 

	He had to fix this! Somehow! He pulled the diaper up by the waistband but it just slipped down again. He pulled up his pants to support it, but then the wet mass became super obvious. The dildo began slipping out, so he pressed it back in. It was like a game of whack-a-mole, but there was no winning solution! He pressed a little too hard, and he felt a little urine run down his leg, leaving a dark trail on the grey sweatpants. 

	Paul was in tears, tugging and pressing on the diaper, trying to find some way to hide it when he heard a knock on the bathroom door. 

	"Paul? This is Mrs. Anderson, I'm a nurse. Can I come in?"

	Paul Panicked. "No! Umm- I'm not ready yet!"

	"Okay, I'll give you a minute or two, and then I'm coming in.” Her tone was patient; the kind of voice that all practiced nurses have when they're dealing with a difficult patient. 

	Paul was still trying to pull up his diaper when he heard a key unlock the bathroom door. The handle turned, and a woman in scrubs with a bag entered. She looked. . . familiar. 

	"Hi, Paul.” She said. 

	"Um. Hi. "

	"It's me, Grace Anderson, your neighbor?"

	Paul blushed crimson. He'd never even thought that the nurse might be someone he knew. Much less someone that lived right next to him. "Um, hi Grace. "

	"Why don't you take a seat and we can talk about what your needs are. Stacy told me you've been having some trouble keeping hygienic recently?"

	"No! l- I don't have any needs!" He said defensively. "I'm fine, really. "

	Her kind smile never faltered, but her eyes flashed downward for a moment to the swollen padding pressing against his pants and the wet mark where it had leaked. 

	"Please Paul, just be honest. I know it's embarrassing, but I promise it will make everything a lot easier for you. 

	Please, take a seat.” She motioned again to the closed toilet. 

	There wasn't much he could do. If he said no he'd probably be fired, and it was clear that she wasn't going to take "I'm fine" as a valid answer. He sat on the toilet slowly, almost suppressing a whimper as the thick rubber dildo pressed all the way into him until the balls were firmly spreading his cheeks. 

	"Now then.” She pulled a clipboard from her bag. "It says here that you've been having some trouble with incontinence. May I ask the last time you've had to use your protection? Once again, I need you to please be honest with me.” 

	With him sitting and her standing, she towered over him. He looked at the floor. "Um. . . a. . . uh. . . few minutes ago. "

	"There's no shame in that.” She said, "And the time before that?"

	"Umm. . . Last night. . . while I was sleeping.” He whispered, still studying the tile floor. 

	"And when was the last time you changed and cleaned yourself?" She asked, still writing notes on the clipboard. 

	"Last night. . . before bed. "

	"So If I have the timeline right, you had a nocturnal accident, then left for work without changing, and had another just now during the day. May I ask why you didn't change when you woke up?"

	Paul just looked at the floor. What was he supposed to say? That a ghost was making him keep his diaper on? He already looked incontinent and incompetent. There was no reason to add insane to the list. 

	"Well, then. That's the history taken. Your evaluation makes it very clear that you need help with this, so the company can definitely move forward with my services.” She stepped back and motioned to the floor. "Please lay down and I'll get you cleaned up in a jiffy. "

	His gaze snapped up. "Wait! Can't you just- let me do it? You can supply wipes and stuff. "

	"Paul. It's been very clear to everyone, myself included that you cannot be trusted to keep yourself clean. If I just let you clean yourself after my evaluation proved that you can't, you may not do a sufficient job, and then I'd take the blame when a customer complained about your appearance and odour.” Her face went firm and her tone became slightly more commanding. "Now please, lie on the floor. "

	Paul blinked back tears, and fought a sob as he slowly resigned himself to his fate, laying on the floor. Grace put on a pair of latex gloves. 

	"There, don't worry, Paul. This definitely gets faster and easier.” She removed his shoes and pulled down his pants and paused at the onesie, the crotch-snaps straining against the expanded diaper. She froze and stared, but only for a moment, then she removed the pants and continued undoing the snaps as though nothing was unusual. "You'll see. The next time we do this you'll-" She paused and stared at the humiliating diaper. "Well, you certainly found a. . . . unique. . . brand of protective brief.” She was a professional that obviously wasn't going to let this phase her. 

	She ripped the tapes, and opened the diaper. He felt the cold air on his balls and crotch. Her hand flew to her mouth. He wasn't sure if it was an act of surprise or an attempt to hide some level of amusement. "Oh. . . oh my.” She said, observing the dildo, still half-inserted into his hole and the inverted cage that completely removed anything even slightly phallic from his crotch. As if on cue, The dildo, no longer held in by the diaper, slipped from his stretched hole, leaving him his ass gaping, empty, and in Grace's full view. "Holy shit.” She said. 

	She cleared her throat and gave her head a little shake, forcing herself back to reality. "So, um. Is this. . . device. . . medical?” She asked, pressing a finger against the chastity device. 

	Paul wished he could lie and say yes, that it was something a doctor told him to use, but he knew the follow-up question to that would be 'what does it do?' or 'what is its function?' and there wasn't a medical reason he could think of. 

	"N-no.” He said. 

	"May I ask what it is?" She asked, beginning to wipe him clean with the cold wet wipe. 

	He opened his eyes, and saw the ghost, standing kneeling right beside Grace, who obviously couldn't see the apparition. 

	The ghost giggled. "Tell her, baby. But no dirty words like penis or erection!" She said. 

	"Um. It- uh-" John floundered. "It keeps my peepee from getting hard.” He winced as though saying the words physically hurt him. 

	"l see.” Was all grace said. She sounded like a detective who'd just been given an interesting clue. Did she suspect something? Or did she just think he was a pervert?

	"And this?" She held up the giant dildo. "Can you explain why this was in there at work?"

	"I-I-I. . . It's. . . I mean, I-"

	"Were you trying to use it to hold in any faecal accidents?" She asked. "No need to be embarrassed. "

	Paul grasped at it. It was the only plausible thing that didn't involve wanting to fuck himself at work "Uh-huh". "Well if it was holding something in, you should let it out now while I'm here to clean you.” She folded the front of the diaper back over him. The cold wet padding felt disgusting. "Please relieve yourself now.” She said. 

	"Now?!" He gasped. 

	"Yes. I'm not letting you back to work just so you can have an accident. Please do it now so I can continue cleaning you up.” Grace said. 

	The ghost was beaming like a predator. "Well? We're waiting! Shit yourself like a pathetic little baby. Do it right now in the middle of your diaper change! Just like a silly little baby! Do it!" She urged. 

	"Please, relieve yourself.” Grace said, her tone just a little icier. 

	"l gave you a command, how are you supposed to respond?" The ghost asked expectantly. He had to say it. She was waiting for the required response, and she knew how Grace was going to interpret it. 

	Paul closed his eyes tightly, he didn't want to see the nurse's reaction

	"Y-yes, Mommy.” He whimpered softly. The shame and humiliation were too much. tears ran down his face as he held back the urge to cry and began pushing. 

	He wasn't sure if the ghost was helping, or if the dildo had really been holding so much inside him, but once he started pushing, the mess kept coming. He could the warm mush filling the space between his cheeks first, then the area between his thighs. He covered his eyes with his hands and choked back a sob. 

	When he dared to look, Grace had her hand in front of her mouth, struggling to hold her professional demeanour, while the ghost floated in the air, rocking back and forth with laughter. Paul couldn't tell if she was simply shocked, or holding back laughter,

	"Well, I've been called a lot of things by my patients, but Mommy is new.” Grace said, with a giggle. Paul fought for control, just barely managing to stop crying loudly. Instead of bawling he just sniffed, and wiped some tears from his eyes. She lifted his legs by the ankles with one hand, and wiped him with the other. He'd never felt more exposed and childish in his life. 

	"l brought a plain white brief, but I noticed that you brought your preferred brand of diaper in your jacket.” She said. Paul realized that until now she'd been referring to the adult diapers as briefs, she now referred to the ones he wore as diapers, setting him apart from the standard incontinent patient. 

	She unfolded the diaper, and soon he was taped into another dry crinkly prison. 

	"I'll take this and your wet pants home with me.” She said, wrapping the dildo in wipes and sealing it in a plastic baggie. "Don't worry, there's no need to tell your boss about this dildo or the device keeping your 'peepee' soft.” She giggled again. "I'll bring it by and give it back to you after work.” She stood and helped him to his feet, where he stood in nothing but a T-shirt and emasculating diaper. He wiped the tears from his wet cheeks and sniffed. He looked like a helpless little crybaby and he knew it. 

	"And now that I know your. . . situation. . . I can do a little research and prepare for it. I'm sure there are at least a few online sources that can better prepare me for your needs.” She gathered her belongings and packed them away. "I'll just go and let you dress. There's a pair of scrub pants on the sink for you. See you in a few hours!"

	And then she and the ghost were gone, leaving him alone, staring at his pathetic diapered reflection in the bathroom mirror. 

	 

	 


Chapter 7

	Paul had to park his car a block away from his little house. The property was too small to have a garage or a driveway, something he was beginning to resent as it meant a longer walk depending on local traffic. He'd had to work a little late today, and his diaper was already cold and damp. He'd spent the day struggling not to wet himself again, but he eventually had to give in and release his aching bladder. He was unsure if it was really him, or the invisible ghost gently squeezing his bladder to artificially make him pee more frequently. 

	He carefully walked to his house, paranoid that someone would notice the outline of the swollen diaper. Occasionally a strong breeze would blow against the fabric, and threaten to show the bulk hidden within. When his house was in view, he sighed despondently. There were more packages. Some were the size and shape of the packages that had held the packages of diapers. Others were the thin padded envelopes that surely held more clothing and horrible accessories. 

	He kicked on aside and unlocked the front door. 

	"So ungrateful! I buy you all these gifts and you don't even bother to bring them in?" The ghost said, fading into existence inches in front of him. She was still naked, her large breasts directly in his face. He felt his cock twitch as he looked at them and remembered that it had been a few days since he'd jacked off. He pushed the horny feeling aside. 

	"Listen, I've had a long and traumatizing day. I just want to take a nap. "

	"Aww, is the little pussy-baby all tired from a long day doing almost nothing? I'll make a deal with you. Bring all the packages to your room, and I'll let you take a nice long nap. "

	"l don't need a nap, I need-"

	"Bring them in. Now.” Her hand shot through his diaper, and he felt a strong vice-like grip closing on his balls. 

	"Okay!" The grip tightened. "l mean yes Mommy!"

	She vanished, as did her grip. 

	He defeatedly grabbed up all the packages and took them to his room. It took him three trips to bring all the boxes and packages inside. 

	"Now take off all your adult clothing and take a nap in your crib, like the cranky little crybaby you are.” He could hear her, but couldn't see her. 

	"Yes Mommy.” He sighed. As much as he hated it, he was quite tired, and the soft mattress and warm blankets felt almost good enough to make him forget the sopping wet material taped around his waist. Within a few minutes he was fast asleep. 

	Someone was pounding something. Banging? He opened his eyes. No. . . knocking. Someone was knocking on his door! His eyes shot open, and he couldn't believe what he saw. His entire environment had changed, gone was the sensible bedroom with some boxes, diapers, and an out-of-place crib. He was now in some sick perverted version of a nursery!

	The crib was now in the centre of the room. Above him hung a mobile, but where babyish objects should have been hanging, were big veiny pink dildos. The room smelled of fresh paint, and the walls were now a soft baby pink with white trim. Images of ponies and princesses adorned the walls were posters and art of children's shows had been pinned. Stacks of diapers and changing supplies filled the room's single shelf and dresser. A large heavy wooden paddle hung on one wall. 

	He could only stare. How had all this happened in the timespan of a single nap?!

	The knock at the front door came again, loud enough to be insistent, but soft enough to still be polite. He leapt from the crib and pulled open the dresser drawers, frantically looking for something to cover himself with. Diapers. Plastic pants. Onesies. Bibs. Dildos and sex toys. Pacifiers. He ran to the little closet and gasped at the awful range of frilly dresses and outfits hung there. 

	The knocking came again, a little louder this time. "Just a minute!" he yelled. In the bathroom he found the clothes he'd been wearing earlier. He quickly put on the shirt and scrub pants, and rushed to the front door. 

	"Sorry if I woke you.” Grace said. "But I wanted to return your toy and your pants. I'd feel weird keeping a patient's sex toy overnight.” She offered him his laundered sweatpants, rolled up around the large dildo. 

	"Thanks.” He said. 

	"How are you doing?" She asked. 

	"Fine.” He said. 

	The ghost reappeared behind Grace and eyed her critically. "l like her. In fact, I like her so much that I think she's the only person that should ever take off your diapers. "

	Grace followed his gaze and turned slightly to look behind her. "Everything okay?" She asked. 

	"Yes, Sorry- there was just a bee behind you.” He lied. 

	The ghost circled until it was next to him. "Your diaper is already sooo full. I doubt it'll last the night. "

	"Well I just wanted to check in on you. I've been doing some research about some of the things you told me and-" Grace continued but Paul didn't hear what she was saying, as the ghost began whispering into his ear. 

	"You should ask her for a change, because I'm absolutely not going to let you take it off. Wouldn't it be fun waking up with shit running down your legs? Waddling all the way to your car with it filling your socks? Think that they'll let you keep your job then?"

	"So based on the two objects I found during your last change, that's the conclusion I came to. Is that about right?" Grace asked, pulling his attention back to her. Paul realized he'd been holding his breath. What were they talking about?

	Fuck, he should have tried harder to listen to what she'd been saying. 

	"Uh, yeah? I think?"

	Grace giggled. "That's kind of what I thought.” She said. Paul had a sinking feeling that he'd just confirmed something he didn't want to confirm. 

	"I'm not going to order you to. But not asking her for a change would be fucking stupid of you. Either way you'll be getting the humiliation I crave.” The ghost said, pacing around him. 

	"Um-" He swallowed. "Could you-" He looked at the floor. "l mean- I think I need-"

	Grace smiled. "Of course I can lend a hand. What are 'Mommies' for?" He moved aside as she entered the house. 

	"Th-thanks.” Fucking great. One audible 'yes mommy' and now he'd never live it down. 

	"The bedroom is through here?" She asked, pushing open the door. Paul panicked. 

	"No! It's-we can do it out here!" He cried, but it was too late. The door swung open, and her head cocked as she drank in the sight of the nursery. 

	"Woah.” Was all she said. Paul stared at the scene an attractive woman staring at what could only be assumed to be his ideal adult baby nursery. his entire face burned bright red. It was like he was living inside an other-worldly humiliation themed nightmare. Her eyes darted from the giant crib to the dildo mobile. 

	"I-It's not what it looks like!" He gasped finally. He almost said 'l can explain' but there was no way he could explain any of this. Stating that a ghost was behind everything wasn't an explanation anyone would ever accept. 

	"It's not?" She asked incredulously, raising a single eyebrow. "Because it looks like a little sissy baby bought a little house just so he could build a dream nursery, and then that same sissy has been pretending to have accidents at work because he desperately needs to be humiliated to satisfy his pathetic little desires.” 

	"No! That's not true!" He said, attempting to sound as masculine as possible. 

	"Oh? So you're actually medically incontinent?" She asked. 

	Paul opened his mouth, then closed it. The gears of his mind spun wildly. "Yesss.” He finally said, uncertainly. "I'm medically incontinent.” He quickly said, trying to sound more confident about it. “I'm not any kind of 'sissy' and I don't have any humiliation kink.” At least that part was completely true. The spirit scowled at him from across the room. He'd angered her with his denial and he hoped she wouldn't retaliate in any unexpectedly awful way. 

	"Huh.” Grace said thoughtfully. 

	Paul was totally unprepared for Grace's rapid movement. He barely had time to flinch as her hand shot out and grabbed his ear between her thumb and pointer finger. 

	"OW! LET GO OF ME!" He yelled, but she ignored him, yanking him roughly into the nursery. Without breaking her stride, she plucked the wooden paddle from its place on the wall, and led him to the only chair in the room, giving his ear a painful yank every time he resisted. 

	"Stop it! You can't-OW!" With a sudden tug of his ear he was pulled down over her lap. His legs kicked at the air. Grace threw his robe up over his head, exposing everything below his shoulder blades. He was completely unprepared for the brutality and speed of the first spank. 

	SMACK

	"AAAH!" A painfully hard blow to his left thigh stung worse than anything he could remember experiencing before. "Now sit still like a good sissy and listen. If you move you'll get another.” he felt the cool wood of the paddle rub against his other thigh and he immediately silenced himself, fighting to remain calm and still. 

	"l looked up everything you were wearing as soon as I left your workplace. Your diaper is specifically made for adult babies, and almost exclusively worn by sissies. Your chastity cage has no purpose other than humiliation and is also a staple of sissies. The giant pink dildo rammed up your hungry ass further reinforces that. At first I didn't know what a sissy was, but I read a few stories, and watched a couple videos. And you know what I noticed?"

	Paul opened his mouth to respond, but she continued before he could talk. "l noticed that no matter how extreme the content, not a single sissy ever commented that it was too far, or too extreme. In fact, you know what the most common response to all sissy content, regardless of how violent or humiliating?"

	"N-no.” Paul whimpered. 

	"It was 'l wish someone would make me do this!' or 'Please would a daddy or mommy out there force me to do this!' In fact, almost all the content was utterly nonconsensual.” Paul shuddered. He didn't like where this was going. 

	"It sounded kind of fun. I must have looked at hours of content, studying everything I know you fucking love. And I know now that what you need most is to be a good little bratty plaything that is forced to serve utterly and completely like a pathetic caricature of some perverted adult baby sex doll. 

	"No! I don't-

	SMACK

	"AAAAH!" Paul screamed, not entirely unlike a little girl. This blow was on the exact same spot, but much harder. The pain was unreal. He could hear the ghost laughing from somewhere across the room. 

	"So here's what we're going to do.” She said as though nothing had interrupted her. He felt the tapes of his diaper rip, and shivered as his wet exposed ass made contact with the cool air of the room. "I'm going to untape your wet diaper, and ask you some questions. If I even think that you're lying, I'm going to give you ten good spanks right on your wet cheeks. As I'm sure you're aware, a spanking on wet skin is absolutely not something you should want, even if you're really into spankings. Shall we begin?"

	"Please grace! There's been a misunderstanding! I-"

	THWACK

	Paul screamed and kicked violently, thrashing on her lap, but held firm by the hand around his hip. The single blow onto his wet butt sounded like the crack of a homerun and was so painful his vision blurred. Tears welled up in his eyes. He couldn't imagine how badly ten blows would feel. 

	"l said, shall we begin?"

	"Y-yes Mommy.” He said defeatedly, choking back a sob. 

	"First off, let's start simple. Are you a sissy?" She brushed the paddle against his ass threateningly. 

	"Yes.” He said softly. 

	"Say it. "

	"I-I'm-I'm a sissy.” 

	"What kind of sissy?"

	"A baby sissy?"

	"Are you stating it or asking?" She tapped the paddle against the still-burning area of his cheek. 

	"I'm a sissy baby!" He said defensively. 

	"That's better, but expand on it. Add some more descriptors. "

	"I'm-" he thought. What did sissy-babies do? "I'm a diaper-wearing sissy baby. "

	"Add more. "

	Paul had to think. What else did sissy's do? Was Grace hunting for a specific and especially gross thing? He tried to think of the worst things he could. 

	"I'm waiting.” She said, making him jump with the application of a light spank. 

	"I'm a diaper-wearing, cock-sucking, pathetic little sissy-baby. "

	"Oh, you enjoy sucking cock? You love rolling another man's seed around on your tongue and breathing in the scent of a big sweaty pair of hairy balls?" She asked. 

	"No!.” he said reflexively. 

	"Good sissy. If you'd said yes, I'd know you were just telling me what you thought I wanted to hear. Of course you don't want any of that. You just need to be made to do it. "

	Paul whimpered. Surely she couldn't just find someone and make him do oral, could she?

	"Now where do sissies cum?" She asked. 

	Paul thought as quickly as possible. On someone's face? Their ass? Did sissies pull out before cumming? It could be anything, but it was probably something embarrassing. 

	"Um. . . the. . . . toilet?"

	A flurry of blows rained down on his wet cheeks, each one with the force and sound of a lightning crack. Paul screamed and tears streamed from his eyes as he thrashed and kicked, frantically trying to find some way out of the inescapable and incredible levels of pain he was experiencing. 

	"A fucking pathetic sissy like you never uses the potty for anything and you know it! A sissy like you only cums in your diaper, and only with permission!" She gave another hard spank to emphasize her statement

	"Yes Mommy! Yes! I promise! I'll never touch a potty or cum outside of a diaper again! I swear! Please just stop spanking me!" Paul sobbed. 

	"You'd better not. I can spank you far longer and harder than your pansy little constitution can bear. Now then, what does a sissy like you own?"

	"Whatever you want me to!" He sobbed. 

	"Very good. If you owned anything I wanted?"

	"Anything you want is yours!"

	"Of course it is. Anything anyone wants is theirs. You exist to serve and be used like a little beta slut, don't you?"

	"Yes Mommy! Just please! No more!"

	"And where is your chastity key?"

	"It's- It's-" He desperately looked at the ghost, pleading for her to tell him where the key had gone. She sat with her legs crossed a few inches above the floor, rocking with laughter. "God, the things you're admitting just with a few spanks!

	This Grace lady is fantastic! She laughed. 

	"Final chance, where's the key?" Grace asked calmly. 

	The ghost looked thoughtful. "You know. You were pretty bratty to me. I think you may need another ten spanks. "

	She giggled. "Maybe more. "

	"PLEASE! I'LL DO ANYTHING!" Paul pleaded. 

	"Time's up!" Said Grace, ignoring his outburst. The following blows were more powerful than anything Paul thought Grace could be capable of, fast, brutal, and relentless. The force of each blow pushed him forward and he screamed, cried, and kicked wildly like a feral animal the entire time, unable to control his body as his mind became saturated with no thoughts other than pain and the need to escape. 

	"Now then, where's your chastity key?" she asked again. 

	The ghost grinned. "It's outside, just under the welcome mat. "

	"It's under the welcome mat! Outside!" Paul sobbed. "My key is under the mat! Please! Just stoooppp!" He spoke between violent sobs, a mixture of snot and tears pouring down his face. 

	"See?" She said. "You fight like you don't want me to have it, but you leave your most intimate key outside where literally anyone might find it, take it, or throw it away. You really are the most stereotypical little bratty sissy slut, aren't

	"Yes! I am! Pleaaase!" He begged. 

	"Good gurl.” Now then, since you're aware of your place, you may clean yourself off in the shower while I collect your key and get your diaper change ready. "

	His ass was bright red with some purple when he inspected it in the bathroom mirror, and eyes were puffy from crying. He looked every bit like the penitent sissified brat that Grace had mistaken him for. Having a penis pushed all the way inside his body by a chastity cage was just the icing on top of the humiliating cake. 

	The shower felt nice after being trapped in a shitty and piss-soaked padding, even though it stung against his inflamed cheeks. 

	The ghost appeared, drifting through the shower curtain. 

	"This is all your fault!" Peter hissed angrily. "Now I have this fucking lady thinking that I'm some sort of diaper sissy pervert!"

	"Yes, isn't it just delicious? She's really quite something.” Cooed the spirit proudly. 

	"l won't do this! I'll-I'll-fight back!" He whispered, glancing around the shower curtain to make sure Grace couldn't hear. 

	"You'd really assault a nice lady who thinks she's just giving you everything you want?" The spirit asked doubtfully. 

	"She assaulted me first! I'll-uh. . I could get a bat and just threaten her if she came to the door!" He whispered. 

	The spectre appeared to grow a foot taller, and her hair began to move in an invisible wind, as though she were in the eye of a small tornado. "You ever disrespect that nice lady, threaten her, or disobey her. Grace, for all intents is helping you, playing into what you want, and having fun herself. If you ever ruin that. . . .” She balled her hands into fists, fists that shook slightly with anger. 

	"What will you do?" Paul whispered quietly. 

	"I'll rip your asshole open so wide that It'll never heal. You'll spend the rest of your life gaping so wide that you can sit on a basketball without noticing. Then I'll destroy those useless little grapes you call balls before breaking your dick in half, if not remove it entirely. I'll turn you into a gaping ken-doll.” She bent down, lowering her face to within a centimetre of his. "That woman-" She pointed, her arm passing through the curtain. "Is your Mommy, and you are her pathetic, useless, cock-sucking, diaper-wearing, obedient little emasculated toy. And you will remain that as long as I still have any power in this reality.” Her stare was intent, cold, cruel, and merciless. She leaned a little farther, her nose passing into his. "Before she leaves, you are going to thank her for everything she's done for you. And if you EVER raise a hand against her in violence I will stop your fucking sissy heart right then and there before you can land a single blow. Understand? Then she was gone. 

	"Y-y-yes M-m-mommy. Paul realized he was shaking. He'd never known or understood just how powerful this ghost was, or how much danger he had been in until now. 

	"Baby? Are you almost done?" Grace called. "Need any help in there?"

	"Almost done, M-Mommy!" He Called. Paul rinsed off the last bit of soap and hurried out into the bedroom. . Where Grace knelt in front of a changing mat that Paul had never seen before. Oil, powder, a bottle, and a thick diaper lay next to her. 

	"Lay down, sweetie.” She said. 

	"Yes Mommy.” He said softly, before lowering his bare butt into the crinkling confines of yet another diaper. With only a slight whimper of resignment, he was oiled, powdered, and finally taped into more crinkling bulk. Throughout it all, he drank the bottle of milk she had given him. It tasted sort of strange. It was definitely milk, but it had a kind of sweet and bitter aftertaste. After he'd been diapered and put into a pink nightie, he was tucked into his crib. 

	"Now Sissy, I have a special little task for you.” She had a mischievous look on her face as she leaned against the crib's railing. "When I was at your work I noticed a very good looking man. Tall, chiselled, muscular. Do you know who I'm talking about?"

	"Yes Mommy.” She had to mean John. 

	"Tomorrow you're going to offer to suck his manly 'peepee' as you like to call it. "

	"Mommy!" Paul exclaimed, aghast. 

	"Will it be your first cock?" She asked. 

	Paul nodded. 

	"It's about time. You've been fantasizing about it for years most likely. Judging by the fake penises all over your nursery it's very clear that you're obsessed. I think it's time that you finally live your dream. "

	"But Mommy! I don't-"

	"l know. You're about to say you don't even like men. That's irrelevant and we both know it. If not for your chastity you'd probably be creaming yourself now at the very concept of being forced into it. "

	"But I know John!"

	"If that's really an issue, then there are other options. I know of a few clubs in the next city over. You can suck off as many strangers as you want in a single night!

	"Suck off a stranger?" Paul repeated, shocked at the very concept. 

	"Of course John would be a much safer option, but nothing about being a sissy is necessarily safe. You can protest all you want, but tomorrow you'll either be sucking down a strange man's cum or gargling John's cock. I'll leave it up to you. "

	She passed him his cellphone. "Thanks for not having any password on it.” She said. Paul shot a hateful glance at the ghost who just shrugged. "I now have all the receipts from your orders, the numbers of all your friends and family, and all your friends on social media. I've also added my number to your contacts as "Mommy. "

	"My friends and family?" Paul asked. 

	"Naturally. Almost half of all the sissy stories I read used blackmail to keep the sissies under control. I'm just following along. If you ever act out too badly, everyone you know will get a video of you crying that you're a cock-sucking diaper wearing sissy-baby.” She smiled and shrugged. "Seemed like an easy enough thing to do. 

	"So tomorrow morning you're going to walk into work, and if you choose John, then you'll need to give him my number. I want to receive a picture of my little sissy slut doing what she was made for and appearing to enjoy it. A whole photoshoot would be nice, but I understand if John is a little too distracted for that. If I don't get a picture, then I'll assume that you prefer to spend an evening kneeling in front of a gloryhole, got it?"

	"Yes Mommy.” Paul said. He felt like he was going to be sick. 

	"Good gurl.” She said, "Now I want you to practice tonight, so Instead of a normal pacifier, I want you to use this.” She held up a pacifier, but instead of a rubber bulb, a dildo jutted from the inside of the plastic shield. She held it by one side of a pair of straps designed to hold it in place. 

	"Open for the airplane!" She said playfully as she pushed the head and shaft into his mouth. Paul felt pure disgust at the phallic shape pressing into his mouth, and almost gagged as the tip came to rest at the back of his throat. He coughed. 

	"Now now! Just relax that little throat, baby!" She cooed, "It's good practice. Learn to breathe around the cock like a pro. Let it settle into your relaxed sissy throat. After all, isn't that where you want all real men's dicks? Deep in your throat?

	That's it. Just let your gag reflex fade away.” She picked up her things and returned to the door. 

	"Sweet dreams, sissy!" she called from the doorway. 

	The last thing she did before leaving was turn off the light, leaving Paul in darkness with nothing to do but suck and drool on the dildo, and nothing to think of but the awful prospect of how he was going to proposition John. 

	 

	 


Chapter 8

	The next day, Paul couldn't keep his mind on his work. He'd once again saturated wet himself that morning after holding it in all day. Working the register had at least been complicated enough to allow him to focus on something besides the thoughts of offering john his mouth. 

	"So, how are you going to ask him? Gonna just dramatically drop to your knees and beg?" The ghost asked. 

	Paul looked up and down the aisle to make sure the coast was clear. “I'm still not certain that I'm going to do it.” He whispered. "I've known him for years! There's no way I can just-. . . do. . . something like that!"

	"Well it's either a single cock or an entire night in a public bathroom, taking cock after cock, until your face is coated and your little stomach is full of real men's seed.” She paused and raised a finger to her chin. "Do you think one of those strangers might have an STD?"

	Paul shuddered. “I'll ask him. We both know I'm asking him!" He hissed. 

	"Well should hurry. I bet Mommy is so anxious about her baby girl having her first boyfriend!" And then she was gone. 

	Paul put the last can on the shelf, closed his eyes, steeled his nerves, and then went to find John. 

	"Hey, John?"

	"Yeah man?" He replied without turning around. 

	"Can I talk to you in private?" Paul felt like his throat was stiff. 

	"Sure man, give me a few minutes and I'll meet you in the breakroom. "

	"Alright, meet ya there.” Paul turned and left John to his task of stacking apples. 

	Paul had never felt more embarrassed or scared. Up till now everything he had done publicly could be construed as an accident, and as for the ghost and Grace, they were obviously crazy and into all this. But now he'd actually be asking to do a sexual act on a friend. His knee bounced up and down as he sat at the crappy breakroom's folding table. 

	John sauntered cooly into the room. "Hey, what's up man?"

	"Hey, so I have a favour I want to ask you.” His throat felt tight and his face burned brightly. 

	"Yeah?"

	"Remember what you saw, that one time my pants fell?"

	"Yeah, but don't worry, I haven't told anyone anything about that. I gotchu bro. "

	"Thanks, I appreciate it and all, but that's not what I'm asking about. "

	Paul lowered his voice, just in case. "Remember when you read the stuff on my. . . underwear. . . and asked if I had aa- you know. "

	"A Mommy or Daddy?" John asked. 

	"Yeah, well I didn't, not really anyway, but now I-"

	"Well congratulations on finding someone!" John interrupted. "but I don't know why you're telling me all this. Your kinky relationships are your own thing. "

	"That's kind of just it.” Paul said. "She makes me do. . . stuff.” He whispered. He couldn't bring himself to even say the awful things. 

	"Use diapers and stuff, right? John asked, confident and casual as ever. 

	"Well she wants me to do something else now. "

	"Uh-huh?"

	"She wants me to-well. . . you told me once you were bi and-" John leaned forward, eager to hear how Paul would follow up such a starter. "Well she wants me to learn how to-" He swallowed and closed his eyes. He had to say it. He didn't want to, but he had to. "She wants me to blow a guy.” He opened his eyes. "You, specifically. "

	John's eyebrows went up. "So what happens if I say no?"

	Paul cleared his throat. "Well, she really wants me to do it. She said she'd take me to a-" He blushed and leaned in close before whispering as softly as possible "Glory hole. "

	"Ah, I get it, so you really don't want to do it, but you don't want to work a glory hole even more. So in a way I'm the one doing you a favour by letting you blow me?"

	Paul winced at the crude words being spoken so loudly. "Yeah. . . something like that. So what do you-"

	"Sure, I guess. But definitely not here at work. You may be comfortably shitting yourself around food products, but I still prefer to be a little more hygienic than that. How about you come to my truck at about noon whenever you finish getting your diaper changed?"

	"You know about that?"

	"Bro, hate to tell you, but everyone knows. However, I'm the only one that knows exactly what your girly diapers look like. "

	"Hey! It's not like I-"

	"Yeah yeah, you don't want to wear them. Sure, man.” John chuckled and stood. Maybe after you do your thing we can grab lunch together. "

	"Cool. . . so we're still good?"

	John shrugged indifferently. "Sure, like I said, It's just me doing you a favour. It's just a really weird one"

	"Okay. Thanks for being cool about it. "

	"Sure thing.” John said, turning for the door. 

	"Oh one more thing, she wants you to take a picture of it. And I'm sure she'll text you and ask some questions.”

	"Just text me the number, man. I'll send whatever she needs. "

	"Thanks!" Paul called, but John had already gone. "What the fuck is happening. How did I get to the point where I'm thanking someone for giving them a blowjob?" He thought as he sent him Grace's number. 

	The rest of the morning felt like it flew by far too quickly. The clock was a constant reminder that he was always slightly closer to blowjob time. He did his best to take his mind off of his current situation, but trying to forget an imminent blowjob while a droopy diaper slapped between his thighs was next to impossible. 

	His phone chimed and he read the text from Grace. She'd be a couple hours late and he was to just go on his "date" with John. Paul groaned. The only thing worse than having to give his friend a blowjob would be doing it while wet and gross. 

	His phone dinged again. A text from John. He was supposed to go meet John in the camper of his truck. It was time. With great effort he forced himself forward, into the parking lot, and to John's large truck. He walked to the door in the back and knocked on the thin fiberglass. 

	John opened it up. 

	"Hey, come on in.” He said, motioning Paul into the tiny space. 

	Paul stepped onto the bumper and climbed up into camper. It was a small space, but every bit of it was used efficiently to hold a seat, a bed, and a small kitchenette. 

	"l don't come back here too often unless I need to get away from anything, but it's nice and private at least.” He said. 

	"So. . .” Paul swallowed. He was shaking slightly. "How do we start?"

	"Well first I thought I'd take off my pants.” John said, and before Paul could respond or even process his words, John's pants had already been pushed down, and his flaccid cock, an approximate 4 inches, lay atop his large hairy balls, all of which were nestled in a neatly maintained nest of thick dark pubic hair. 

	"Fuck, just look at it, sissy!" said the invisible ghost in his ear. "That's a real cock. He looks like a completely different species from your pathetic little hairless pinky-finger sized clit.” Paul only distantly heard her, but he knew she was right. Rock hard he wasn't nearly has long or thick as John's flaccid member, and his light and there was no contest between his body hair, which was almost non-existent even before he'd shaved it all off. 

	John snapped his fingers in front of Paul's face, snapping him away from the sight of his clearly superior genitals. 

	"Hey, like what you see?" He asked. 

	"No, it's just- nevermind. "

	"Your turn. Show me yours.” He said, taking the only seat. "It's only fair. "

	"No! l- I can't! I-I'm wet right now!"

	"So? It's just pee, right? You can put it right back on.” John said dismissively. 

	"You have my permission to remove it, and I'm sure Mommy Grace would understand too. In fact, I demand it. "

	Paul inhaled and pushed the waistband of his sweatpants down, revealing the diaper Grace had put him in last night. 

	This one said 'Daddy's little cocksucker' on it. 

	John chuckled. "Well shit, you really dressed for the occasion, didn't you?" 

	"Shut up! It wasn't my choice!"

	"Sure it wasn't. Now stop telling and start showing.” John said teasingly. 

	Paul gulped and undid the tapes. The diaper fell with a dull 'splud' sound, revealing his small hairless balls, and the small flat silver disk that hid every shred of his manhood. Traces of baby powder still clung to his skin, giving his crotch the look of something babyish and premature. 

	John let out a low whistle. "Well holy fuck. "

	"It's normally bigger! It's just-"

	"Listen man, I always thought you'd be a little on the small size, but damn! I didn't think you'd be THAT small. He leaned forward and flicked one of Paul's full, aching balls. Paul felt his penis throb and attempt to get hard from the minor stimulation. It hurt a little and it wasn't pleasant. 

	"They're so little and smooth!" John said, running a finger across his tight, shiny scrotum.” Was it Paul's imagination, or did Paul's penis just pulse softly?

	"Just- can we get this over with?" Paul asked. 

	"Sure, if you think that you can go a few minutes without making a mess. "

	"Shut up. We both know I'm not incontinent.” Paul said indignantly. 

	John reclined into a more comfortable position and opened the camera app on his smartphone. Paul suddenly felt like a spotlight was shining on him. 

	"Do a good job, sissy. Your Mommy sent me a little digital report card to fill out for you. I'm confident you can get some good grades. She's more pessimistic though.” John said. 

	Paul knelt and took a few deep breaths. He couldn't believe he was about to do this. This was disgusting! This was insane! He suddenly couldn't remember how this worked or what he was supposed to do. 

	"Don't worry sissy, I'll give you some pointers.” The ghost said in his ear. "First cup his balls with one hand. "

	"Any day now, cocksucker.” John said jokingly. 

	Paul reached forward with a shaky hand and cupped Johns sizable scrotum. His cock throbbed once. 

	"Now use the other hand to gently lift his cock.” Paul did the same with that hand. It felt so weird to hold another penis besides his own. 

	"Now kiss the tip. "

	Paul leaned forward, and hesitated, Johns slit millimetres from his mouth. Paul forced a swallow again, and then gave the tip a quick peck. 

	"Again, but with passion. You love his cock, you WANT to kiss it. You want to make out with it for hours like it's a pretty girl you are taking out on a date. "

	Paul kissed it again, this time daring to let the very tip past his lips. 

	"Now stroke it slowly while you run your tongue around his head. One stroke per circle. "

	Paul forced his tongue to make contact. It tasted salty and smooth. He began to stroke it and lick. He could feel it hardening, growing longer and harder with each stroke. 

	"Stop for a moment and suck on it and moan. Real men love it. The vibrations of it feel nice, and they always blow their load faster if they think you're into it. "

	Paul blushed and let out a soft little whimper. 

	"l said moan, not whine like a useless little wimp. If you can't moan around a cock then what good are you? Do it!"

	Paul moaned and allowed the entire glans inside his mouth and sucked on it. 

	"Now look up and give some eye contact and smile. Making it hot and intimate is everything for real men. "

	Paul raised his gaze and looked up into John's face. He returned Paul's gaze and smiled. "So far so good, sissy.” He said. 

	The ghost continued the instructions. "Now increase the pace and go a little lower on it every time. Take more and more of it into your little whore mouth every third time you go down. Give your throat a little time to adjust to your gag reflex. "

	Paul obeyed dutifully and soon had half of it in his mouth, the glans hitting the entrance to his throat with each stroke. It definitely tasted saltier now. He tried not to think about how much precum he was probably swallowing. 

	John moaned. His breathing was a little harder and deeper now and he was leaned back in the chair, looking up at the ceiling. 

	"Moan. Higher pitch, then relax the back of your throat. It'll take a little bit of force, but you'll feel his dick 'pop' into your throat. Do it a few times to get used to the sensation. 

	Paul obeyed yet again. This time it was much harder to fight back the gag reflex. He felt like he was choking, and the gag reflex was making his eyes tear up. 

	"Oooh, Fuuuuck!" John moaned. Paul's own penis throbbed and twitched. Paul realized that he'd never had a blowjob in his life. Did it really feel this good? Would he ever know how it felt to get a good blowjob?

	The ghost continued her instructions as Paul followed along. "You're ready now to take him deeper. Deep breath, relax the throat and allow him in. stroke him off with your throat. It'll feel like you're choking but just keep holding your breath and don't gag or choke. Moderation. Three throat strokes, then take a breath and repeat. If you need to take your mind off your throat concentrate on softly fondling his balls. Keep stroking him whenever he's not completely inside your throat. Good sissy. You're doing very well. You're a natural. This is who you are. This is where you're meant to be, on your knees. You could never be the one in the chair with your sad little clitty. "

	John moaned loudly and placed a hand on top of Paul's head. It felt heavy and large. Paul had never felt like less of a man in that moment. 

	"Such a good sissy.” The ghost cooed in his ear. "A good enthusiastic blowjob deserves a little reward. Keep sucking like this, and you'll earn a little relief.” She said, and Paul felt her fingers slip against his prostate, rubbing it softly in time with his efforts on John's cock. The deeper he took john and the faster he bobbed, the faster and more pressure he felt on his prostate. It felt so good he barely noticed his restrained cock crying with arousal and pain behind the flat chastity cage. 

	His moans began to match John's as they both reeled in their own worlds of pleasure. 

	"He's starting to get close. Be a good gurl and take his semen wherever he wants. If he pulls out, smile with your mouth open as he paints your face. If he doesn't pull out, you're to catch his cum in your mouth and show him before you swallow. A good sissy is happy to take a real man's jizz. If you're bad, I'll make you so sorry that you'll be begging to suck cock again to prove you are a good little slut. "

	John gasped, and Paul felt the large powerful member pulse in his mouth. "Oh fuck" He thought "Please pull out! I don't want to taste it!"

	Both John’s hands impaled Paul's face onto his cock as he came. Paul's mouth and throat filled with rope after rope of thick white cum. The salty, musky taste filled his mouth and nose. His mouth couldn't contain it all. He swallowed as much of it as he could over and over, nearly gagging at the thick slimy texture, then, as commanded by his invisible tormentor, he pulled his drool and tear covered face from John's hairy groin, and beamed like an idiot as he showed off the reward in his mouth. John's eyes were glazed over with post-nut haze, but the phone still pointed at Paul, videoing every shameful second. In that moment, Paul could feel the entire dynamic of his relationship with John change. They were no longer coworkers, associates, friends, acquaintances, or anything even remotely normal like that. Paul wasn't sure what exactly they were now, but he was definitely the lesser of the two; the one who was meant to be used, while John was the one who did the using. 

	Paul stood and wiped at his mouth as though it wasn't already too late for him to regain some respect. 

	"Oh my god.” John said, snapping from his blissful state. "Did you- did you actually cum?" He asked. 

	"What? No! I-" Paul felt yet another panic as he glanced down at the chastity and hairless balls. Semen had trickled from his cage, and running down his balls, which were now shiny and sticky with his discharge. It had even pooled onto his thighs, which shown with a mixture of his cum and precum. Until now he hadn't known that his cum could be manually milked from him via his prostate. This didn't look good. His mouth hung open and he tried to cover up the sticky mess he'd made. "l swear, this isn't what it-"

	"I'll tell you what it looks like. It looks like you are such a hungry slut that you just came from sucking me off.” John said with a laugh. "I didn't know that you wanted this so badly!"

	"l didn't want this!" He said hotly. 

	John glanced toward his chastity cage. A little trickle of white semen half-dried on it. "Now don't throw a tantrum just cuz I know what a bratty cock slut you are now.” John said. 

	"l swear! It's this fucking chastity cage! I'm so pent up I can't help anything that happens down there!" Paul protested. He grabbed his diaper and pulled the wet clammy garment up his legs. He had to hide

	"Whatever you say.” John said, and tossed him a roll of tape. "Use that, it'll help keep your cocksucker uniform up and sealed. In the future maybe we should keep it on in case you have another number three when you give me blowjobs. "

	"Oh shut up.” Paul said, wrapping the tape around the waist of the diaper. It really did work well to support the diaper's wet weight. Between wearing a wet diaper and being naked, he'd take the diaper. "This isn't happening again. "

	"Aww, such a temper tantrum! Maybe your mommy will lend me a paddle for my camper.” John said teasingly. "Now I know how much you secretly love blowing me, and your mommy will too when she gets that video of you being a total whore and creaming yourself over my dick. You don't have to hide it anymore. We all know that you'd love to do this every day. "

	Paul went pale. "Every day?" He asked. 

	"Maybe. Every other day probably. . . don't worry though, I can see from your attitude right now that it's only fun if you're being made to. . . . so how about a nice big spanking if you ever slack or don't give one as good as the one you gave today?

	'You- You'd spank me?" Paul asked, his stomach turning. He could feel his friendship with John dying, and being reborn as something new. 

	"Your mommy and I have been texting and she says you're a total pussy when it comes to spankings, and that it's the only way to make you behave as your true self. "

	"That's a really stupid thing to say.” Paul said. "If you hurt someone of course they'll admit to anything. "

	"Is that what happened?" John asked, leaning forward in his seat. "You got spanked so hard you agreed to suck cock and shit in a diaper?"

	"Yeah.” Paul said. "More or less. "

	"So why did I see you using a diaper before you had a mommy?" John asked. 

	Paul's mouth went dry. There wasn't any rational explanation he could offer for that. It was a slam dunk case against him. 

	In an instant, John's thick arms and large rough hands grabbed Paul, and with an embarrassingly unmanly squeal he was pulled unceremoniously over John's still-bare lap. His legs kicked and he grabbed at anything he could to pull himself away as he suddenly found himself in a very similar spanking position. Despite his best efforts he remained on John's lap. He might as well have been fighting against a silverback gorilla. 

	"When I texted her," john started, "your mommy did say that there was one thing I should do to earn the blowjob you just gave me.” John said. 

	"Stop! Let me go-mgh!" His demands had been interrupted by a wad of John's underwear being shoved into his mouth. 

	"Your mommy said what I should do if you lied, and after that fantastic blowjob I'm feeling especially indebted to her. So here's what's going to happen. As a form of justice based on your lie, I'm going to spank you half as hard as I imagine it'd take to make me agree to use a silly diaper like yours. After that, to give you a chance, I'll ask you a few questions to see if you've learned your lesson. If you are still lying, I'll give you the other half. Got it?" He asked. 

	"MMMGHHH!" Paul screamed into the underwear gag. He could feel some scissors cut through the sides of the diaper, which was roughly pulled from his body. Was it his imagination, or did he feel Johns cock hardening against his stomach?

	"Poor little sissy.” The ghost giggled. "The more you fight against your new life, the harder it will be. Accept it. You belong on your knees, filling diapers and being filled by men. . . but by all means continue to fight it. Watching you get spanked like a little crybaby bitch never gets old!"

	The first spanks themselves weren't hard at first, but the pace was constant, and without reprieve. What was just a slapping sensation became a consistent stinging, then a burning with a stabbing pain with every spank, after that it became pure agony. By the time John paused Paul was limp over his lap and choking back sobs. "If this is only half the spanking needed to make John admit what I've admitted to. . . am I actually a wimp?" He thought. 

	"Now then, Paul. Let's see if you've learned your lesson with an easy one. Did you like sucking my cock?" John pulled the wet underwear from Paul's mouth and rested a calloused hand against his ass. 

	"Yes! I loved it!" Paul sobbed, hoping his enthusiasm sounded genuine. 

	"Wow, your mommy was right, you really are a pussy when it comes to spankings! And so honest now! Do you like wearing your girly diapers and being changed by your mommy?" John asked again. 

	"Yes! I love my diapers and getting changed!" John said, fresh tears of humiliation running down his cheeks. 

	"If I asked, would you be here every day slobbering all over my dick?" He asked again. 

	"Ye-esss!" Paul sobbed. That hadn't even been a lie. He had zero doubts that the ghost and Grace would happily have him kneeling before John. 

	"See? Isn't it much better when you're honest?" John said, helping Paul to a standing position. "Now get dressed. Your mommy's waiting for you in the men's room with a fresh diaper. No doubt she'll be very proud of what a good job you did. "

	Paul stood hastily, eager to leave this horrible camper He'd only just gotten dressed when John drew his attention with a fake cough. . 

	"Before you leave, someone needs a nice big kiss goodbye.” He motioned to his cock, which had once again risen into a large 8" erection. A dewdrop of precum had already gathered at the tip. 

	Paul felt sick, but his ass burned too brightly for him to even risk hesitation. He knelt and gave the cock head a kiss, sucked on the head for just a moment, and licked away the precum. John exhaled and closed his eyes at the wonderful sensation. 

	Before anything else could go wrong, Paul stood and quickly rushed from the camper and to his next scheduled diaper change. . 

	 

	 


Chapter 9

	Despite Paul's best attempts his life fell into a routine fit for a diaper-wearing sissy. The frequency at which the ghost threatened him with extreme punishments decreased. The almost nonstop 'attitude adjustments' Mommy Grace administered to him dropped in necessity, but she still made sure to keep him adequately submissive with maintenance spankings, at a regular interval. These were no less brutal, and administered biweekly regardless of his good or bad behavior. 

	Even John became a routine part of his life. Every day, he would waddle out to John's camper to swallow a hot lunch of fresh semen from his ex-friend before getting changed from his diapers by his mommy on the floor of the employee bathroom. While John still balked at the official title of 'Daddy' he preferred that Paul call him 'Sir', a pseudonym that made Johns sizable manhood pulse whenever John uttered it. On rare occasions that Paul managed to keep his diaper dry until noon John would sometimes bend him over and fuck him as though he were a bitch in heat. At the ghost's behest he had been forced to moan and beg for John to fuck him harder and deeper, these demands had been such a turn-on for John that he began to expect them by default. Anything that could be interpreted as a lack of enthusiasm immediately earned him a spanking, under suspicion that he was holding in his sissiness. 

	As the weeks passed, Paul began to forget how having a cock felt. The closest thing to a satisfying sexual experience was the rare event of John fucking him, his manly cock manually milking a few drops of relief from Paul's swollen balls. 

	The weeks grew into months and Paul began to see the ghost less frequently. He wasn't sure if her spirit was fading, or if she was just testing him, daring him to rebel against his new life, as if he even could anymore. Once, after the ghost had been absent for two weeks, he tried to tell his Mommy that he didn't need diapers anymore. The ghost had immediately materialized and he found himself emptying his bowels loudly mid-sentence. Then she'd squeezed his sissy grapes until he cried, a reaction his Mommy interpreted as normal sissy-baby behavior. 

	A few months after that, his potty training began to fade away. Half the time he didn't even know he was 'going pee-pee' until his diaper was already wet, a realization that made him cry pathetically the first time it happened, and then he'd sobbed even harder when Mommy held him and gave him a bottle to comfort him, actions that had only driven home what a pathetic sissy-baby he'd become. 

	Paul hadn't even realized what was in his bottles until a few months later when his Mommy surprised him with his first bra, a gift that puzzled him until she pointed out the breasts he'd been steadily growing on the bottled mixture of baby formula, oestrogen, and testosterone blockers. He'd bawled and insisted he wasn't a girl, to which Mommy had just spanked him until he thanked her politely and asked her to please put it onto him. Mommy, however, later decided that bras were for big girls, and decided that he should stick to having his titties dangle and jiggle in the open air whenever he was home. His breasts grew to unhideable C-cups; permanent alterations to his body that John greatly enjoyed to grope and tease whenever he fucked Paul. With his breasts and months of hormones, Paul hated to admit that he made a convincing girl. Every time he caught a glimpse of his reflection he felt his shrunken peepee twitch with the hormone-atrophied remnants of an erection. 

	All of this had led to this moment. As he did every evening he sat in his highchair, trapped by a tray that his padded mittens didn't permit him to remove without Mommy's help. He suckled at the penis pacifier, his thick pink nipples stiff in the cool air of the dining room. This time however, instead of Mommy bringing in his usual hormone-laced bottle and pureed dinner, she brought in a little pink cupcake with a lit candle in it. In her other hand she held a manila folder and a pen. 

	"Happy birthday, baby!" She beamed. "One whole year as my baby! Hasn't the time just flown by?" Paul nodded slowly and suckled his pacifier a little harder. 

	"Because you've been SUCH a good gurl, Mommy has some news for you!" As he often did, he just sucked his pacifier while she talked at him. His contributions to conversations with Mommy were as unnecessary as they were impossible with his mouth full of rubber penis. 

	"Mommy's retiring! Surprise!" She said happily. 

	Paul's heart skipped a beat. Was someone else going to change him during his lunch breaks?

	"Aww, don't worry baby! Since I'm retiring, that means you are too! You'll get to be my full-time little diapered sissy-girl!"

	Paul's heart fell, but he forced a big smile and gurgled out an excited squeal like he'd forced himself to do hundreds of times before. 

	"That's right! So exciting! That said, I think it's time that you move in with me. A little wimp like you needs constant supervision. "

	Paul swallowed and contained what was left of the male voice yelling inside his head. The few moments when he was free to be himself were disappearing. Now he'd be living and acting like the slutty sissy-baby she knew him to be 24/7. 

	"l know it's a big step! But since today is your sissy birthday, I have a few gifts for you. "

	Paul fought the inclination to roll his eyes. His gifts were always baby or kink related. He expected her to pull out a package with another pink dress, or a new stroller. Instead she opened the manila envelope and took out a bundle of papers. 

	"I've already filled all this paperwork in with your information. In the morning, I'll be mailing these documents out, and afterward they'll be official.” Paul felt a stab of fear. This wasn't going to be good. 

	"The first is an official name change! Since I'm your mommy, I've taken the liberty of naming you. Soon you'll officially have 'Pansy' and 'Penny' as your first and middle names! The government might consider you 'trans' but we both will know better. You're no more a trans woman than you are a man. "

	One year ago Paul would have kicked, screamed, and rebelled against this any way he possibly could. Now, the only sign of apprehension was a slight stiffening of his throat as he repressed the part of him that was screaming and crying at the nightmarish prospect of being 'Sissy Pansy Penny'. "Fank 'oo 'Ommy!" He burbled happily. 

	"l knew you'd love it!" she laughed. "And since you only really use one room of this house, I've taken the liberty of signing it into my possession. We'll move your nursery into my house, and the sale of the house will finance all the diapers, baby food, and sex toys you'll need for the rest of your silly sissy life!"

	"B-but Mommy!" He gasped, the pacifier falling from his mouth where it dangled from the it's clip on his onesie. "Sshh. The only 'buts' sissies have are the ones that get taped into diapers.” She said, pushing the rubber cock into his mouth. He suckled at it obediently. 

	"Now lastly, this paperwork gives me full power of attorney and appoints me as your legal guardian in all matters, and this puts you into a conservatorship. The result of these is that I will manage your body, your belongings, and everything else you can think of. And if I pass, your good friend John will take ownership of you. But if you're worried that you won't be able to suck his cock in retirement, think again. He's already agreed to be your babysitter whenever I'm away!"

	Paul, now Pansy, was silent and still. It felt like he was in a surreal dream. For an entire year he'd had nothing but the hope that this would all someday end, or that he could somehow escape, but now he was losing even that. This would be his life now and forever. 

	"But Mommy knows how scary these big changes can be for her little pansy, so I have a special reward to make you happy on your sissy birthday. Today I'll be unlocking your chastity cage during your change tonight. "

	That got Pansy's attention. He sat upright and sucked fervently on his pacifier. 

	"That got your attention, now didn't it?" She cooed. "Mommy's gonna take off your cage, cover your whole diaper area with lube, and tape you up into three thick diapers for the night. Then I'll take a nice video of you making stickies as you hump your big teddy bear. How does that sound?"

	Pansy didn't even care about the humiliation anymore. He would finally be able to cum! He nodded enthusiastically. 

	"Oh fank oo 'ommee!" He exclaimed. 

	"That's my good Sissy Pansy," Grace giggled. "Maybe if you're good we can make it an annual thing. Of course, I'll be videoing it like I do all your silly sissy firsts. "

	Pansy hadn't expected anything different. And an hour later, for the first time in a year, after squeaking and moaning, he came in his diaper as he furiously humped his permanently flaccid penis against his teddy bear. As he lay gasping against his teddy bear, he realized that he'd gone peepee in his diaper during his "sex" without even knowing it. For the first time he felt the crushing post-orgasm shame of an entire year of humiliation. It was devastating. He began crying harder than he had in months as He became acutely aware of what he had become, what he had done, and what the rest of his sissy life would entail. 

	"Sshhh, there there.” Grace cooed, pulling him close and stroking his long hair. She sounded legitimately worried. "I'm sorry, baby. I thought that would be a nice birthday treat for you.” She pulled down her blouse and pressed her nipple into the wailing sissy's mouth, silencing him as he began to suckle. After an entire year, his oral fixation had become one of the few comforts in his new life. 

	"There, just suckle Mommy. It's okay. Ssshhhhh" Mommy continued to stroke Pansy's hair as his cries turned to hiccups. "Now I know better. It's okay, Pansy. Everything is alright. I promise I'll never take your chastity off again. "

	Pansy whimpered. And buried his blushing face in the soft flesh of her breast. He hated to admit it but he knew she was right. The post-orgasm shame wasn't worth it. He hadn't been aware how helpful the constant horniness had been to make his life tolerable. All he wanted now was to be back in his cage, leaking precum into his diaper like he had been. If this was the result of cumming, then he knew he didn't want it. 

	Sissy Pansy knelt on the floor of Grace's living room. Two years of living on his hands and knees had rendered him immune to the aching knees and wrists that used to plague him. Before him was the familiar sight, smell, and taste of his babysitter John. Grace, like usual, was enjoying her retirement, and if her night went well, she'd be bringing home a nice full condom for Pansy to eagerly consume. 

	Within Pansy's diaper, and jutting into her completely destroyed hole, was a dildo at least four inches in diameter, set to a low vibrate setting. While John slumbered on the couch, Pansy slowly raised and lowered herself on the massive toy, enjoying the only form of sexual pleasure he'd known for years. As he slowly bounced on the dildo, the tiny tinkling bells attached to his nipple piercings tinkled softly. The silver bells had been a birthday gift for him, and now he wore them 24/7, just like he always wore the pink collar he had received last year. Unless he was being taken for a walk in his large stroller, the piercings and collar were the only things he ever wore from the waist up. 

	Behind him some sports announcer on TV excitedly talked of something miraculous occurring while a crowd roared, Pansy felt slightly tempted to turn and see what had occurred, but didn't dare break the loving embrace of her mouth on John's superior balls. Grace had insisted that Pansy never watch anything above a preschool level. Even most Disney movies had been labelled as 'too mature' for the pathetic sissy. Now, years later, he preferred learning his primary colors and shapes over and over to any other form of content. Romance movies were just a reminder of love that he would never feel. Action movies reminded him of fun and dangerous things that he would never experience. Nearly every show, movie, and documentary served as a reminder that he wasn't even a person anymore, and would never have a career, a wife, children, or serve as anything other than another man's plaything. At least with baby cartoons he was safe from the awful reminders. Sometimes though, if he was extra good, he would be allowed to watch porn of submissive people giving blowjobs or being fucked, completely without any semblance of story structure. They were for his education, not entertainment, though the shrunken remnants of his penis still sometimes twitched with envy at the sight of a man being pleasured. 

	He'd spent so long frustratedly rubbing his diaper praying to cum as he dribbled precum into his soft crinkly folds. Over time though, he'd accepted that he'd never take pride in anything manly or adult again, and instead had sought comfort in taking pride in the only skill he could actually practice and hone. Now, every time he saw porn, he studied every detail. . . the way a tongue would move, the twisting action of hips as they ground against a cock, The way fingers tapped along a rigid shaft during a hand job. . . he took it upon himself to master them all. And it was with no small amount of shame that he felt a sick sense of pride every time he pulled a moan from John, or was able to get him hard again in record time after an orgasm. It was his only option. Either become the most eager and skilled cumdump in the world, or go insane from acute boredom. 

	His skills had led him to this moment. John was asleep after five incredible orgasms that Pansy had appeared to happily swallow with unmatched enthusiasm. Now all he could do was wait for John to wake before begging to relieve him of another load of his delicious semen. 

	"Well hello there, Pansy.” came a familiar voice as the ghost drifted into being on the couch besides John. Despite how real she appeared, her weightlessness didn't allow her to sink into the couches’ cushions at all. 

	Pansy anxiously sucked Johns scrotum a little harder. He'd assumed that the ghost had gone for good, disappeared years ago after taking her vengeance on him. 

	She giggled. "l must say, you've come a long way!" She leaned forward and patted Pansy's head like the pet she was. "You've done what I couldn't. You've found a way to be someone's property and eke out a happy existence at it. You've no idea how proud I am of your pathetic little broken mind. I've been watching you nonstop for the last couple years, and It's been so fun watching the horror in your eyes turn to pride when your daddy pumps a thick salty load down your throat. "

	She moved over, her body phasing through John, until she sat exactly where he sat, giving the illusion that Pansy was sucking her balls. 

	"Years ago, when I was alive, I was forced into a marriage with a man who didn't love me, a man who treated like a sex object. There was no escape, no ability for divorce. . . ' couldn't even legally open a bank account on my own as a woman.” She brushed an icy finger against Pansy's cheek. "l became consumed with anger and hate. . . the only escape I could think of was death.” She smiled down at the sissy. "Don't stop bouncing on that toy on my account. Keep going.” Pansy obediently resumed moving up and down on the dildo. 

	"Turns out that death was just another prison, since I was too enveloped in rage and vengeance against men. . . but now look at what I've accomplished.” She beamed proudly. "You're no different in purpose than I was. I've taken a daring young man with a job and property, and turned him into an enslaved little cocksucking pansy with no hope of anything but diaper changes. . . destined for a life of dependency and eternal sexual frustration. You're completely trapped and will be forever.” She giggled. I just had to watch for a few years to be sure that there was no escape for you. 

	Inside his padded mittens, Pansy balled up his fists in impotent rage. She was right, of course. If he ran away there was nowhere he could go, and there was absolutely no way he'd ever convince anyone that he wasn't exactly where he wanted to be. Any attempt would just lead to a vicious spanking, one his owners assumed he wanted. 

	"For the first time I can remember, I feel at peace. I've had my vengeance. . . .” She hooked a finger under Pansy's chin and raised his gaze to meet her undead stare. "So I suppose this is goodbye. Have a good life as your owners' sex toy you filthy little slut!"

	Her voice echoed as she slowly faded away. . . she was gone. . . gone forever. And here he was, on his knees, locked forever into a life of her choosing. He felt a stream of urine trickling down his shrunken, hairless sissy-berries. 

	John stirred, and his cock twitched, a sign that he may be able to get erect again. Pansy released his balls, and carefully took his stiffening cock deeply into his mouth. He'd never made John cum while he was asleep before. If he could pull it off, it would be a new achievement for him. The ghost had been right. This was his new life, and he was going to make the best of it the only way he knew how. 

	FIN
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