Part Six of Nine.

The next morning, Mrs. Poulter entered the bedroom and pulled back the covers.  Not only had the frightened Julian wet, but the bedding was absolutely soaked!  Suddenly, her nose caught the now familiar whiff of a messy diaper.  Without saying a word, she wrenched his damp thighs apart and saw brown staining on the sodden sheets.

"You dirty boy!"  Her anger was real and she really wanted to punish him.  A punishment to suit the crime, she seethed to herself.  The diaper was loose and bunched between his legs and she examined his mess once again.  It must have been that powder that Felicity added to the bedtime milk last night, she realised.  But on the other hand, Julian was not to know that, now, was he?

"Didn't Nanny tell you not to wet last night?"  Mrs. Poulter asked, dropping his knees to the soaking sheets.

"I am sorry," Julian wailed.  "I couldn't help it!"  Mrs. Poulter went into the chest and pulled out four limb restraints.  Glumly, Julian allowed her to spread eagle his arms and legs to the four corners of the bed.

"This is so everyone can see what a pissy, shitty little baby you are," she explained caustically.  "So that when Gloria and Mrs. Poulter have to wash your dirty sheets and dirty diapers today, they can imagine how they got like that.  I don't think they'll be very pleased, will they?"  Julian groaned with a depressed sigh.

Half an hour later, Gloria and Rachel entered the room and gazed down on the helpless figure lying on his filthy sheets.  They were both stony faced and angry.

"We have got to wash you, and punish you.  But nobody told us in what order."  Gloria said, unbuckling the straps around his ankles.  When his limbs had been freed, the pins were removed on his diaper, and the rancid towelling pulled away.  Rachel held his legs in the air, while Gloria scraped as much of the mess away from his bottom.  Julian was made to stand by the side of the bed while they stripped the soiled sheets off.  Finally Gloria arranged the soiled diaper at the head of the bed in such a way that the mess was inside.  With horror, Julian realised what they were planning.

"Get on the rubber sheet, face down and take advantage of the pillow we've arranged for you," Gloria ordered.

Naked and trembling, Julian did as he was bid.  The damp rubber was cold and clammy but that presently was the least of his problems.  He didn't want to lie anywhere near the dirty diaper that Gloria intended he use as a pillow but in the end he had no choice.  Two firm hands at the back of his neck pushed him on relentlessly downwards.

"That's it, Baby.  Enjoy your own muck.  After all, we've got to rinse it out later, haven't we?"  While Julian was suffering, his face pressed into his own soiled diaper, the girls re-strapped his limbs to the four corners of the bed.  Rachel and Gloria both took up positions each side of the bed and started beating on his bare bottom with alternative slaps.  Mildly at first, but the slaps slowly got harder and faster until only Julian's screams broke the machine gun rattle of flesh on flesh slapping.

Finally they stopped, both Rachel and Gloria sweating and breathing heavily.  Gloria touched himself and a secret smile passed between them.  As a parting measure, Rachel gave Julian's head a hard push into the foetid cloth.

"Now stay there, and don't you dare mess on the rubber sheet!"  

Descent into Infancy.
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