
"Hello!" the cry came from down in the kitchen. Simon froze one the changing table, the sodden toweling over his face feeling very claustrophobic now.
"Alison!" shouted Silvia, "we are upstairs in the Nursery. Come on up." Simon felt his heart beating faster as Alison’s footsteps clattered in the hallway, followed by the gentle thuds as he nimbly climbed the carpeted stairs.
Both women started laughing as Alison entered the Nursery. Simon screwed up his eyes as Silvia pulled the sodden nappy off his face.
"Simon, say hello to Alison, or should I say ‘Sister’ as that is what you will be calling her from now on." Simon focused his eyes fearfully on the pretty brunette smiling down at him. She was wearing her hospital tunic as she would be shortly on her way off to work. Alison lightly ran two fingers across the top of his padded plastic pants.
"Finally, your long suffering wife has come to her senses and is now taking control of this relationship." Simon whimpered as she pressed down on the padded bulk between his legs, the compression feeling uncomfortable on his testicles. Silvia giggled. 
"I told him that you would be taking care of his medical needs." Alison nodded and smiled.
"Has be moved his bowels yet?" She sniffed the air. "I can’t smell faeces."
"No," replied Siliva. "He normally visits the toilet after breakfast, but I am concerned he might resist willingly defecating in his nappies." Alison pulled two latex gloves from the box next to the changing table and made a show of snapping them on over a pale looking Simon.
"Simon?" queried Alison. "Are you going to resist, like your Mummy says you will?" Simon looked puzzled.
"Mummy?" Both women laughed. 
"Of course Mummy!," Silvia said. "Your real Mother does not want the job any more. She will help out with your care, but I will be taking the role of ‘Mother’ now!"
Simon’s face screwed up with emotion. "Silvia, how can you treat me like this! He blubbed loudly. Fresh tears balled up in the corner of his eyes. Silvia’s face immediately darkened, she stamped her foot on the floor and slammed a hand down onto Simon’s nappy. He howled out, as pain burned across his groin. 
"You will only address me as ‘Mummy’ now and I want only baby talk, do you understand?"
Simon nodded, terrified by her tone.
"Wonderful!" approved Alison. She opened the packet and peeled three suppositories from their shells. "Can you open up his nappy for me so that I can send these ‘little helpers’ up to their rightful home.." Helplessly, Simon lay there as his wife deftly stripped off his nappy and exposed his anus to Alison’s probing fingers. Simon felt cold lubricant being spread between his crack, before an invasive finger took him by surprise. He gasped.
"Oww!! That hurts!" He wailed. Alison laughed.
"I almost said don't be a baby, but that would be ridiculous! Wouldn't it?" She pushed further, ignoring further protests from the suffering Simon, before withdrawing her latex covered finger and examining it. Simon cringed with humiliation as she held the poop stained digit under his nose. 
"Well, as your Nurse, I think I should start to move that out of your bottom, and into your nappy. Won't that be nice?" Silvia covered his testicles with her hand, her frown left no doubt that the question was to be answered correctly.
"Yes please Sister," Simon shivered as Alison stripped of the soiled glove and replaced it with a clean on. She held up the first suppository.
"This, along with his two companions, will melt inside your bottom and the chemical works by stimulating the nerve endings in the walls of the colon and rectum. This causes the muscles in the intestinal wall to contract more often and with increased force, you will move your bowels." Alison smiled at the look of horror on Simon's face. She pushed the first pessery up as far as she could with her middle finger, closely followed by the remaining two. As Silvia pinned up the nappy, Alison looked down at Simon, a mask of contempt painted on her face.
"I don't know why Silvia has stayed with you, but I promised to support her. Especially as she has chosen this path for you. I have always thought you were a weak and arrogant wimp, and when Silvia show'd me your shit-stained underpants, guess what? I wasn't at all surprised!" Silvia smiled at Simon's degradation, amused at her friend vented spleen. Simon shifted on the table as Silvia tidied the plastic pants around his thick terry nappy.
"When will those suppositories kick in?" Silvia asked.
"He might try and resist, but max. 30 minutes, he will fill his nappies." Alison smiled. "I don't know how long you intend to leave him wallowing in his own filth, but nappy rash will intensify with excrement. Nappy rash can be extremely painful and cause the sufferer great distress." Silvia smiled at Alison's torturous dialogue. "Yes,  it will make his skin become sore and irritated wherever it is exposed to unprotected urine and faeces, resulting in inflamed pink, red spots or blotches. Extremely painful, a punishment fit for the crime,” she added as an afterthought.

“Have you finished cleaning the bath yet?” Silvia asked, opening the bathroom door. 
“Yes Mummy,” mumbled Simon through his dummy. As instructed, he was sitting on the closed toilet lid, waiting for Silvia to inspect his endeavors.
She waved a hand in front of her face. “Gosh, you stink, foul urchin!” Simon cringed under his wife’s degrading treatment.  Shortly after Alison had left for work, the predictable bowel movement occurred, witnessed first hand by Silvia as he sat in his new highchair, eating breakfast. Now, two hours later, the sticky caustic contents of his terry nappy were etching painfully into his skin. Silvia glanced at the bath and noted that it now gleamed like new. She was pleasantly surprised.
“Good Job Darling Boy! You have earned that nappy change. Stand up.” Feeling strangely elated, Simon stood, while his wife popped open the studs at his crotch. He held his arms aloft as Silvia pulled off the Onsie. She took a moment to inspect the drooping nappy, clearly visible under the clear plastic pants. “Just look at yourself.” Silvia turned him in the direction of the full length bathroom mirror. His nappy was clearly stained under the plastic pants. “Aren’t you feeling sorry for yourself now? I mean, we could have been on holiday now, as husband and wife, enjoying ourselves.. and now, Baby Simon is having his toilet training all over again!” Simon’s face creased up with the latest humiliation, and tears sprung out of his screwed up eyes. Silvia rubbed them away with her thumbs. “There, there, Mummy make it all better. Taking his hand, she led him across the landing and into the Nursery. Without prompting, Simon climbed up onto the padded surface of the changing table and shivered as Silvia fastened his ankles into the stirrups and tightened the strap across his arms and chest, effectively making him immobile. She was enjoying herself immensely having such power over her husband. If only she’d known about his submissiveness when they had first met! Now she had plenty of catching up to do.
“Silvia, are you home?” Simon’s heart stopped in his chest! It was his Mother! She had let herself into the house. Silvia smiled down at Simon’s grief stricken face.
“Hi Doris, we are upstairs in the Nursery. Come on up.” She shouted. “I think your Mother is about to get a sense of Déjà vu, don’t you think?” Silvia whispered down at him. Doris entered the nursery and her hand flew to her mouth in surprise and shock.
“Simon! You have made a dreadful mess of yourself!” Simon wished the floor would open up and swallow him. He screwed up his eyes and turned away from his mother.
Silvia pulled on a pair of latex gloves. 
“He is probably a bit bigger  now than the last time you had him on the changing table,” smiled Silvia. Doris shook her head.
“Sadly, not so much,” she replied. “But I always dreamed of returning Simon to Nappies, but now it is a reality.” Doris watched her daughter in law un-snap Simon’s plastic pants and pull them away, leaving Simon only in his befouled nappy. Doris pulled a couple of tissues from the dispenser and dabbed at the tear streaks on Simon’s face. He opened his eyes and gazed up at his mother.
“Don’t cry, Sweetheart. I think we all know that this is what you truly need… and want?” His Mother’s question hung on the air as Silvia began the grim task of unpinning his nappy and wiping the bulk of the mess down onto itself. Simon cried out as the cloth rasped on his raw skin, but Silvia wasn’t thinking of Simon’s comfort at the moment. Simon wasn’t to be spared that humiliation as the large mirror on the ceiling forced him to absorb his own befoulment and suffering. But the humiliation from the dirty nappy change paled into insignificance as his penis reared up erect while he was being cleaned, and, with a will of its own, continued to swell in size until it was at full mast. Silvia appeared somewhat embarrassed by his state, but Doris broke the ice.
“Simon, even as a toddler would get an erection when I cleaned his bottom. I am quite used to it now.”
“Really?” Questioned Silvia. “I am positive that this soiling is a sexual thing. Part of his perverse nature.” Doris looked awkward. “What is it?” Silvia prompted.
“Well, when he was a late teenager..” 
“Mother!!” Simon interrupted. “Don’t!!”  Silvia glared his shrill interjection down. She raised a threatening hand to his terrified face.
“.. was having a clean nappy put on by me,” continued Doris. “I instructed him to masturbate himself otherwise I would never have got the nappy on. I used to watch, impatient to get on, but I never really appreciated that he ‘got off’ on me watching.” Silvia laughed as she dried off Simon’s clean bottom and dusted it generously with talc.
“Now that must have been fun to watch!” Silvia tickled Simon under the chin. “Will you masturbate for both of us now?” Doris looked uneasy, but just for a moment, then beamed out in approval.
It was all too much for Simon.
“No Mummy!” He wailed. “I don’t want too.. Not here!” His wife just smiled as she released his arm from the restraining strap and dropped his hand down onto his rigid penis.
“Darling Simon.” Silvia warned coldly. “Don’t cross me on this one.” Despite her cold threat, Simon frowned his defiance up at her. Silvia went to the sluice and retrieved the folded up soiled nappy. She held it an inch from his nose. 
“This nappy gets tied onto your face for as long as it takes to do what you are told, and that’s a promise.” The overbearing foul smell of the threat hanging above him did the trick and he surrendered to her will.
“Quickly!” Silvia barked. “We haven’t got all day!” Simon increased in pace as his face screwed up in concentration. Silvia was amazed how quickly he dropped his shame and became 100% focused on his own pleasure. His frantic jerking lasted only a few seconds more before his loins erupted with powerful and copious squirts of hot semen covering his chest and face. Silvia looked up at Doris, who had a far away flushed expression on her face.
“I have never seen that before,” she whispered. “That boy was very stimulated.”
“Amazing what a soiled nappy change does for his drive,” Silvia said coyly. Using Baby Wipes, she cleaned the semen off him, and ignored his discomfort as his penis received the same hygienic standard, above and beneath the foreskin. 
“Haven’t you got any Nappy Rash cream?” asked Doris, concerned. Silvia felt slightly guilty as she was attempting to pin up Simon’s clean terry nappy.
“Of course,” she sighed. “Silly me, so forgetful.” She looked up at Doris. “Would you finish him off while I prepare his lunch. Poor guy looks a bit de-hydrated.” Doris smiled, totally oblivious to Silvia’s implied threat.


“Wake up Sleepy head!” Silvia through open the curtains and beamed down at her husband. 
Simon had now been ‘babied’ for a week, and Silvia was very satisfied the way she continued to degrade her husband down to complete debasement. 

“Have you had a happy nights sleep in your new rubber pants?” She pulled back the duvet and examined the new garment still firmly attached around Simon’s loins. The bed sheets were dry. No Leaks! Not even the habitual smell of urine was evident. The new garment was a great success, mainly due to the custom make she had ordered requiring a normal hip size, yet thigh and waist sealing bands had been substantially reduced to ensure a positive seal of rubber against skin. However, the down side, (from Simon’s perspective), was the tight fit was unbearably uncomfortable. He gazed fearfully up at his wife, dark shadows under his eyes revealing the poor night’s suffering and lack of sleep. His eyes watered over, beseeching his wife to show some compassion and gentleness. Silvia capitalized on his suffering.
“Do you want to get out of that tight nappy Darling?” Her eyes mocked sympathy, and made his heart ache further. “Are you wet, Cherub?”
“Yes Mummy, and yes.” he mumbled through the pacifier. 
“Are you poopy?” Silvia added. Simon dropped his eyes in embarrassment. “No Mummy.”
“Well, we must do something about that, mustn’t we? I have a surprise for you in the kitchen.” A wave of depression washed over Simon as he realized Silvia had planned fresh humiliation for him that morning. In desperation, he tapped her arm with his mittened hand.
She removed the dummy. “What is it Sweetheart?”
“Please change me Mummy?” He pleaded. Silvia stroked his brow. 
“Of course Darling,” she promised. “But only after you have eaten a hearty breakfast downstairs. Can you do that for your Mummy? Simon nodded, slightly puzzled why the normal bottle of milk had not appeared for his early morning refreshment. His mouth felt dry and the promise of breakfast alleviated somewhat the suffering from the rubber pants. Silvia returned the dummy to its rightful place and dropped the cot side and pointed at the floor. 
“Out, and crawl downstairs. Follow Mummy.” Simon struggled to keep up but scampered after his wife, not wanting to fall behind and incur her anger. He bumped down the stairs, smarting at the irritation it caused by the over saturated nappy aggravating his tender skin around his bottom. However, since the intervention of his Mother that first day, Silvia had made a token effort to repair the nappy rash, and the damage had been contained.
Simon could hear clattering in the kitchen, and as he crawled through the door, his worst fears were realized as Alison turned from the sink, and smiled down at him.
“Your Mummy tells me you have some medical issues, is that true Poopy Pants” Simon wilted under her humiliating remarks and dropped his eyes. “Cat got your tongue?” Alison asked.
“He hasn’t pooped for two days,” Silvia said. “Plenty of farting but no poops in his nappy. It can’t be healthy.”
“No, it isn’t,” replied Alison. “But first, Breakfast. Come on! Up in your high chair!” Simon obeyed immediately, well aware of the consequences if he dawdled. Silvia swung the tray around which locked into place with a distinctive ‘click’. She removed the Velcro fastenings of the mittens and pulled them off. 
“Are you hungry Baby?” Simon nodded, he was ravenous. “Well, you get to feed yourself this morning, like you used to, remember?” Alison placed a large cereal bowl down in front of him, along with a spoon and a small juice glass. The bowl was half filled with Rolled Oats. Dry. 
Alison stood over him, her nursing tunic installing fresh fear in Simon. “Eat up Shit pants, you need to grow up into a big boy.” Simon stared down at the bowl, then looked up at his two tormenters.
“Please Mummy,” he wailed. “I can’t eat this.. it’s too dry.”
Silvia feigned surprise. “Why, what’s the matter with it baby?” She stroked his brow in mock sympathy. Simon’s face creased up.
“I’m so thirsty,” he spluttered. “I can’t eat that.” 
“I think I can help,” Alison said, opening up a cupboard and taking out a clear Pyrex jug. “I know just what this big baby needs.”
Simon’s mouth fell open as Alison reached under her skirt and removed her panties. She placed the jug on the floor and crouched down over it. Complete silence reigned for a moment before she released her bladder and the sound of pee was heard, hammering into the glass receptacle. Alison strained as the flow ebbed, squeezing the last drops out in a final squirt. Horrified, Simon watched as the Nurse stood, picked up the full jug, and placed in on the high chair tray, right next to his untouched cereal.
Silvia squeezed his hand. “I think that you ought to say thank you to Sister, for her kind gift of ‘milk’ to add to your cereal.” Completely shocked, Simon started to panic, looking from his wife, to the steaming jug of urine and then to Alison. A sharp slap from his wife brought him down to earth again. “Say it! Silvia barked. 
“Thank you Sister for your kind gift..” Silvia pinched his ear.. “Finish it!”
“.. Kind gift of ‘milk’ for my cereal.” Alison smiled and reached for the jug. 
“My pleasure Baby,” she smiled. “Say when.” Simon froze as Alison slowly poured her urine onto the breakfast cereal. By the time he recovered his senses and shouted ‘stop’, all the rolled oats were now floating in the urine. Silvia picked up the spoon and started stirring the contents, wetting and saturating all the remaining oats, while Alison topped up the juice glass with her clear yellow liquid.
“Darling,” Silvia explained. “Alison and myself are your carers now, and we need you to be grateful for all the nice things we do for you.” She lightly pinched his chin. “Now, pick up the spoon and start eating.” 
Simon nervously glanced from Silvia to Alison and realized there was no latitude in either of his tormentors. He picked up the spoon and dipped it into the wet oats. Putting a very small amount on the spoon, he raised the contents to his mouth, almost gagging on a salty pee smell that assailed his senses. “Eat!” Silvia commanded. Simon put the spoon in his mouth and quickly swallowed the contents. He repeated the operation two times more, slowly becoming immune to the smell and sour taste. 
Silvia held up the warm glass. “Now Drink.” She commanded. Trying to control his shaking hands, Simon gripped the warm glass in two hands and brought it to his lips. His face creased up as he took his first sip.
“I can’t drink this!” He cried. “It’s disgusting!” Alison looked dark. 
“You saying my pee is disgusting! What about the shit stains you’ve been leaving in your underpants for all of your adult life?” Simon was silent as the onslaught continued.
“Very well,” Alison picked up the still full glass of urine. “If you don’t want to drink it, then you’ll wear it.” Alison looked at Silvia for her approval. With a quick smirk, Silvia nodded. Alison held the glass to his lips. 
“One last chance?” Simon pursed his lips together and shook his head. Alison, in slow motion moved the glass to under his chin and deftly tipped the contents down the front and inside of his Onsie. The pee quickly soaked its way through the entire exposed fabric area. Simon jumped in shock in his chair. “No!” he wailed. “I will stink of pee now!”
[bookmark: _GoBack]“Yes,” replied Silvia. “And you will wear that garment until I can’t bear the smell anymore.” She unlocked the tray and pointed at a rubber sheet that lay on the kitchen table.
“Time for your nappy change. Don’t dawdle, or you’ll be in them for another 2 hours.” Soaking wet, and miserable, Simon hurried up to the table, desperate to lose the tight fitting rubber pants around his waist.

Shortly after 08:00 hrs, Doris let herself into 

