

Note: This story takes place during the ‘My Wife is my NEW MOMMY?’ series but is a standalone story that can be read by itself. 


Preview: 

“Joshie, baby,” Nurse Rita said, as she picked up his chart again. “After your examination - do you think you’re a healthy little boy?” 

Josh looked uncertain, but then nodded. 

“M-maybe?” 

Nurse Rita smirked, and Joshua’s eyes opened wide as she unbuttoned her uniform, her plump, firm breasts being revealed, contained by her hot pink bra. Joshua felt his cock beginning to stir, and he moaned as Rita reached out, stroking and fondling him to full erectness. 

“Oh, what a big boy,” Rita purred. “Do you have good… stamina?” 

*** 

The Office Nurse made me LOAD my DIAPERS! 

Joshua nervously walked into the office, not sure what would be waiting for him. His first and second day back at work as his Mommy’s diapered baby boy had been horribly embarrassing, but he was starting to get used to drinking everything out of a baby bottle - even though the coffee seemed to get milkier and milkier every time he drank it. 

Harder to get used to was the frequent diaper checks and changes by his boss’ pretty assistant, Paula. Every hour, like clockwork, she would march over, make him stand and drop his pants, and check to see if he was wet, like he was a real baby. He’d grumbled a few times about the inconvenience - all that happened was Paula said she’d talk to his Mommy about getting pants with snaps on to make it quicker. 


“Or there’s always dresses,” she’d mused. “Those are easier to check under.” 

Joshua had hurriedly assured her that pants were fine. 

But apparently today Paula wouldn’t be the one changing him at all. His bosses had said the new nurse who was capable of dealing with his ‘unique needs’ would be arriving today, and that thought made Joshua very nervous. What new humiliation would she inflict on him? 

Some of his co-workers giggled as he walked past, rustling loudly. By now everybody in the office knew what was going on with him and that he was in diapers 24/7 - that he was wetting them like a baby and being changed on a table whenever he filled them. Some people thought it was hilarious, others seemed to find it cute. Joshua wasn’t sure which was more embarrassing. 

“Hey there, little man,” one of his more attractive female co-workers said as he was going past. “You’re in a hurry. What’s the matter, got a full diaper you need Miss Paula to take care of?” 

Joshua felt his cheeks turn scarlet, shaking his head shyly. Before this had happened, before he’d been turned into his wife’s obedient little diaper boy, he and the woman in front of him had had a lot of flirty conversations. They never went anywhere, obviously, since he was married - but it felt nice to know he could probably have had her if he wanted her. 

Now those lingering, flirty looks over her coffee mug missed him entirely, and he could see she’d occasionally glance and look up at another man who was standing by the water cooler, biting her lip. His heart sank, knowing he was no longer even a man to her, to anybody - he was a baby, and that’s all anybody saw him as. 

“Well,” the woman said, chuckling as she reached up to ruffle Josh’s hair, making him feel small despite his height. “Us grownups have got to get back to work. See you around, kiddo.” 

Josh tried not to pout as he made his way towards the new nurse’s office. Other people seemed to have adjusted to his new status remarkably quickly, far quicker than he himself had. Was it really so easy for them to just see him as a baby? 

When he brought those feelings up to his Mommy, she’d laughed. 

“Well, of course it’s easy for them to think of you that way, silly,” she said, as she did her make up in the mirror that very morning. “Anybody who met you probably realized what I did long ago - that you’re just a toddler in an adult body.” 

Was that true? Had his co-workers really been thinking that about him the whole time? 

Joshua didn’t have much more time to think about that now. He was right in front of the door, which had a shiny new plaque affixed reading ‘Infant Care Room’. That made him blush too, but he was here now - trying to conjure up any lingering feelings of adult masculinity, he curled his hand into a fist and banged on the door. 

“Come in,” came a feminine voice, and Joshua pushed open the door shyly. 


“Well hello,” the red-haired woman said, motioning for him to sit down as the door closed behind him. “You must be Joshie, am I right?” 

“Um… yes ma’am,” he replied nervously, trying to smile the way he used to smile at pretty girls as he sat down - only managing a bashful, childish grin. 

“Aww! Well aren’t you a little charmer!” The woman remarked, beaming at him. “I’m Nurse Rita, it’s lovely to meet you.” 

“You, too,” Joshua offered. 

“And such good manners! Alright…” 

She peered around on her desk until she found what she was looking for - a clipboard with some kind of form or checklist attached to it. Squinting, Josh could make out his name at the top, but not much else. 

“Now, sweetie, do you know why I’ve been brought in here?” 

Joshua felt his face was a furnace - he’d never get used to talking about this out loud… 

“Um… To, to change my… diapers?” he said, hesitantly. 

“Very clever, little buddy,” Nurse Rita said with a wink, the kind that made Josh feel like a small child being condescended to - it was not the kind of wink a woman gave a man. 

“Yes, that’s right, I’m here to change your diapers,” Nurse Rita continued. “But I’m also here to make sure you’re fit and healthy and looked after at dayc- I mean, at work. Your Mommy is leaving me in charge of your care for the time being.” 

“Oh,” Joshua said, frowning. “What does that mean?” 

“It means I’ll decide when it’s breaktime, what you’re having for lunch, when it’s naptime…” Joshua’s eyes had gone wide at the mention of ‘naptime’, but Rita carried on, ignoring him. 

“Making sure you’re drinking plenty of fluids - I’ll be keeping a record of your diaper changes on the wall chart there - and of course, I’ll take care of your discipline, if you’re naughty.” 

“Discipline?” Joshua groaned, having a pretty good idea of what that meant… 

“Yes, Joshie,” Rita said, smiling. “Time outs, scoldings… oh, and spankings, of course.” 

“Of course,” Josh grumbled. 

“Now, back to my first job… Making sure you’re healthy. I’m going to need to do an examination, alright?” 

Josh nodded, always a little anxious at doctor’s visits, but not wanting to show it in front of Nurse Rita. 

“Okay, well, first of all I’d like to take your heart rate,” she said, wheeling her desk chair around to the other side of the table, holding her stethoscope ready. “This might be a little cold..” 

Joshua gulped, and then shuddered as he felt the cold steel on his skin. He hated being poked and prodded, it made him feel like some kind of alien specimen being studied. Plus he was always afraid he’d somehow end up needing a shot… And now he noticed his waistband was poking up, showing off his diaper, making him blush harder. 

“Hmm,” Nurse Rita said, thinking as she checked his pulse, pushing his shirt up further as she moved the stethoscope around on his chest. “Take a big boy breath in for me… Aaand out?” 


Joshua complied, feeling slightly dizzy after she repeated the request a few more times. 

“It looks like your heart’s beating a little fast,” Nurse Rita told him as she pulled the stethoscope away. “Tell me, Josh, do you find going to the doctor a little bit scary?” 

Without even thinking, the words “Uh huh” slipped from Josh’s mouth in a soft, childish voice. He pouted as soon as he’d said it, looking away from Nurse Rita. He was a man, damn it… he wasn’t supposed to be scared of something as simple as a routine health examination… 

“Aww, that’s okay,” Rita said, smiling. “Lots of little boys and girls are afraid of the doctor. I’ll try and go slowly and explain everything I’m doing, okay?” 

“...Okay,” Josh said softly. 

“In fact, why don’t I get you a friend out to help you feel braver?” 

Joshua wasn’t sure what she meant as she wheeled herself back behind her desk, pulling open a drawer - until she held aloft a fluffy green teddy bear, making it wave its paw at Josh as she smiled. He bit his lip, uncertainly - he definitely did NOT want to cuddle with a teddybear… did he? 

“Here we go, sweetie,” Nurse Rita said sweetly, as she slipped the bear into Joshua’s hands. “Just give him a snuggle while I take care of everything else. I’ll do your blood pressure next.” 

Hiding his pink face in the bear’s green fur, Joshua cuddled the stuffed toy to his chest, focusing on that for a moment, and not whatever Nurse Rita was doing. He glanced up when he felt her gently extending his arm, wrapping the blood pressure cuff around it. Josh whimpered, knowing it was going to feel uncomfortable and strange, squeezing the teddy to his chest as the cuff began to squeeze. 


It was silly and embarrassing, but it really did make him feel a little better. As the cuff paused at the tightest spot, he bit his lip softly, peering out from behind the bear to see the monitor, the numbers slowly climbing. 

“Hm… 132 over 86… It could be lower, but I’ve seen a lot worse,” Nurse Rita muttered almost to herself, before turning to Josh with a gentle smile. “You did a great job, kiddo. Did Teddy help?” 

Josh felt a strange feeling coming over him, as if by being treated so much like a child every day he was starting to slip into the role himself. He giggled and nodded softly, his cheeks flushed as he scuffed his feet across the floor. 

“Okay, now we’ll need to do the physical examination… Could you hop up on the examination table, please?” 

Shyly, Josh obliged, hyper-aware of his diaper crinkling under his clothes as he moved to the padded examination table. Of course, any minute now she’d see it for herself, a thought that made Josh blush all the harder. 

Nurse Rita pulled the teddy-bear printed privacy curtain halfway around, reaching down and undoing Joshua’s shirt buttons. Once she undid the last button, the shirt fell open all the way, and Joshua looked away in embarrassment as he realised the front waistband of his diaper was showing again. 

“That’s a good boy, lay down for me,” Rita said, smiling warmly as she pulled Josh’s shirt off and then reached down to undo his pants. 


There was something deeply shameful and symbolic about how those pressed, smart work trousers were pulled down, revealing the thick, poofy diaper beneath. Joshua whimpered, fighting the urge to hide his diaper with his hands - instead, he hid his face behind the bear again. 

“Well, this looks dry, but…” 

Nurse Rita slid a finger into the cuff of the diaper, running it along the inside of the padding. Once she was satisfied the diaper was completely clean, she patted Josh’s padded crotch with a smile, as she walked to the wallchart she’d pointed out earlier. 

Josh looked at it a little more closely now, peering out from behind the teddy bear, trying not to think about how humiliating his current position was. The chart was wipe clean, with the days of the week up one side, and times across the top. Joshua watched Rita find the 9am spot for Wednesday, and put a big, green tick in it. 

“What happens if I’m, uh, wet, when you check me?” Joshua asked, shyly. 

“You get a red cross,” she explained, smiling. “But don’t worry - you’re a little baby now… you’re expected to use your diapers.” 

Josh nodded dumbly, as he thought of the embarrassing prospect of a whole chart of red crosses to indicate that he, a grown man, kept wetting himself. He whimpered, hoping he managed to keep control before Joanna got tired of this. 

“Now the physical exam,” Rita said, smiling. “Stretch out your arms and spread your legs.” 


Hesitantly, Josh obeyed, lifting his arms slowly, his teddy clutched in one hand. Rita gently lifted each one of his limbs in turn, checking them for any injuries. She was going a little overboard, but she wanted to start with something simple before she moved on to more… challenging parts of the exam. 

“You’re looking a little plump,” she said, squeezing some chubbiness on Josh’s belly. “I’ll tell your Mommy to watch what she feeds you.” 

Josh blushed, but said nothing, closing his eyes in embarrassment as his diaper was undone. Rita snapped on a pair of blue medical gloves, gently cupping his testicles in one hand. He bit his lip as she gently kneaded them, feeling blood flow to his crotch. 

“These are very healthy, baby boy,” she remarked, as she moved her gloved hand to his flaccid shaft. 

Her eyes twinkled with mischief as she looked up from her task for a moment. 

“Don’t worry,” she teased. “I’m sure it will get bigger when you grow up…” 

Joshua frowned at that, but couldn’t think of anything to say to defend himself - particularly because as she fondled and manipulated his soft cock, it began to harden. His eyes went wide, his mouth a thin line of embarrassment as he saw and felt himself growing erect in her hand. 

“Oh! Perhaps you’re feeling a bit more grown up now, then?” she said, blushing a little herself. 

“I, I’m so sorry…” Joshua spluttered, his cheeks pink. “It’s not, I mean, I don’t-” 


“Shh baby boy, it’s okay,” Nurse Rita said reassuringly. “It’s completely natural. It’ll go down soon.” 

“If you’d like,” she said, softly. “I can give you a… medical procedure. To make the swelling go down?” 

As she said that, her gloved hand rubbed up and down his shaft, the friction almost painful. Joshua swallowed, his face red. There was no doubt about what she was asking… 

“My Mommy…” 

“Has already agreed she approves any and all… treatments, I deem necessary,” Nurse Rita said, with a seductive smile. “If you like, we can call her and ask? I think she’s at work, isn’t she?” 

“N-no, it’s okay,” Joshua said, hurriedly. He couldn’t imagine the mortification if he were to do that. “Uh, um… yes. I, I think I’d like that.” 

“Ask me nicely, baby boy…” Nurse Rita said, removing her gloved hand and reaching in one of several drawers for a small packet of some kind. 

“Um… pretty please can you … do that?” he said, hopefully. 

“No, no… Ask me like the little baby boy you are,” she chided, opening the packet, which turned out to contain lubricant that she poured into her hand. 

Biting his lip, Josh could feel his heart racing. Pretending to be a little boy while he did this felt so naughty, and it made him feel so vulnerable, so humiliated, putting on a gooey, mushy baby voice even in an intimate moment like this. 

“Please… Pwease Nurse Wita,” he said, screwing his eyes shut in embarrassment. “Pwease pway wiv my peepee.” 


Instantly, he felt that gloved hand, slick with lubricant, wrap around his throbbing shaft. He moaned, squeezing his teddy bear to his chest, as Rita’s hand squeezed his cock just as tight. Her motions were gradual but precise, and Josh found himself fighting the urge to buck and hump against her slow, teasing strokes. 

“Therrre’s a good baby boy,” Rita cooed, as she stroked up and down his cock. “Why does baby want me to play with his peepee, hm?” 

“Feels nice, Nurse Wita,” he said, in that same shy, babyish voice, whimpering as he felt her increasing the speed of her hand, so tight, squeezing him hard as she masturbated him. 

Laying on the back, his skin sticking to the examination table, looking at the babyishly patterned curtain while a nurse stroked and fondled his throbbing cock, it was easy to lose himself in the fantasy too. He was Mommy’s diapered little boy, getting a special treat from the nurse for behaving so well during his procedure. Moaning, he rocked his hips up in time with Nurse Rita’s hand movements, trying to follow them naughtily. 

“That’s a good little boy, good baby,” she cooed, as Joshua whimpered, peering down at the way she was rubbing his shaft up and down, faster now, from behind his new friend. “It feels nice, doesn’t it, my naughty little man?” 

“Ohhh, yes, it feels re- weally, weally good, Missus - nghh- N-nurse Rita!” Joshua said, panting enthusiastically. “Pl-please don’t stop touching my peepee!” 

Rita obliged, gripping his cock ever tighter, her wrist motions a blur as she worked him into a huffing, panting, groaning mess, humping frantically against her hand. 


“Is baby going to make stickies?” she asked, breathless herself. 

“Uh huh!” Joshua said, gasping himself, his cock throbbing urgently with the need for release, when, suddenly. 

“Ooooo, gooood baby!” Rita cooed as she felt Josh’s member pulse hard in her hand, sending a spurt of hot cum into the air, splattering on Josh’s belly. 

As Joshua moaned, helplessly bucking and grinding against the hand that was still stroking him up and down, milking every last drop, he shivered with the overwhelming pleasure he was feeling, gasping as his body pushed out load after load, splattering into the tissue Rita was now holding over his tip. 

His orgasm slowly died down, a last spurt lazy dribbling down Nurse Rita’s gloved hand, as she removed it, leaving his hypersensitive shaft alone as he breathed heavily, awash in bliss. Pulling out a wipe from the dispenser, Rita quickly cleaned the still-warm cum off of her hand and Joshua’s belly and crotch, balling it up with the tissue into a sticky mess that she then threw into the trash. 

“Alll done, sweetie,” she cooed, smiling. “See, the nurse’s office isn’t so scary after all, is it?” 

Josh shook his head, a distracted, dopey smile on his own face. 

“Now that you’re nice and relaxed, baby boy, Nurse Rita’s going to take your temperature.” 

“T-take my- mmf!” Josh found himself being rolled gently onto his front, his nostrils filled with the scent of sanitized hospital beds as his cheek was now squashed against the examination table. 


His heart thumped with trepidation as he glanced back, gulping, seeing Rita using another packet of lubricant to prepare the thermometer. Joshua was very afraid of where she was planning on sticking that… 

“N-nurse, can’t you just put it in my mouth?” he pleaded. 

“Don’t be silly,” Nurse Rita replied, with a chuckle. “It’s much more accurate rectally… Besides, sweetie, little babies can’t hold still properly to have their temperature taken.” 

“But, but-” 

“No buts!” Nurse Rita said, and then chuckled, her eyes sparkling with amusement. “Well. One butt! And here comes the thermometer…” 

Whining, Josh turned away, not wanting to see what he could feel happening. Nurse Rita grasped one of his rump cheeks, pulling it to the side to get access to his tight backside. Joshua felt the slender tip of the thermometer probe his back passage, and gasped with surprise as it began to slide into him. 

It didn’t hurt exactly, since it was so slim - despite how much Joshua’s muscles were clenching against the invader. But it was cold, and cool, and poking up inside where things didn’t belong, and Josh gritted his teeth and closed his eyes at the humiliation, finding it very uncomfortable. 

“That’ll take a few moments,” Nurse Rita said, grabbing her clipboard again. “I’m going to ask you a few more questions, alright, baby?” 


“U-uh huh,” Josh said shakily, extremely away of the thin object lodged in his backside, unable to stop focusing on it. 

“Attaboy,” Rita said, tapping her clipboard with a pen. “So, Joshie - how often do you have a bowel movement?” 

“Wh-what?” Josh said, looking around with wide eyes, caught off guard by the personal and slightly gross question. 

“Sorry, sweetie,” Rita said, looking apologetic. “I guess that’s a big word for a baby… How often do you make a stinky?” 

Josh’s face was bright red as he answered, wanting to explain he’d obviously known what she meant, but knowing it was futile. 

“Um… maybe once or twice a week?” 

Rita’s eyes narrowed and she ‘hmm’ed as she wrote something down, but said nothing else until she asked her next question. 

“How often do you get to make stickies?” 

Josh blushed and stammered, feeling very uncomfortable, and every awkward, shy movement reminded him of the thermometer in his backside. He whimpered, feeling very much like a shy little boy put on the spot about his toilet and masturbation habits at a doctor’s visit. 

“...I don’t know… um, once a day, maybe? If my w- if Mommy lets me.” 

“Ah, so you’re not allowed to make stickies on your own?” 

Joshua hesitated, part of him wanting to lie - but he sighed, knowing he’d be caught eventually if he did. Pouting, he confessed that, yes, he was only allowed to make stickies if a ‘grownup’ helped him. 


Rita smirked playfully at that. 

“Actually, sweetie, I already knew that. I was testing to see what you would say - if you told me a fib, I was going to spank that cute little butt of yours.” 

Joshua’s eyes went wide again for a moment, and then he looked right at her, pouting fiercely. 

“No fair,” he said, childishly, making her laugh at his cute behavior. 

“Sorry buddy, I have to make sure you’re behaving…” 

“Hmf,” Josh said, but more playfully this time. “Is it done yet?” 

“Let me check… it looks like it is…” 

Josh gasped again as he felt the thin shaft of the thermometer being slid out of his tight passage, glad to have it out but discomforted by the sensation of it leaving. 

“Hmm.. Looks like it’s all good here,” Nurse Rita said, smiling as she set it aside to clean after Josh’s appointment. “Alright, well, I have one more procedure to do before I can let you go… And I’m afraid you’re not going to like it.” 

“Wh-what is it?” Josh said, clutching his bear, not liking the sound of this. What could be worse than that nasty little thermometer up his bottom? 

“I’m going to give you an enema, Joshie,” she said, in a businesslike voice. “So please get your bottom in the air, and wait patiently while I get it ready.” 


“N-no! Please!” Josh protested. He couldn’t, just couldn’t let her do that. It was beyond humiliating, and he couldn’t stand the thought of anything else invading his tushie today. 

“Josh,” Nurse Rita said, suddenly stern. “We can do this with your full co-operation, or I can go and fetch the biggest men in this office - and have them help me hold you down.” 

Josh swallowed hard, as he looked from the nurse, to the door, to the chart on the wall, his mind running through a million scenarios. 

They all ended the same way: him with a tube forced up his backside, and water flowing into his bowels. Only, if he submitted, it wouldn’t be as bad… 

“Okay,” he said softly, defeatedly, giving up another piece of his adulthood, his manhood. 

“Okay,” he repeated louder, looking right at Nurse Rita. “...Be careful?” 

“I always am, kiddo,” Rita said soothingly, moving over to something Joshua hadn’t really noticed when he first entered the room. 

A bag hung from a metal pole - on wheels, Joshua noted - and a long tube that wrapped all the way around it. He watched with dread as it was wheeled over, whimpering, Rita motioning for him to move into position. Reluctantly, he pushed his bottom into the air, shuffling forwards on his knees while he kept his front half pressed against the exam table. 

“Wonderful,” Rita said, smiling, as she uncurled the hose. “Now, sweetie, I’m going to put this little nozzle in your bottom-” 


“It doesn’t look very little…” Joshua said, biting his lip - the thin plastic shaft was much wider than the thermometer had been. 

“Don’t be silly, Josh,” the nurse said, chuckling. “I promise, it will slide right in.” 

Josh pouted, doubting her words very much, but not able to do anything to stop this or dissuade her. He really was as helpless a child he thought to himself, as he watched, swallowing as Nurse Rita lubricated the enema nozzle. She approached him, and he trembled, knowing what was coming next. 

“In it goes,” Rita said, gently, the tip of the nozzle pressing at Josh’s tight pucker. 

As he’d predicted, it felt far bigger than the thermometer, and he could feel his muscles clamping, trying to refuse it entry. But Rita was determined, and soon, he felt his clenched hole being pushed open. 

He made a strangled squeak as it slid further into him, delving into his bowels as Rita guided it inside. It ached in a strange way, his body reminding him urgently that something was lodged in his bottom, spasming every few seconds to try and push it out, but it was lodged - or held - firmly inside him. 

“Alright, the hard part’s over, sweetie,” Nurse Rita said, then chuckled, seeing Joshua’s expression, the miserable little boy sulking with embarrassment. 

“Okay, fine,” she admitted, rolling her eyes. “One of the hard parts is over.” 

“I’m going to turn the valve on now, okay?” she continued, walking back to where the bag was hanging. “This is just a saline solution, it should help get your bowels working…” 


Josh bit his lip anxiously as he saw her turn the little knob, knowing water was now flowing through the hose. It reached him more suddenly than he’d expected, and he gasped at the unusual feeling of cool liquid flowing into his bowels. 

“U-urgh… why do we have to do this?” he moaned, feeling the water slowly filling his belly. 

“Pooping once a week isn’t good for you,” Nurse Rita said, frowning as she stroked his back, seeing it quiver as his bowels were filled. “You’ll have regular enemas until you’re going regularly.” 

She glanced at her clipboard, resting on her desk. 

“Besides, I’ve been instructed to help you get used to using your diapers. I’m sure once you’ve been messy a few dozen times, you won’t even bat an eyelid. That’s what babies do, after all.” 

“W-what?!” Josh groaned, sweat beading on his forehead from the discomfort of such a volume of liquid filling him. “Nooo!” 

“Yes, I’m afraid so. Babies don’t get to use the toilet.” 

Joshua whimpered, feeling tears sting his eyes. The discomfort of the tube crammed into his bottom, the growing swelling of his stomach, sloshing with water - and now this new humiliation, knowing he was expected to empty his enema into his diaper, pooping his pants like an un-pottytrained toddler. 

“Ngh.. it’s so full…” Joshua groaned, feeling his bowels swollen and full of liquid, his stomach cramping. “Please, can we stop now?” 


“Not yet, baby,” Nurse Rita said, gently. “The bag’s not empty yet.” 

Joshua trembled, gripping his bear tightly with one hand while his nails dug into the thick vinyl of the examination table. He’d never had such a volume of anything up there, and it just seemed to never end. If he’d been in control he would have gotten up long ago, but with Nurse Rita in charge he felt more and more liquid flooding into him, his guts churning in protest, insisting he expel what was filling them. 

“All done!” Nurse Rita said, suddenly. “Squeeze your muscles shut while I take out the nozzle, okay?” 

Joshua grunted as he did just that, his buttocks quivering as he clamped his muscles closed. He felt so… full. 

Nurse Rita yanked the nozzle out of his backside, eliciting a very un-manly squeal, before she rolled him onto his back, quickly moving his diaper back into position, taping it up with an efficient precision. Joshua blinked, and he was back in his thick diaper, stomach heaving with the fullness of the enema. 

“C-can I… do it behind the curtain?” he asked, uncertainly, his bowels spasming insistently. 

“Certainly not!” Nurse Rita said, with a chuckle. “I need to get some paperwork done, and tidy this room up after your examination. You need to go back to work. I’ll come find you in an hour.” 

“What?! N-no, you- guh!... Nurse Rita, please!” 

His pleas fell on deaf ears, as she was already pushing him out of the door, then closing it in his face. Stunned, he turned the knob a few times, and then whimpered, realizing he was completely shut out. 


More than that… She hadn’t re-dressed him. Joshua was completely exposed, only the plastic shell of the diaper covering his shame, and his guts gurgled, reminding him soon he’d have far more to be ashamed of. 

“No, no, no,” he hissed, his face burning, vaguely aware of several people poking their heads out of their cubicles, to see what was going on. 

Tears of shame and impotent anger burned in his eyes as he clutched his bare stomach, feeling the ominous rumbling building. He couldn’t believe it had come to this. He used to be well-liked, respected, the topic of water cooler gossip in the nicest ways… Now he stood in just a diaper, waiting to soil himself and be changed by a woman he barely knew, whenever she felt like it. He’d never been so humiliated in his life… 

“Ohhh,” he moaned, turning away from the door. Desperately, he looked around for his cubicle, rushing towards it. 

“S-sorry!” he stammered, as he bumped in to a guy on his way through the hallway, just catching the man’s shocked expression as he darted into his cubicle. 

He could feel his guts pushing as he trembled, panting, looking down at the desk. He tried to clench his muscles shut as tightly as possible, feeling the cramps getting worse and worse, so much pressure as his stomach rumbled angrily, all of it surging towards his puckered opening. 

Just as he was reaching the height of discomfort and panic, the phone began to ring. He groaned, wondering if this day could get any worse, picking it up with a trembling hand, knowing ignoring calls could get him in serious trouble. 


“J-josh Sykes, second floor,” he said, his voice trembling. “H-how can I help you?” 

“Baby!” Joanna’s voice came through the speaker, and Joshua felt a little relief that he wouldn’t have to pretend to act normally on the phone. “How are you feeling?” 

“U-um,” Josh shook, sweating, grunting as another wave of cramps went through his body. “...N-not good, J- … Mommy.” 

“Oh dear,” Joanna said, although her voice sounded amused. “What’s the matter?” 

Joshua groaned, by now fairly sure she knew what the matter was, but knowing he’d be in trouble if he didn’t respond. 

“I… Nurse R-rita gave me an enema, Mommy,” he said, whimpering. “My tummy h-hurts…” 

“Oh no, is the poopy trying to come out, little one?” 

Joshua flushed even more at her embarrassing language, but despite his humiliation he found himself blurting out a childish response. 

“Yes, Mommy, it’s pushing real bad!” 

“Well, you know what to do to stop your tummy hurting, don’t you?” 

Joshua gulped, a reluctant frown on his face - and then gasped as another wave of cramps hit him, hard, tears in his eyes just from the feeling. 


“Y-yes…” he said, meekly, whimpering. 

“Good boy… crouch down for Mommy, okay?” Joanna ordered gently, and Josh felt his knees bending, grunting as he got into a classic toddler squat, obeying his Mommy as she talked him through messing himself. 

“How does it feel?” 

“Gnuh! It’s… it’s c-coming!” Josh said, straining against the force of the contents of his bowels, trying desperately to escape. 

“That’s right, baby boy,” Joanna cooed, delightedly. “Fill your pampers for your Mommy, just load your diapers like the helpless toddler you are.” 

Joshua sobbed, but there was no holding back now. He pushed, only slightly, crouching beneath his desk like an embarrassed child. The enema he was holding and the mess inside surged forwards, and with a groan, he began to empty his bowels noisily, grunting and biting his lip as he pushed out the sticky mess into his diapers. As he strained he felt his bladder release as well, squirting urine that darkened the front of his diaper as the back got fuller and saggier. 

Finally, after what seemed like hours of straining and pushing, Joshua’s bowels quivered, then relaxed, completely empty. He cried in shame, but there was relief there too, no longer cramping and aching from the enema inside him. 

“I, I’m done, Mommy,” he whispered shamefully, hearing sniffs and mumbled comments from other cubicles, knowing soon the whole office would know about his mess. 


“Good boy,” she crooned, pleased with herself. “Now, why don’t you sit down in your chair and get back to big boy work while you’re waiting for Nurse Rita?” 

Joshua stood up, his legs shaking. He didn’t want to sit down, not with his full diaper… But he didn’t dare disobey his ‘Mommy’. Groaning in disgust and embarrassment, he lowered his rump to his office chair, hearing the ‘squish’ as he sat, the mess spreading out underneath his bottom. It was warm and mushy, and he blushed furiously, wishing he could be anywhere else. 

“...I did it,” he said, softly into the phone. 

“Awww! Such an obedient little boy!” Joanna said, and Josh swore he could hear her smirking down the phone. “I guess you must really love doing as you’re told, hm?” 

Joshua whined in protest, but Joanna just laughed on the other end of the line. 

“Well, I have to go now, sweetie,” she said. “Be a good boy for Mommy… Oh… and...enjoy your change!” 

The line clicked, going dead, and Joshua groaned, putting his head on his desk. He could try to focus on work now, but it would probably be useless. All he could think about was his messy, loaded pampers, and the burning humiliation of being treated like a helpless toddler. 

“Gross, what’s that smell?” he heard a woman comment as she walked past. 

“Oh that’s just baby Joshie, probably. Don’t worry, the nurse will change him soon.” 


Joshua didn’t think his face could get any redder, but that did it. Hearing his state talked about so cavalierly, somebody he didn’t think he even knew calling him ‘baby Joshie’, acting as if it was completely normal for him to soil himself… Embarrassed and ashamed, Josh tried to tune everybody out, pretending to work - but really just distractedly tapping the keys, glancing over at the clock every so often and hoping the nurse would be along soon. 

Eventually, Rita did come get him, a little before the promised hour was up. 

“Pee-yew, baby boy,” she said, chuckling. “That’s a ripe diaper - Let’s get you changed.” 

Gratefully, eagerly, Joshua followed along behind her, snatching up the teddybear that had been left forgotten on his desk while he messed himself. It didn’t even occur to him how deep in he was now, to actually feel thankful to get a diaper change. 

“Lay down for me, sweetie,” she ordered, and Josh climbed onto the exam table, wincing as he once again felt that mess against his rump, but glad he’d be getting out of it soon. 

Nurse Rita untaped the diaper, and didn’t even grimace, keeping up a professional appearance as she gloved her hands once more, using wipes to clean Joshua’s bottom carefully. It seemed to take a while, and Joshua found himself blushing and fiddling with his teddy bear, humiliated and feeling guilty all at the same time - even though she’d technically forced this on him. 

“Th-thank you,” he said, shyly, as she finally finished cleaning him, bagging the used diaper several times and depositing in a medical waste bin. 


“That’s alright, baby boy,” she said, smiling as she got out another diaper - this one had teddybears on the front strip, and Josh had to admit he looked up in interest. “You have a little too much hair down there for a baby - it makes it much harder to clean. We’ll have to shave you at some point.” 

Joshua just nodded dumbly, obediently lifting his bottom as she slid it underneath him. He waited for the diaper to be done up... But Nurse Rita was looking down at his flaccid penis, biting her lip. 

“Joshie, baby,” Nurse Rita said, as she picked up his chart again. “After your examination - do you think you’re a healthy little boy?” 

Josh looked uncertain, but then nodded. 

“M-maybe?” 

Nurse Rita smirked, and Joshua’s eyes opened wide as she unbuttoned her uniform, her plump, firm breasts being revealed, contained by her hot pink bra. Joshua felt his cock beginning to stir, and he moaned as Rita reached out, stroking and fondling him to full erectness. 

“Oh, what a big boy,” Rita purred. “Do you have good… stamina?” 

Joshua nodded eagerly, moaning as the nurse lifted her hand away. 

“I’ll administer one more test today… it’ll also be a sort of reward for being such a good boy today, won’t that be nice?” 


“Y-yes Nurse Rita,” Joshua murmured, watching her breasts as she climbed onto the table, straddling him. 

He swallowed - this must have been what Joanna meant when she told him to enjoy his change. Joshua’s cock throbbed in the air, and he shuddered as he felt her dripping slit nudging against his cockhead, realising with a tiny thrill that she wasn’t wearing panties under her skirt. With a moan, Nurse Rita pushed backwards, his throbbing erection sliding deep into her warm, wet hole. 

“Ooohhh, what a good boy,” Rita said, gasping. “Such a big, boy, aren’t you?” 

“Uh huh,” Josh panted, feeling her walls massaging his length as she began to rock back and forth on top of him, his length splitting her folds over and over as he rolled his hips up to meet her motions. 

Nurse Rita leaned over Josh as her hips gyrated slowly, sensually, his hardness sliding in and out of her slick wetness, making them both gasp with pleasure over and over as they fucked. Joshua panted, not believing his luck as he watched Nurse Rita’s breasts sway back and forth in his face, reaching out with clumsy paws to grope her, looking up for permission. 

“G-go on, baby, it’s okay,” she said, and moaned happily as he grabbed and gently squeezed her heavy breasts. 

Her movements increased in speed and urgency, her breath coming in gasps and moans and Joshua’s in pants and whimpers, totally passive as she rode his cock. He occasionally bucked up in time with her, and she gasped delightedly, but overall he was merely laying back, enjoying the pleasure as she bounced on his hard shaft. 

“Oh, oh, n-nurse Rita, it’s feeling funny!” Joshua said, in a childish voice. 

“Nmm, is baby gonna make stickies?” 

Josh moaned, nodding hard, feeling his balls pulling up, tight, ready to release. The pleasure built inexorably and he found himself grunting and moaning in anticipation of his orgasm. 

“G-go on then, baby boy! M-make stickies inside me, little one!” 

She rocked frantically on his turgid length, passion building, the tension growing, hurtling towards a release they were both desperate for - and then, with a sudden gasp and a hard buck of his hips, Josh came again for the second time that day. His cum flooded into Rita’s welcoming pussy, and she gasped, moaning and shuddering as she orgasmed as well, her walls squeezing, milking his throbbing erection as he spurted again and again inside her. 

“Ohhh… ohh, god, what a good boy,” Nurse Rita purred, as she sagged over him, both their orgasms ebbing away. “I can definitely write on your chart that you’ve got adequate stamina… But I might want to test it again sometime…” 

They both smirked at each other. 

*** 

Ten minutes later, Joshua was re-diapered and re-dressed, looking as he had when he walked in that morning… 

...Apart from a brightly-colored sticker on his shirt, that announced in bold letters ‘I was a BIG BOY at the nurse’s office’. 


End. 

If you enjoyed this book, please consider subscribing to Amelia Hobbes' Newsletter for updates, new releases, free offers, giveaways, and exclusive content: 

Click Here! 

Other Books by Amelia Hobbes: 

	'My Wife is my New MOMMY? pt 1' - first book in the series, showing how Joshua's wife first turned him into her adorable baby boy!
  
	'Daddy's Diapered Babyslut Bundle #1' - all 3 of the currently released books in the 'Daddy's Diapered Babyslut' series, a filthy M/f ABDL story heavy on public ABDL play and extreme exhibitionism.
  
	'Her Pampered Fantasies #1' - A naughty girl's solo exploration of being Daddy's slutty baby girl. Part 1 of a multi-part series! 
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