

Nanny´s little secret

Babysitter's Kinky Discovery: Forced Sissy Baby Regression in Loving ABDL Romance


Before You Begin…

Thank you for picking up one of my stories.
You being here means more than you know.

Every book I write is meant to pull you deeper into a world of desire, control, and delicious surrender — and I’m thrilled you decided to step inside.

As a thank-you, I’ve put together something special for you:
a free bonus book


If you’d like it, you can download it here:


https://offer.pollybane.com/e9xl9fcjcb 

It’s my way of saying thank you for reading, and welcome to the darker, softer, sexier side of my imagination.

Enjoy the story. You’re in good hands now.
– Polly Bane


Chapter 1: The Hidden Crinkle

The house on the quiet street in Amsterdam smelled like vanilla candles and fresh laundry most evenings. It was one of those modern family homes—white walls, wide windows, a small garden out back where the little girl sometimes played with plastic dinosaurs. Alex had bought it after the divorce three years ago, determined to make it feel like a real home for his six-year-old daughter, Lily. He worked from home as a freelance graphic designer, which meant long hours at the computer but also the flexibility to be there when Lily needed him. Or so he told himself.

Lately, though, he needed something else.

Emma had been Lily’s nanny for just over a month. Twenty-two, studying psychology at Tilburg University part-time, she came recommended by a friend of a friend. She was tallish—maybe five-seven—with shoulder-length chestnut hair she usually wore in a loose ponytail, soft brown eyes, and a smile that made Lily giggle the moment she walked through the door. She was good with kids: patient, creative, never raised her voice. Alex paid her well, and she never complained about the occasional late pickup when a client meeting ran long.

Tonight was one of those nights.

Lily had been fussy after dinner—too much sugar from the ice cream Alex let her have as a treat. Emma had handled it like always: storytime, a quick bath, then tucked her into the princess bed with the nightlight shaped like a crescent moon. By 8:15 the house was quiet except for the faint hum of the dishwasher downstairs.

Alex sat at his desk in the spare bedroom he used as an office, staring at the half-finished logo on his screen. His mind wasn’t on vectors or color palettes. It hadn’t been for weeks.

He glanced at the baby monitor on the corner of the desk. The video feed showed Lily’s room: soft pink glow from the nightlight, her small form curled under the duvet, chest rising and falling steadily. Safe. Asleep.

He exhaled slowly.

The drawer under his desk was locked. He kept the key on his keyring, buried among house keys and a USB drive. He fished it out now, fingers trembling just enough to notice.

Inside the drawer: a small stack of adult diapers—thick, white, the kind with extra absorbency and those faint pastel prints that made his stomach twist in the best way. Next to them, a pacifier (clear silicone, adult-sized), a folded changing mat, baby powder, and a small bottle of lotion. Everything neatly arranged, like contraband in a teenager’s room.

He hadn’t indulged in weeks. Work stress, guilt, fear that Lily might wander in. But tonight the itch was unbearable.

He locked the office door—quiet click. Dimmed the overhead light to just the desk lamp. Pulled the blinds halfway, even though the garden was dark and private.

He stripped from the waist down—jeans and boxers folded on the chair. The air felt cool against his skin. He unfolded one of the diapers, the plastic crinkling loudly in the silence. The sound alone sent a shiver through him—anticipation, shame, arousal all at once.

He lay the changing mat on the carpet beside his desk chair. Sat on it, legs spread. Sprinkled powder over his groin—sweet talcum scent filling the small room. Lifted his hips, slid the diaper underneath. Pulled the front up slowly, savoring the way the padding pressed against him. Taped the sides tight—first left, then right, then adjusted the front so it cupped him snugly. The tapes made that satisfying rip-and-stick sound.

He stood. Walked a few steps. The diaper forced his thighs apart slightly; every movement produced a soft, unmistakable crinkle. He closed his eyes for a second, letting the sensation wash over him.

Back at the desk, he opened his laptop to a private browser window. Bookmarks he never admitted existed. A video queued: soft-focus ABDL content, gentle narration, crinkling sounds layered over lullaby music. He hit play—volume low.

He settled into the chair. The padding compressed under his weight with a muffled squish. He rocked slightly, feeling the friction against his growing erection trapped inside the soft inner lining.

He reached for the pacifier—popped it into his mouth. Sucked gently. The silicone nipple felt comforting, familiar. His free hand drifted down, pressing against the front of the diaper. Not stroking yet—just holding. Feeling the warmth build.

The video progressed. A woman’s voice murmured praise: “Such a good baby… let it all out for Mommy…”

Alex’s breathing deepened. He rocked harder. The crinkle grew louder with each movement. Pressure built low in his belly—familiar, urgent.

He was close—too close—when the baby monitor crackled.

Lily’s room. Still asleep. But then—

A soft creak from the hallway.

Alex froze.

The office door was locked. He’d checked.

But the monitor feed flickered—someone had walked past Lily’s door. The camera angle caught a sliver of the hallway.

Emma.

She was standing there—silhouetted for a split second—looking toward his office door.

Then she was gone.

Alex yanked the pacifier out. Heart slamming against his ribs. He paused the video. Listened.

Nothing.

He told himself she’d gone to the bathroom. Or to get water. Or back to the living room to wait for him to finish “work.”

But the crinkle of his diaper seemed deafening now. Every breath felt loud.

He waited five minutes. Ten.

No knock. No call.

Slowly, he untaped the diaper—hands shaking so badly the tapes stuck twice. Folded it quickly, shoved everything back into the drawer. Locked it. Pulled his clothes on. Wiped powder residue from his thighs with a tissue. Sprayed air freshener—overdid it.

By the time he opened the office door, the hallway was empty.

Downstairs, Emma sat on the couch with her phone, scrolling. She looked up when he appeared—same soft smile as always.

“Hey,” she said. “Lily’s out like a light. I was just waiting to say goodnight.”

Alex forced a nod. “Thanks. Long day. You can head out whenever.”

She stood, stretched—her T-shirt riding up slightly, showing a sliver of stomach. Innocent. Normal.

But as she passed him to grab her bag, she paused.

Leaned in—just close enough that he caught the faint vanilla scent of her hair.

“Everything okay?” she asked quietly. “You seem… tense.”

He swallowed. “Fine. Just work.”

She studied his face for a beat longer than necessary.

Then she smiled again—small, knowing.

“Okay. See you Thursday?”

“Yeah. Thursday.”

She left.

Alex locked the front door behind her. Leaned against it for a long minute.

His heart still hadn’t slowed.

Upstairs, he checked the baby monitor app on his phone—rewound the feed.

There—8:42 p.m. Emma walking past Lily’s door. Pausing. Looking toward his office. Tilting her head like she was listening.

Then she turned. Walked downstairs.

But before she disappeared from frame, the camera caught her glancing back—one last time—straight at his closed door.

Alex’s stomach dropped.

She’d heard something.

Maybe not everything.

But enough.

He sat on the edge of his bed, still fully dressed, staring at the floor.

The drawer in his office felt like it was glowing through the walls.

Thursday was three days away.

Three days to decide whether to fire her.

Or pretend nothing happened.

Or…

He shook his head hard.

No.

But the memory of her smile—soft, curious, almost… excited—wouldn’t leave him.

And deep down, in the part of him he tried to bury, a tiny voice whispered:

What if she comes back?

What if she wants to see more?

He lay back on the bed—clothes still on—staring at the ceiling.

The house was quiet again.

But the silence felt different now.

Charged.

Waiting.


Chapter 2: First Teasing Encounter

Thursday came faster than Alex wanted.

He spent the three days in a state of low-grade panic. Every time the baby monitor app pinged with motion in Lily’s room, he flinched. Every creak in the house made him think Emma was back, watching. He’d even considered canceling her shift—texting some excuse about a family emergency—but the words never made it to the screen. Part of him—the part he hated admitting existed—wanted her to come back. Wanted to know if she’d really heard anything. Wanted… whatever came next.

He told himself it was just nerves.

By Thursday afternoon he’d cleaned the office twice, moved the locked drawer’s contents to a new hiding spot under a loose floorboard in the attic (stupid, paranoid, but better than nothing). He showered twice. Changed his shirt three times. By the time the doorbell rang at 4:45, he was a mess of adrenaline and guilt.

Emma stood on the step in jeans and a soft gray hoodie, backpack slung over one shoulder, same easy smile as always.

“Hey, Alex. Lily ready for me?”

“Yeah—yeah, she’s in the living room with her coloring book.” He stepped aside to let her in. “Thanks for coming.”

She brushed past him—close enough that he caught the faint scent of vanilla body lotion. She didn’t look at him funny. Didn’t smirk. Just headed straight for Lily, who squealed and ran into her arms.

Alex watched from the doorway as Emma scooped the girl up, spun her once, kissed the top of her head. Normal. Perfect nanny.

He retreated to the kitchen, busied himself with coffee he didn’t want. Kept one ear on the living room—giggles, story requests, the soft rustle of paper.

At 6:30 Lily was fed (Emma insisted on helping with dinner—mac and cheese from a box, but she made it fun with dinosaur shapes). Bath at 7:00. Story at 7:30. Lights out at 8:00.

Alex lingered in the hallway while Emma read the last page of Goodnight Moon. When the book closed and Lily’s breathing evened out, Emma slipped out of the room, closing the door softly behind her.

She found him in the kitchen, leaning against the counter, arms crossed like armor.

“She’s asleep,” Emma said quietly. “Fast tonight.”

“Good. Thanks.”

Emma didn’t move to leave. Instead she walked over to the fridge, opened it, pulled out a bottle of water. Took a slow sip. Watched him over the rim.

Alex cleared his throat. “You can head out whenever. I’ll pay you for the full time.”

She set the bottle down. Stepped closer—close enough that he could see the faint freckles across her nose.

“I heard something the other night,” she said. No accusation. Just fact. Soft. Almost gentle.

Alex’s stomach lurched. “What do you mean?”

“You know what I mean.” She tilted her head. “The crinkling. The… little sounds. From your office.”

He opened his mouth. Closed it. Heat flooded his face.

Emma didn’t flinch. Didn’t look away.

“I didn’t mean to spy,” she continued. “I was checking the monitor feed to make sure Lily was okay. But the camera caught your door. And I heard… things. I looked. Just for a second.”

Alex felt the floor tilt under him. “Emma, I—”

“I’m not mad,” she cut in. “I’m not going to tell anyone. I’m not quitting. I love Lily. And…” She paused, eyes flicking over his face. “…I think it’s kind of sweet.”

He stared at her.

“Sweet?”

She nodded. “You’re a good dad. You work hard. You take care of everyone. And you have this… private thing that makes you feel safe. Or happy. Or whatever it does for you. I get it. People have secrets. I have mine too.”

Alex swallowed hard. “You’re not freaked out?”

“A little surprised, maybe.” She smiled—small, almost shy. “But not freaked out. I’ve read about it. ABDL stuff. Adult babies. Diaper lovers. It’s more common than people think. And it doesn’t make you a bad person.”

He couldn’t speak.

Emma took another step closer. Now she was right in front of him—close enough that he could feel the warmth off her body.

“I kept thinking about it,” she said softly. “All week. And I realized… I want to help.”

“Help?” His voice cracked.

“Yeah.” She reached out—slowly—touched his forearm. Light. Reassuring. “If you’ll let me. I’m already taking care of Lily. Why not take care of you too? When she’s asleep. When it’s just us.”

Alex’s heart hammered so hard he thought she could hear it.

“I don’t… I don’t know what you mean.”

“I think you do.” Her fingers slid up his arm—just a little. “I saw how you looked in that diaper. Relaxed. Safe. Turned on. I want to see that again. I want to… make it better. For you.”

He stared at her—eyes wide, breath shallow.

Emma’s hand moved to his chest—flat palm over his heart.

“I brought something,” she whispered. “In my bag. Just in case you said yes.”

She stepped back—walked to the living room—returned with her backpack. Set it on the counter. Unzipped it slowly.

Inside: a small pack of adult diapers—thicker than his usual brand, white with faint blue stars. A bottle of baby powder. A pack of wipes. A folded changing mat. And—his breath caught—a pacifier. Pink. Adult-sized.

Alex couldn’t look away.

Emma picked up the changing mat. Spread it on the kitchen floor—right there, under the pendant light.

“Lie down,” she said. Not a command. An invitation. Soft. Patient.

Alex’s legs moved before his brain caught up. He lowered himself onto the mat—back flat, legs slightly apart. The tile was cool through his jeans.

Emma knelt beside him.

“Pants off,” she murmured.

He unbuckled. Shimmied jeans and boxers down. Kicked them aside. Naked from the waist down—already half-hard from nerves and want.

Emma’s eyes flicked over him—lingering on his groin—then back to his face.

“Such a good boy already,” she said quietly. “Let Nanny take care of you.”

The word—Nanny—hit him like electricity.

She unfolded one of her diapers. The crinkle was louder than his own stash. She slid it under his hips—lifted his legs gently, like she’d done it a thousand times.

Powder next—generous shake over his cock and balls. The scent filled the kitchen—sweet, infantile. She rubbed it in with slow circles—fingers brushing his shaft, teasing the head without stroking.

Alex whimpered.

“Shhh,” she soothed. “Nanny’s got you.”

She pulled the front up—slow—taped the sides tight. Adjusted the leg cuffs. Gave the padded front a gentle pat.

“There. All snug.”

Alex’s cock throbbed inside the fresh padding—trapped, aching.

Emma sat back on her heels—studied him.

“You’re hard already,” she noted. Not mocking. Curious. Almost proud. “From just a change?”

He nodded—face burning.

She leaned over him—close enough that her hair brushed his cheek.

“Would you like a reward?” she whispered. “For being so good?”

He nodded again—frantic.

Emma tugged her hoodie up—then her T-shirt underneath. No bra. Her breasts spilled free—full, soft, nipples already pebbled from the cool air.

Alex’s mouth went dry.

She cupped one breast—lifted it toward his face.

“Open.”

He parted his lips.

She guided her nipple into his mouth.

“Suck, baby. Nice and slow.”

He did—tentative at first, then deeper. The taste of her skin—warm, faintly sweet—flooded him. He sucked harder—tongue circling the nipple. Emma sighed—soft, pleased.

Her free hand rested on the front of his diaper—palm flat, pressing gently.

“Good boy,” she murmured. “Such a hungry little one.”

She let him nurse for long minutes—switching breasts once—while her hand stayed on the padding. Not rubbing. Just holding. Letting him feel the pressure.

When she finally pulled back—nipples shiny and swollen—she looked down at him.

“You’re leaking,” she said. “I can feel it through the diaper.”

Alex whimpered around nothing—mouth empty now.

Emma tugged her shirt back down.

“Not tonight,” she said gently. “You don’t get to come yet. Not until I say. But you can keep the diaper on until I come back next week. And when I do…” She leaned in—kissed his forehead. “…we’ll go further.”

She stood—helped him up. Handed him his jeans.

“Get dressed. I’ll see myself out.”

At the door she paused—turned back.

“And Alex?”

“Yeah?”

“Thank you,” she said softly. “For trusting me.”

She left.

Alex stood in the hallway—diaper crinkling under his jeans, nipples still tingling from memory, cock aching in fresh padding.

He locked the door.

Leaned against it.

And smiled—for the first time in days.

Thursday had changed everything.

And next week couldn’t come fast enough.


Chapter 3: Bottle and Lap Time

The next week passed in a strange, suspended haze for Alex. Every morning he woke up expecting the diaper Emma had taped on him to feel different—less real, less permanent—but it didn’t. He kept it on all week, changing it himself only when it became uncomfortably heavy. Each fresh tape felt like a quiet promise: she’d be back. She’d see. And she’d decide what happened next.

He didn’t touch himself. Not once. The thought of disappointing her—of coming without permission—kept his hands away. Instead he leaked steadily into the padding: small, helpless spurts during work calls, stronger ones when he replayed the memory of her nipple in his mouth. By Thursday the current diaper was sagging noticeably under his jeans, the front darkened in irregular patches. He showered with the door locked, changed into a fresh one from his hidden stash before she arrived, heart pounding the whole time.

Emma rang the bell at 4:50—same hoodie, same backpack, same calm smile. Lily ran to her immediately, chattering about school. Alex watched from the hallway, arms folded, trying to look normal.

“Hi, Alex,” Emma said over Lily’s head. Her eyes met his—brief, knowing. “Ready for tonight?”

He nodded. “Yeah. She’s been excited all day.”

Emma scooped Lily up, carried her to the living room. Alex retreated to the kitchen, pretending to check emails on his phone. His cock twitched at the sound of her voice—soft, playful, reading a picture book to Lily. Normal nanny sounds. But underneath: the memory of her hands on his hips, the crinkle of her diaper unfolding, the warmth of her breast against his lips.

Dinner passed quietly. Emma helped Lily with her pasta, wiped sauce from her chin, laughed at her dinosaur impressions. Alex ate standing at the counter—too restless to sit. Every time Emma glanced his way, his stomach flipped.

Bath time. Story time. Lights out.

At 8:12 the house fell silent.

Emma appeared in the kitchen doorway—backpack already in hand. She set it on the counter without a word. Pulled out the changing mat first—spread it on the floor like last time. Then the bottle: glass, warm from the microwave she must have used upstairs. Milk inside—whole milk, slightly sweetened. A wide rubber nipple already screwed on.

Alex stared at it.

Emma patted the mat.

“Lie down, baby. Time for your change first.”

He obeyed—faster this time. Jeans off. Boxers off. Fresh diaper exposed: thick, white, tapes snug. The front was already damp from anticipation.

Emma knelt—ran her fingers along the leg cuffs.

“Still dry-ish,” she murmured. “But you’ve been a good boy keeping it on all week. Haven’t you?”

“Yes,” he whispered.

She smiled—soft, approving.

“Such a good baby for Nanny.”

She ripped the tapes—slow, deliberate. The diaper peeled away with a sticky sound. His cock sprang free—hard, leaking, flushed from days of denial.

Emma wiped him gently—cold wipes dragging over sensitive skin. Powder next—clouds of white settling on his groin. She rubbed it in with slow circles, fingers brushing his shaft, circling the head until he whimpered.

“Shhh,” she soothed. “Nanny’s almost done.”

New diaper—her brand again, even thicker. She lifted his legs high—folded him almost double—slid it underneath. Taped it snug. Adjusted the front so the padding cupped his erection perfectly—no relief, just pressure.

“There,” she said. “All fresh and snug.”

She stood—helped him sit up—then sat on the kitchen chair herself. Patted her lap.

“Come here, baby. Sit with Nanny.”

Alex crawled—diaper crinkling loudly—until he was between her knees. She guided him up—straddling one thigh, back to her chest. His padded bottom settled against her leg; the bulk forced his legs wide. She wrapped one arm around his waist—held him secure.

The bottle appeared in her other hand.

“Open,” she whispered.

He parted his lips.

She pressed the nipple in—warm milk flowed immediately. Sweet. Thick. Comforting.

“Suck, baby. Nice and slow.”

He did—rhythmic pulls, cheeks hollowing. Milk hit his tongue in steady spurts. Emma’s free hand moved to his stomach—rubbed slow circles over his shirt, then under it, skin on skin.

“Good boy,” she murmured against his ear. “Drink it all for Nanny. Let it fill your little tummy.”

Alex sucked harder—eyes fluttering shut. The combination—the warmth of her body, the soft pressure of her hand, the crinkle of his diaper every time he shifted—made his cock throb painfully inside the padding.

Emma felt it.

She pressed her palm flat against the front—right over the bulge.

“Already hard again,” she said softly. “My needy little baby. Been thinking about Nanny all week?”

He nodded—around the nipple.

“Mm-hmm,” she hummed. “I thought so. I could tell. You leaked for me, didn’t you? Kept that diaper on like a good boy.”

Another nod—faster.

Her hand rubbed—slow circles through the thick padding. Not enough friction for real pleasure. Just enough to tease.

“Such a desperate little thing,” she whispered. “Trapped in your crinkly diaper. Sucking your bottle. Sitting in Nanny’s lap like you belong here.”

Alex whimpered—hips rocking forward instinctively. The padding compressed against her thigh with each tiny thrust.

Emma tightened her arm around his waist—held him still.

“No humping,” she said gently. “Not yet. You don’t get to come tonight. Not until I decide you’ve earned it.”

He whined—high, needy sound muffled by the nipple.

She kissed the top of his head.

“But you can feel it. Feel how full you are. How safe. How owned.”

She kept rubbing—lazy circles—while he finished the bottle. When the last drop was gone she pulled the nipple out—wiped a dribble from his chin with her thumb—pushed the thumb into his mouth.

“Clean.”

He sucked—greedy, desperate.

Emma withdrew her thumb—replaced it with her index finger. Let him nurse on that while her other hand stayed on the diaper front.

“You’re leaking again,” she noted. “I can feel the warmth spreading. Such a messy baby.”

Alex’s face burned—shame and arousal twisting together.

Emma shifted him slightly—turned him so he faced her more. Her hoodie was unzipped; she tugged her T-shirt up—exposed one breast.

“Reward time,” she whispered. “For being so good all week.”

She guided his head down.

“Open.”

He latched—sucking deeply. Her nipple hardened instantly against his tongue. She sighed—soft, pleased—hand moving to the back of his head, holding him close.

The other hand kept pressing the diaper front—slow, steady circles.

“Good boy,” she breathed. “Suck harder. Drink from Nanny like you need it.”

He did—hungry pulls, tongue flicking. His hips twitched again—couldn’t help it. The diaper crinkled with every small movement.

Emma didn’t stop him this time. Just let him rock—gentle, helpless thrusts against her palm.

“You’re close already,” she murmured. “Just from sucking Nanny’s boobies and feeling your diaper rub. Pathetic little baby. So desperate.”

Alex moaned around her nipple—vibrations making her gasp softly.

“Not yet,” she warned. “Hold it. Feel it build. Feel how much you need Nanny to let you.”

She edged him like that—minutes stretching—hand pressing harder, then lighter, never enough. His breathing turned ragged—short pants around her breast.

When she finally pulled her nipple free—wet, swollen—she cupped his face.

“Look at me.”

He did—eyes glassy, cheeks flushed.

“You don’t come tonight,” she said firmly. “You keep that diaper on. You leak for me all week again. And when I come back… maybe I’ll let you. If you’re good.”

She kissed his forehead—lingering.

“Now go to bed, baby. Sleep in your wet padding. Dream of Nanny.”

She helped him stand—legs shaky. Handed him his jeans.

“Get dressed. I’ll lock up.”

At the door she paused—turned back.

“And Alex?”

“Yeah?”

“Next time,” she whispered, “bring the pacifier downstairs. I want to see you suck it while you nurse.”

She left.

Alex stood in the hallway—diaper tented, aching, lips tingling from her nipple.

He locked the door.

Went upstairs.

Lay on his bed—still dressed—hand hovering over the diaper front.

He didn’t touch.

Just pressed—once—feeling the damp warmth.

And smiled into the dark.

Next Thursday felt impossibly far away.

But he’d wait.

For her.


Chapter 4: Diaper Change Play

The following Thursday felt like the longest week of Alex’s life.

He had kept the diaper Emma taped on him the previous session. Every morning he woke up to the familiar sag and warmth—small, uncontrollable leaks during the night that left the padding heavy and clammy by dawn. He changed it himself only twice, each time with a strange mix of guilt and anticipation. He didn’t touch himself. Not even once. The thought of disappointing her—of coming without her permission—kept his hands firmly away. Instead, the denial built like pressure in a sealed bottle: constant, aching, leaking in tiny spurts whenever he thought of her voice, her hands, the taste of her skin.

By Thursday afternoon the current diaper was noticeably swollen—front darkened in irregular patches, tapes pulling tight against his hips. He showered carefully, avoiding direct stimulation, then taped on a fresh one from his hidden stash. Thicker than usual. Just in case.

Emma arrived at 4:55—same backpack, same calm smile. Lily greeted her with a hug and immediately dragged her to show off a new drawing. Alex watched from the hallway, pulse already racing.

Dinner. Bath. Story. Lights out.

At 8:10 the house was quiet again.

Emma appeared in the kitchen doorway—backpack in hand. She set it down without a word. Pulled out the changing mat first—spread it on the floor under the soft pendant light. Then the supplies: wipes, powder, a new pack of her preferred diapers (extra-absorbent, faint star prints), and something new—a small pink pacifier.

Alex stood frozen by the counter.

Emma looked up at him—eyes soft but expectant.

“You’ve been good this week?” she asked quietly.

He nodded—voice barely a whisper. “Yes… Nanny.”

Her smile widened—just a little.

“Show me.”

He stepped forward—slow, deliberate. Unbuckled his jeans. Let them drop. Boxers next. The diaper was exposed: thick white bulge, front darkened, sagging slightly under its own weight.

Emma knelt in front of him—ran her fingers along the waistband.

“Very wet,” she murmured. “You leaked for Nanny all week, didn’t you?”

“Yes,” he breathed.

“Good boy.” She patted the front gently—once, twice. The padding squished under her palm. “Lie down.”

He lowered himself onto the mat—back flat, legs slightly apart. The tile was cool beneath the plastic. Emma positioned herself between his knees—kneeling tall, hoodie unzipped, T-shirt clinging softly to her curves.

She hooked her fingers under the leg elastics—tugged them aside just enough to peek.

“Messy little baby,” she said—not cruel, almost affectionate. “So full already.”

She ripped the tapes—one side, then the other. The front flap fell away with a loud velcro crack. Cool air hit his damp skin; his cock—hard, flushed, leaking—twitched upward.

Emma didn’t comment on his erection. Just reached for the wipes—cold, wet, clinical. She cleaned him slowly: long strokes over his shaft, around his balls, between his thighs. Each pass made him shiver—sensitive skin tingling from days of denial.

“Such a sensitive little pee-pee,” she whispered. “Been aching for Nanny, hasn’t it?”

He nodded—eyes squeezed shut.

“Look at me,” she said softly.

He opened them.

She smiled—gentle, proud.

“You didn’t come without permission. That makes Nanny very happy.”

Powder next—she shook it generously over his groin. White clouds drifted down, settling on his cock like snow. She rubbed it in with slow, deliberate circles—fingers brushing the head, tracing the underside, teasing the slit where pre-cum beaded steadily.

Alex whimpered—hips lifting slightly.

“Stay still, baby,” she soothed. “Let Nanny finish.”

She unfolded the new diaper—thicker again, crinkly plastic loud in the quiet kitchen. Lifted his legs high—higher than necessary—folded him almost in half. His ass lifted off the mat; everything exposed. She slid the diaper underneath—positioned it perfectly—pulled the front up slowly, savoring the way the padding enveloped him.

Tapes next—left, right, then a third adjustment pull to make it extra snug. She gave the front a firm pat—once, twice. The crinkle echoed.

“All done,” she said. “Fresh and safe.”

But she didn’t let him up.

Instead she sat back on her heels—studied him.

“You’ve earned something special tonight,” she murmured. “For being such a good, patient baby.”

She reached for the hem of her T-shirt—tugged it up slowly. No bra again. Her breasts spilled free—heavy, soft, nipples already darkening in the warm kitchen light.

Alex’s breath caught.

Emma cupped one breast—lifted it toward his face.

“Open wide, baby.”

He parted his lips eagerly.

She guided her nipple in—warm, firm. He latched immediately—sucking deep, tongue circling. The taste of her skin flooded him—faint salt, faint sweetness. Emma sighed—soft, pleased—hand cradling the back of his head.

“Good boy,” she breathed. “Suck for Nanny. Drink like you need it.”

He did—hungry pulls, cheeks hollowing. His free hand hovered uncertainly—wanting to touch.

She caught it—guided it to her other breast.

“Touch,” she whispered. “Softly. Like you’re worshiping.”

His fingers trembled as they closed around the soft weight—thumb brushing the nipple, circling gently. Emma arched slightly—breath hitching.

“That’s it,” she encouraged. “Such gentle hands. My sweet baby knows how to please Nanny.”

She let him nurse and fondle for long minutes—switching breasts once, letting him suck the other while his hand kneaded the first. Her nipples hardened fully—dark, swollen—sensitive under his tongue and fingers.

All the while her other hand stayed on the front of his diaper—pressing, rubbing slow circles through the thick padding. Not enough to finish him. Just enough to keep him on the edge.

“You’re dripping so much,” she noted. “I can feel it soaking through. Such a messy, needy little one.”

Alex moaned around her nipple—vibrations making her gasp.

She pulled back suddenly—both breasts shiny and wet from his mouth.

“Not yet,” she said firmly. “You don’t come tonight either. You keep that ache. Let it build. For Nanny.”

He whined—high, desperate—cock throbbing uselessly in the fresh padding.

Emma leaned down—kissed his forehead, then each cheek, then the tip of his nose.

“But you get to keep something,” she whispered.

She reached into her backpack—pulled out the pink pacifier from last week.

“Open.”

He parted his lips.

She slipped the nipple in—soft silicone filling his mouth.

“Suck,” she ordered gently.

He did—rhythmic, soothing pulls. The pacifier tasted faintly of silicone and her lip gloss from when she’d handled it.

Emma stood—helped him sit up—then pulled him into a hug. His face pressed against her chest—still bare—while she rocked him slowly.

“My perfect baby,” she murmured. “So good for Nanny. So obedient.”

She held him like that for long minutes—rocking, humming softly—until his breathing slowed, the frantic edge of arousal dulled to a deep, throbbing need.

When she finally released him, she tugged her shirt down—covered herself.

“Get dressed,” she said. “Jeans over the diaper. Keep it on until next week. And think about me every time you feel it sag.”

At the door she paused—turned back.

“Next time,” she whispered, “I want to see you come. But only when I say. And only in your diaper. For Nanny.”

She kissed his forehead—one last time—soft, lingering.

Then she was gone.

Alex stood in the hallway—pacifier still in his mouth (he hadn’t dared remove it), diaper tented and leaking, body trembling with denied need.

He locked the door.

Went upstairs.

Lay on his bed—jeans still on—hand hovering over the padded front.

He pressed once—feeling the damp warmth, the ache.

And smiled into the dark.

Next Thursday felt like forever.

But he’d wait.

He’d be good.

For her.


Chapter 5: Sissy Outfits Introduced

The anticipation for the next Thursday had become a living thing inside Alex—constant, humming, impossible to ignore. The diaper Emma had left him in last week was long gone, changed out of necessity, but he’d kept every fresh one she’d provided in the same spot under the floorboard. Each morning he taped on a new one—her brand now, thicker, with those faint star prints that made his stomach flutter every time he looked down. He didn’t touch himself. The rule felt etched into him now: no release without Nanny’s permission. He leaked constantly—small, helpless spurts during work calls, stronger ones when he replayed the memory of her breasts in his mouth, the way she’d held him in her lap like he belonged there.

By Thursday he was a wreck—cock aching in permanent semi-hardness, diaper already damp from the day’s nervous leaks. He showered twice, shaved carefully, even trimmed his pubic hair without being asked, hoping she’d notice. When the doorbell rang at 4:52, his heart slammed so hard he thought Lily might hear it from the living room.

Emma arrived in a soft pink sweater and leggings—casual, but the color choice felt deliberate. She hugged Lily, kissed her cheek, then looked up at Alex over the girl’s head. Her eyes flicked down—brief, knowing—lingering on the subtle bulge under his jeans.

“Hi, Alex,” she said softly. “Ready for tonight?”

He nodded—voice stuck somewhere in his throat.

The routine passed in a blur: dinner, bath, story. Lily was asleep by 8:05.

Emma appeared in the kitchen doorway—backpack already unzipped. She set it on the counter without speaking. Pulled out the changing mat first—spread it wide on the floor. Then her usual supplies: wipes, powder, a fresh thick diaper. But this time she reached deeper into the bag.

She pulled out something folded—soft pink fabric. Unfolded it slowly.

A onesie. Adult-sized. Pale pink cotton with white ruffles around the snaps at the crotch and along the short puffed sleeves. Tiny embroidered hearts dotted the chest. Next came a matching skirt—short, frilly, barely long enough to cover anything. Then white knee-high socks with little bows, and a pair of shiny pink mary-jane shoes—adult size, but unmistakably feminine.

Alex stared—mouth dry.

Emma laid everything out neatly on the counter beside the mat.

“I brought you something special tonight,” she said quietly. “For my good boy who’s been so patient.”

She stepped closer—touched his cheek gently.

“You’ve earned a little treat. Nanny wants to see her baby dressed up pretty. Will you let me?”

Alex’s cock twitched hard inside the diaper—painful throb against the padding.

“Yes… Nanny,” he whispered.

Her smile was radiant—soft, proud.

“Good baby. Lie down first. Nanny needs to change you.”

He obeyed—faster than ever. Jeans off. Shirt off this time too—leaving him naked except the diaper. He lay back on the mat—arms at his sides, legs slightly apart.

Emma knelt—ran her hands over the diaper front.

“Very wet again,” she murmured. “You’ve been thinking about Nanny all week, haven’t you?”

“Yes,” he breathed.

She ripped the tapes—slow, teasing. The diaper peeled away. His cock sprang free—hard, leaking, flushed dark from days of denial.

Emma wiped him thoroughly—slow strokes that made him whimper. Powder next—generous clouds, rubbed in with deliberate circles around his shaft, teasing the head until pre-cum beaded steadily.

“So sensitive,” she whispered. “My poor little pee-pee. So small and desperate.”

The SPH landed soft—almost affectionate—but it hit him like fire. His hips jerked.

“Stay still,” she soothed.

New diaper—her thickest yet. She lifted his legs high—folded him double—slid it underneath. Taped it snug—extra tight at the front to press his erection flat against his belly. No relief. Just constant pressure.

She helped him sit up—then reached for the onesie.

“Arms up, baby.”

He lifted them. The soft cotton slid over his head—cool against his skin. She snapped the crotch closed—four loud pops right over the diaper bulge. The ruffles framed his padded crotch like wrapping paper.

Next the skirt—she pulled it up over his hips. The hem barely reached mid-thigh; any movement and the diaper would peek out.

Socks next—pulled up to his knees. Then the shoes—shiny pink mary-janes with little buckles. She fastened them carefully.

Last: she reached into the bag again—pulled out a matching pink bonnet. Gathered his short hair as best she could, tied the ribbons under his chin in a neat bow.

She stepped back—studied him.

Alex sat there—pink onesie, frilly skirt, bonnet, thick diaper tenting obviously underneath.

Emma’s eyes darkened with something like hunger.

“So pretty,” she whispered. “My perfect little sissy baby.”

She knelt again—close now—cupped his face.

“You look adorable. Does it feel good? Being all dressed up for Nanny?”

He nodded—face burning.

“Words, baby. Use your little voice.”

“Y-yes, Nanny,” he lisped—high, trembling. “It feels… good. Thank you.”

She smiled—leaned in—kissed his forehead.

“Such a polite baby girl.”

She guided him to stand—awkward in the shoes and bulk. The skirt flared with every movement; the diaper crinkled loudly.

Emma led him to the full-length mirror in the hallway.

“Look at yourself.”

Alex stared—pink, ruffled, diapered, bonneted. His cock throbbed visibly under the padding—small bulge outlined clearly.

Emma stood behind him—hands on his shoulders.

“See how tiny your pee-pee looks under all that fluff?” she whispered. “So small. So useless. That’s why you need diapers. And pretty clothes. And Nanny.”

He whimpered—hips rocking forward involuntarily.

Emma’s hands slid down—cupped his padded crotch through the skirt.

“Feel that?” she murmured. “All locked away. Aching. Leaking for Nanny.”

She rubbed—slow circles through layers of fabric and padding.

Alex’s knees buckled slightly.

Emma turned him—guided him back to the kitchen mat.

“Lie down again, baby. Nanny wants to play.”

He obeyed—on his back, legs spread.

Emma straddled his waist—skirt riding up her thighs. She tugged her sweater and T-shirt up—breasts spilling free again.

“Hands up,” she said.

He lifted them—trembling.

She guided one to each breast.

“Touch. Softly. Worship Nanny’s boobies.”

His fingers closed around soft warmth—thumbs brushing nipples. Emma sighed—arching into his touch.

“Good girl,” she breathed. “Such gentle hands. My pretty sissy baby knows how to please.”

She leaned down—let one nipple brush his lips.

“Open.”

He latched—sucking deeply. Emma rocked slowly—grinding the diaper front against her thigh through her leggings.

“You’re dripping so much,” she whispered. “I can feel it soaking through. Such a messy little sissy.”

Her hand slipped under the skirt—pressed firmly against the diaper front—rubbed slow, deliberate circles.

Alex moaned around her nipple—vibrations making her gasp.

She switched breasts—let him suck the other while her hand kept teasing.

“Such a tiny pee-pee,” she murmured—SPH soft, loving. “So small it can’t even make a proper bulge in your pretty diaper. That’s why Nanny has to keep you locked and padded. My helpless baby girl.”

The words—combined with her nipple in his mouth, her hand grinding the padding—pushed him to the edge fast.

Emma felt it.

“Not yet,” she warned—slowed her hand to almost nothing. “Hold it. Feel it build. Feel how much you need Nanny’s permission.”

She edged him like that—minutes stretching—hand pressing, then easing, never enough. His breathing turned ragged—short pants around her breast.

When she finally pulled back—both nipples shiny and swollen—she cupped his face.

“Look at me, baby girl.”

He did—eyes glassy, tears of frustration gathering.

“You don’t come tonight,” she said firmly. “You keep that ache. Let it build all week. And when I come back… maybe I’ll let you. If my pretty sissy has been very, very good.”

She kissed him—deep, claiming—then pulled away.

“Get dressed—jeans over the outfit. Keep everything on until next week. Feel the ruffles. Feel the diaper. Think of Nanny every time you crinkle.”

At the door she paused—turned back.

“Next time,” she whispered, “I want to see you come. But only in your diaper. Only when Nanny says. And only while you’re dressed like my perfect little sissy baby.”

She left.

Alex stood in the hallway—pink onesie hidden under jeans, frilly skirt tucked awkwardly, bonnet ribbons untied but still in place, diaper tented and leaking.

He locked the door.

Went upstairs.

Lay on his bed—hand hovering over the padded crotch.

He pressed once—feeling the damp warmth, the ache, the ruffles under his fingers.

And smiled into the dark.

Next Thursday felt like torture.

But he’d wait.

He’d be her good girl.

For Nanny.


Chapter 6: Caught in the Act

The week after Emma introduced the sissy outfits felt like walking on a knife’s edge. Alex couldn’t stop thinking about the pink onesie hidden under his jeans, the way the ruffles had brushed his thighs, the tight snap of the crotch pressing the diaper bulge against his aching cock. He kept the entire outfit on under his clothes for three full days—only changing the diaper when it became too heavy—because removing it felt like betraying her. Every crinkle when he sat down at his desk, every shift of the skirt fabric against his skin, every glance in the mirror at the faint outline of the bonnet ribbons he’d tucked away in his drawer—it all fed the constant, throbbing need she’d left him with.

He didn’t come. Not once. The rule was ironclad now: no release without Nanny’s say-so. But the denial made him leak constantly—small, helpless spurts during Zoom calls, stronger ones when he replayed her voice calling him “pretty sissy baby girl.” By Wednesday night the diaper was sodden and sagging, tapes straining. He changed it in the bathroom—hands shaking—taping on a fresh one from her brand, then slipped the pink onesie back on underneath his pajamas. Just to feel it. Just to be ready.

Thursday arrived with rain tapping against the windows. Lily was at a playdate until 6:00—Emma had suggested it last week, “so Nanny can focus on her other little one.” Alex spent the afternoon pacing—diaper crinkling under his jeans, cock half-hard and leaking from sheer anticipation.

Emma arrived at 5:15—earlier than usual. Hoodie unzipped, hair loose, backpack slung low. She stepped inside, kissed his cheek like it was the most natural thing, then looked him up and down.

“You’re already dressed for me, aren’t you?” she asked softly.

Alex nodded—face burning.

“Show Nanny.”

He unbuttoned his shirt—revealed the pink onesie underneath. Lifted his shirt hem so she could see the snaps over the diaper bulge.

Emma’s eyes darkened—pleased, hungry.

“Good girl,” she whispered. “You kept it on. Such an obedient sissy baby.”

She took his hand—led him to the living room. Spread the changing mat on the rug. Set out supplies: wipes, powder, a fresh diaper, the pacifier, and something new—a small pink vibrator wand, slim and curved.

Alex’s breath hitched.

Emma noticed—smiled.

“Not yet, baby. First, Nanny wants to check something.”

She guided him to lie down—onesie snaps still closed. She knelt between his legs—ran her hands over the diaper front through the cotton.

“Very wet,” she murmured. “You’ve been leaking for Nanny all week, haven’t you?”

“Yes… Nanny,” he lisped—high, trembling.

She unsnapped two crotch buttons—pulled the front down just enough to expose the soaked diaper underneath. The padding was darkened across the front, sagging slightly.

“Such a messy girl,” she said—not angry, almost proud. “Trying so hard to be good.”

She wiped him slowly—cold wipes dragging over his swollen cock. Powder next—rubbed in with teasing circles. Fresh diaper—taped extra tight. She snapped the onesie closed again—then helped him sit up.

“Now,” she said, “Nanny needs to see something else.”

She pulled out her phone—opened the baby monitor app she’d linked to last week.

“I’ve been watching,” she confessed quietly. “Just a little. To make sure my baby is safe.”

Alex’s stomach dropped.

She tapped play—fast-forwarded to Tuesday night. The feed showed his bedroom: him in the pink onesie, lying on the bed, hand hovering over the diaper front. Pressing. Rocking slightly. Whimpering. Then—his hand slipped under the skirt, rubbing the padded bulge through the onesie. Slow circles. Faster. Hips bucking. Face flushed. Close—very close.

Emma paused the video—looked at him.

“You were trying to come without permission,” she said softly. No anger. Just disappointment.

Alex’s eyes filled—tears gathering.

“I—I’m sorry, Nanny,” he whispered. “I didn’t… I stopped. I didn’t finish.”

“I know,” she said. “That’s why you’re still getting a reward tonight. But you also need a little lesson.”

She helped him stand—led him to the couch. Sat down. Patted her lap.

“Over Nanny’s knee, baby girl.”

Alex draped himself across her thighs—skirt riding up, diapered bottom presented. Emma tugged the skirt higher—exposed the padded seat fully.

“Ten spanks,” she said calmly. “For trying to touch without Nanny.”

She lifted her hand.

The first spank landed—firm, muffled by the thick padding. The sound was soft but deep—crinkle and thud together. Heat bloomed instantly.

“One,” she counted.

Another—harder. Alex whimpered—hips jerking.

“Two.”

By five his bottom stung even through the cushion. By eight he was squirming—cock throbbing uselessly against her thigh.

“Nine.”

The last one—sharp, deliberate.

“Ten.”

She rubbed slow circles over the warm padding.

“Good girl,” she murmured. “You took it so well.”

She helped him kneel between her legs—face level with her chest.

“Now your reward,” she whispered.

She tugged her hoodie and T-shirt up—breasts bare. Cupped one—guided it to his lips.

“Open.”

He latched—sucking deeply. Emma sighed—hand cradling his head.

Her other hand reached for the vibrator—turned it on low. Pressed it against the diaper front—right over his caged cock through the onesie and padding.

Alex moaned around her nipple—vibrations traveling straight through him.

She rubbed—slow, steady circles. The low buzz hummed through layers—dulling the sensation but building pressure relentlessly.

“You’re not allowed to come yet,” she reminded him. “Just feel it. Feel how close Nanny can get you.”

She edged him like that—minutes stretching—vibrator pressing harder, then easing, switching breasts so he could suck the other nipple. His hips bucked—helpless, desperate. The diaper grew wetter—fresh leaks mixing with pre-cum.

Emma felt it—smiled against his hair.

“Such a leaky little sissy,” she whispered. “Dripping just from Nanny’s boobies and a little buzz.”

She increased the speed—vibrator humming stronger.

Alex’s moans turned to whimpers—high, broken. His body tensed—right on the edge.

“Not yet,” she warned—pulled the vibrator away completely.

He sobbed around her nipple—tears slipping down his cheeks.

Emma kissed his forehead—soft, soothing.

“Shhh. Nanny’s here.”

She turned the vibrator off—set it aside. Let him nurse for long minutes—gentle rocking—until his breathing slowed.

Then she pulled back—covered herself.

“Stand up, baby girl.”

He obeyed—legs shaky.

Emma reached under the skirt—pressed her palm flat against the soaked diaper front.

“You’re going to keep this on all week,” she said. “Wet. Messy. Aching. And next time… Nanny’s going to let you come. But only while you’re sucking my boobies. Only in your pretty diaper. Only when I say.”

She kissed him—deep, claiming—then stepped back.

“Get dressed—jeans over everything. Feel the ruffles. Feel the wet padding. Think of Nanny.”

At the door she paused—turned back.

“And Alex?”

“Yes… Nanny?”

“Next time,” she whispered, “I want to see you cry when you come. For me.”

She left.

Alex stood in the hallway—sissy outfit hidden under jeans, diaper heavy and leaking, nipples tingling, body trembling with denied need.

He locked the door.

Went upstairs.

Lay on his bed—hand hovering over the padded crotch.

He pressed once—feeling the damp warmth, the ache, the ruffles.

And cried—soft, relieved sobs.

Next Thursday felt like the edge of everything.

But he’d wait.

He’d be her good sissy girl.

For Nanny.


Chapter 7: Delayed Pleasures

The denial had become a constant companion by the next Thursday. Alex woke every morning to the familiar weight of the diaper—Emma’s brand now, thick and crinkly, always slightly damp from overnight leaks he couldn’t control. He changed it carefully each day, taping fresh ones with hands that trembled from anticipation and frustration. The pink onesie stayed hidden under his clothes most of the time—he wore it to bed every night, the ruffles brushing his thighs, the snaps pressing the padding tight against his aching cock. He didn’t touch. Not even to relieve the pressure. The rule was absolute: release belonged to Nanny.

He spent the week in a haze—work suffered, focus shattered. Every crinkle when he sat, every shift of the skirt fabric he’d tucked into his waistband, every memory of her nipple in his mouth or the vibrator’s low buzz against his diaper pushed him closer to the edge without letting him fall. He leaked constantly—small, helpless spurts during meetings, stronger ones at night when he dreamed of her voice calling him “pretty sissy baby girl.” By Wednesday the diaper was heavy again, sagging noticeably under his jeans. He changed it before she arrived, taping on the thickest one yet, heart pounding.

Emma rang the bell at 4:50—earlier than usual. She wore a soft white sweater that clung to her curves and dark leggings that showed the shape of her thighs. Her backpack looked fuller today. She kissed Lily’s cheek, played with her for an hour, then tucked her in early—lights out by 7:45.

The house fell silent.

Emma appeared in the living room doorway—backpack already open. She spread the changing mat wide on the rug. Set out the usual: wipes, powder, fresh diaper. Then new items: the pink pacifier, a small bottle of warm milk, soft black rope, and the slim pink vibrator from last time.

Alex stood frozen—already in the pink onesie under his shirt, skirt hidden in his waistband, diaper tented obviously.

Emma looked him up and down—eyes lingering on the bulge.

“You’ve been such a good girl this week,” she said softly. “Nanny’s very proud. No touching. No coming. Just leaking and aching for me.”

He nodded—voice small. “Yes, Nanny.”

She stepped closer—cupped his cheek.

“Tonight Nanny’s going to play with you properly. But you still don’t get to come until I say. And even then… only when I decide you’ve earned it.”

She guided him to the mat.

“Lie down, baby girl.”

He obeyed—on his back, legs slightly apart. Emma knelt—unsnapped the onesie crotch slowly. Pulled the front down. The diaper was exposed: thick, white, front darkened and sagging from days of leaks.

“So full,” she murmured. “My poor messy sissy.”

She ripped the tapes—peeled the diaper away. His cock sprang free—hard, flushed, leaking steadily. She wiped him gently—slow strokes that made him whimper. Powder next—rubbed in with teasing circles around his shaft, over his balls, between his thighs.

She reached for the rope—soft black cord.

“Hands above your head,” she said.

He lifted them. She looped the rope around his wrists—tied them together, then secured the ends to the leg of the heavy coffee table. Not tight enough to hurt. Just enough to hold him in place.

“There,” she whispered. “Now Nanny can play without interruptions.”

She straddled his waist—leggings still on—ground down once, slow and deliberate, pressing her heat against the fresh diaper she hadn’t yet taped on. Alex moaned—hips bucking up instinctively.

“No moving,” she warned—pressed a hand flat to his stomach. “Stay still. Let it build.”

She tugged her sweater and T-shirt up—breasts bare. Cupped one—guided it to his lips.

“Open, baby.”

He latched—sucking deeply. Emma sighed—arching into his mouth.

Her free hand reached for the vibrator—turned it on low. Pressed it against his bare cock—right at the base.

Alex jolted—moan muffled around her nipple.

She rubbed—slow circles up and down his shaft. The low buzz hummed through him—direct now, no padding to dull it. Pleasure spiked fast—too fast.

She pulled the vibrator away just as his hips tensed.

“Not yet,” she whispered. “Nanny’s going to edge you for a long time tonight.”

She switched breasts—let him suck the other while she teased again: vibrator on low, circling the head, tracing the underside, pressing against his balls. Each time he got close—breathing ragged, hips straining against the ropes—she stopped. Pulled away. Let him cool. Then started again.

Minutes stretched—ten, twenty, thirty. His cock throbbed dark red, leaking steadily onto his stomach. Tears gathered in his eyes—frustration, need, overwhelming sensation.

Emma kissed his forehead—soft, soothing.

“You’re doing so well, baby girl,” she murmured. “Such a good sissy. Holding it all for Nanny.”

She turned the vibrator up—one notch. Pressed it firmly against the underside of his shaft—held it there.

Alex cried out—muffled around her nipple—body arching off the mat.

“Shhh,” she soothed. “Feel it. Let it build. Don’t come. Not yet.”

She edged him harder now—vibrator circling faster, pressing deeper. His hips bucked—ropes creaking. Tears slipped down his cheeks.

“Please… Nanny…” he whimpered around her breast. “Please…”

She pulled the vibrator away again—let him sob.

“So close,” she whispered. “But Nanny wants more. Nanny wants you to cry for it.”

She turned the vibrator off—set it aside. Straddled higher—guided both his bound hands to her breasts.

“Touch,” she said. “Worship Nanny’s boobies while I decide.”

He kneaded—gentle, desperate—thumbs circling her nipples. Emma rocked slowly—grinding her clothed heat against his bare cock. No penetration. Just friction. Teasing.

“You’re dripping everywhere,” she murmured. “Such a messy little sissy. Tiny pee-pee leaking just from Nanny’s boobies.”

She leaned down—let one nipple brush his lips again.

“Suck.”

He latched—hungry, frantic. Emma reached between them—wrapped her hand around his bare cock. No vibrator now. Just her fingers—slow, loose strokes.

Alex moaned—high, broken—hips thrusting up into her grip.

She stroked faster—then slower. Edged him again—right to the brink—then stopped. Pulled her hand away.

He sobbed openly now—tears streaming.

“Please, Nanny… I can’t… I need…”

Emma kissed his tears—soft, tender.

“You can,” she whispered. “For Nanny. Hold it just a little longer.”

She turned the vibrator back on—highest setting. Pressed it firmly against the head of his cock.

Alex arched—cry muffled against her breast—body shaking.

“Come for Nanny,” she commanded—voice low, loving. “Right now. Spill in your pretty diaper. Cry for me while you do it.”

She rubbed—fast, relentless circles.

Alex broke—sharp, wrenching sob. His body convulsed—cock pulsing hard in her hand. Thick ropes of cum spurted—landing on his stomach, dripping down his sides. Wave after wave—long, intense, drawn out by the vibrator and days of denial. Tears streamed freely—sobs mixing with moans.

Emma kept the vibrator pressed through it—milking every twitch, every shudder.

When it finally ended he collapsed—gasping, trembling, spent.

Emma turned the vibrator off—set it aside. Untied his wrists—rubbed them gently. Pulled him into her lap—cradled him against her chest.

“My perfect baby girl,” she whispered. “You did so well. Nanny’s so proud.”

She rocked him—slow, soothing—while he cried softly against her breasts.

After long minutes she kissed his forehead.

“Time to clean up.”

She helped him lie back—wiped the cum from his stomach with wipes. Powdered him gently. Taped a fresh diaper—thick, crinkly. Snapped the onesie closed. Adjusted the skirt.

“You keep everything on until next week,” she said. “The wet spots from tonight stay. Feel them. Remember how you cried for Nanny.”

She dressed him in his jeans—hid the outfit underneath.

At the door she paused—turned back.

“Next time,” she whispered, “Nanny’s bringing a friend. Someone who wants to see how pretty my sissy baby is. And how well she comes when she’s told.”

She kissed him—deep, claiming.

Then she was gone.

Alex stood in the hallway—diaper fresh but already damp from aftershocks, onesie ruffles brushing his thighs under his jeans, body trembling with afterglow and new anticipation.

He locked the door.

Went upstairs.

Lay on his bed—hand resting lightly on the padded crotch.

He smiled through the tears.

Next Thursday felt like the beginning of something bigger.

And he couldn’t wait.


Chapter 8: Nanny's Friend Joins

The week after Emma had finally let him come—bound, edged for what felt like hours, crying into her breasts while the vibrator hummed against his bare cock—left Alex in a strange, floating state. The release had been shattering, but it only deepened the craving. He woke every morning still aching, the memory of her voice (“Come for Nanny… cry for me”) replaying on loop. He kept the pink onesie and skirt hidden under his clothes during the day—only changing out of them to shower—and wore her thick diapers religiously. He leaked constantly, small helpless spurts that soaked the padding by midday. He didn’t touch. The rule felt sacred now: everything belonged to Nanny.

By Thursday he was trembling with need. The diaper he’d taped on that morning was already heavy—darkened front, sagging slightly under his jeans. He’d added the onesie underneath again, just in case. When the doorbell rang at 4:48, his heart slammed so hard he thought it might bruise his ribs.

Emma arrived—soft gray sweater, leggings, backpack slung low. But she wasn’t alone.

A second woman stood beside her—similar age, maybe twenty-three, shorter with dark curly hair tied in a messy bun, wearing a black hoodie and ripped jeans. She had sharp green eyes and a playful smirk that made Alex’s stomach drop.

“Hi, Alex,” Emma said calmly. “This is Mia. My friend from uni. She’s… curious.”

Mia gave a small wave—eyes flicking over him immediately, lingering on the subtle bulge under his jeans.

“Hi,” she said. Voice light, teasing. “Emma’s told me a lot about her pretty little sissy baby.”

Alex’s face burned—cock twitching hard inside the diaper.

Emma stepped inside—closed the door behind them.

“Lily’s at her friend’s until 7:00 tonight,” she said. “Plenty of time for Nanny and her helper to play.”

Mia’s smirk widened.

Emma took Alex’s hand—led him to the living room. Mia followed, backpack of her own slung over one shoulder.

Emma spread the changing mat wide on the rug. Set out supplies: wipes, powder, fresh thick diaper, pacifier, vibrator, and—new—a small bottle of warm milk and a soft pink collar with a silver ring.

Alex stood frozen—already breathing fast.

Emma turned to him—cupped his cheek.

“You’ve been so good, baby girl,” she murmured. “Nanny brought a friend to see how pretty and obedient you are. Mia wants to help take care of you too. Is that okay?”

He swallowed—nodded frantically.

“Yes… Nanny.”

Mia stepped closer—eyes bright with curiosity.

“Show us, then,” she said softly. “Let’s see the pretty sissy Emma keeps telling me about.”

Emma guided him to the mat.

“Lie down, baby.”

He obeyed—on his back, legs apart. Emma knelt—unsnapped the onesie crotch slowly. Pulled the front down. The diaper was exposed: thick, white, front heavily darkened and sagging from the day’s leaks.

Mia whistled low—kneeling beside Emma.

“Wow,” she said. “She wasn’t kidding. That thing’s soaked.”

Emma smiled—proud.

“My good girl’s been leaking for Nanny all week. Haven’t you, baby?”

“Yes, Nanny,” Alex whispered—voice high, trembling.

Mia reached out—hesitant at first—then pressed her palm flat against the diaper front. Squeezed gently. The padding squished audibly.

“Warm,” she noted. “And heavy. You really can’t hold it, can you?”

Alex whimpered—face scarlet.

Emma ripped the tapes—peeled the diaper away. His cock sprang free—hard, leaking, flushed dark from constant denial.

Mia’s eyes widened.

“Tiny,” she said—not mean, just surprised. “Emma said it was small, but… wow.”

SPH from a stranger hit harder than he expected. His cock twitched—more pre-cum beading at the tip.

Emma wiped him slowly—cold wipes dragging over sensitive skin. Powder next—rubbed in with teasing circles. Mia watched—eyes bright.

“Such a sensitive little pee-pee,” Emma murmured. “Leaking just from being looked at.”

Fresh diaper—taped snug. Emma snapped the onesie closed—then helped him sit up.

“Now,” she said, “time to dress you properly for company.”

She reached into her backpack—pulled out the full sissy outfit: pink onesie (already on), frilly skirt, knee-high socks, mary-janes, and the bonnet.

Mia’s grin widened.

“Oh my god, it’s adorable.”

Emma dressed him fully—skirt over the onesie, socks pulled up, shoes buckled, bonnet tied under his chin in a neat bow.

Alex sat there—pink, ruffled, diapered, bonneted—cock tenting obviously under the layers.

Mia circled him slowly—eyes taking in every detail.

“So pretty,” she said softly. “Emma’s little sissy baby girl.”

Emma clipped the pink collar around his neck—snapped it shut. Attached a short leash to the ring.

“Stand up, baby girl,” Emma said.

He obeyed—awkward in the shoes and bulk. The skirt flared with every movement; the diaper crinkled loudly.

Emma tugged the leash gently—led him to stand in front of Mia.

“Say hello to Auntie Mia,” she prompted.

Alex’s voice came out small, high, lisping.

“H-hello, Auntie Mia… thank you for coming to see me.”

Mia reached out—touched his cheek.

“You’re welcome, sweetie. You’re even cuter than Emma said.”

Emma guided him back to the mat—had him kneel.

“Now,” she said, “Nanny and Auntie want to play.”

She tugged her sweater up—breasts bare. Mia followed—lifted her hoodie and shirt. Two pairs of breasts—Emma’s full and soft, Mia’s smaller but perky—exposed in the soft living-room light.

Alex’s breath hitched.

Emma cupped one breast—guided it to his lips.

“Open, baby.”

He latched—sucking deeply. Mia leaned in—guided his free hand to her breast.

“Touch Auntie too, sweetie. Softly.”

His fingers closed around warm softness—thumb brushing her nipple. Mia sighed—arching slightly.

Emma’s hand slipped under the skirt—pressed against the diaper front—rubbed slow circles.

“You’re dripping already,” she murmured. “Such a needy little sissy. Leaking just from sucking Nanny’s boobies and touching Auntie’s.”

Mia’s hand joined—cupping his other breast through the onesie—pinching the nipple gently.

“Look at him blush,” Mia whispered. “Tiny pee-pee trying so hard in its diaper.”

Emma increased the pressure—rubbing faster through the padding.

“You’re close,” she noted. “Already. From just boobies and a little teasing.”

Alex moaned—high, muffled—hips rocking forward.

Mia laughed softly—pinched his nipple harder.

“Come for us, baby girl,” Emma commanded. “Right now. Spill in your pretty diaper while you suck Nanny and touch Auntie. Show us how pathetic my sissy is.”

The words—combined with the hands on his chest, the rubbing through the diaper, the humiliation of performing for two women—pushed him over.

He cried out—sharp, broken—body convulsing. Heat pulsed—thick spurts soaking the diaper front in warm bursts. Wave after wave—drawn out by the constant teasing. Tears slipped down his cheeks—sobs mixing with moans.

Emma and Mia kept touching—milking every twitch, every shudder.

When it ended Alex slumped forward—gasping, trembling—face pressed against Emma’s thigh.

Emma stroked his bonneted head.

“My perfect baby girl,” she whispered. “You came so pretty for us.”

Mia patted the soaked diaper front—squish audible.

“Messy little thing,” she said affectionately.

Emma helped him lie back—cleaned the mess gently. Powdered. Taped a fresh diaper—thick, crinkly. Snapped the onesie closed. Adjusted the skirt.

“You keep everything on until next week,” she said. “The wet spots from tonight stay. Feel them. Remember how you cried in front of Auntie Mia.”

She dressed him in jeans—hid the outfit.

Mia leaned down—kissed his forehead.

“Can’t wait to play again, sweetie.”

Emma clipped the leash to his collar—tugged him to the door.

“Next time,” she whispered, “Nanny’s bringing more friends. And you’re going to show them everything.”

She kissed him—deep, claiming—then unclipped the leash.

The women left together—laughing softly.

Alex stood in the hallway—diaper fresh but already damp from aftershocks, sissy outfit hidden under jeans, collar still snug around his neck.

He locked the door.

Went upstairs.

Lay on his bed—hand resting lightly on the padded crotch.

He smiled through the lingering tears.

Next Thursday felt like the start of something unstoppable.

And he couldn’t wait.


Chapter 9: Group Teasing Begins

The days after Mia’s first visit blurred into a constant, throbbing haze for Alex. The pink collar stayed around his neck even when he showered—Emma had told him to keep it on “as a reminder of who owns you.” The pink onesie and frilly skirt lived under his everyday clothes now; he wore them to bed, during work calls (muted, of course), even while making Lily breakfast. The thick diapers—Emma’s brand—were changed only when absolutely necessary, and each fresh tape felt like a quiet vow: he was waiting. Aching. Leaking. For Nanny.

By Thursday he was a wreck. The current diaper was heavy again—front darkened and sagging from constant small leaks, tapes pulling tight against his hips. He’d added the bonnet ribbons tied loosely under his chin when alone in the house, just to feel owned. When the doorbell rang at 4:45, his heart slammed so hard he had to steady himself against the wall.

Emma arrived first—soft lavender sweater, leggings, backpack slung low. Behind her: Mia again, grinning wide in a cropped black hoodie and jeans. And two more women Alex had never seen.

One was tall, athletic—Sarah, Emma introduced—blonde ponytail, sharp cheekbones, wearing a fitted tank top and yoga pants. The other was shorter, curvier—Jenna—dark hair in loose waves, tattoos peeking from her sleeve, in a band tee and ripped shorts.

“Hi, Alex,” Emma said calmly. “You remember Mia. This is Sarah and Jenna—friends from my kink group. They wanted to meet my pretty little sissy baby.”

Sarah’s eyes lit up—raking over him immediately.

Jenna smirked—crossing her arms.

“Emma wasn’t exaggerating,” she said. “He’s adorable.”

Alex’s face burned—cock twitching hard inside the diaper.

Emma took his hand—led the group to the living room. Lily was at a sleepover tonight—Emma had arranged it days ago. “More time for Nanny and her helpers.”

The women settled on the couch and chairs—loose semicircle around the rug. Emma spread the changing mat wide in the center. Set out supplies: wipes, powder, fresh thick diaper, pacifier, vibrator, bottle of warm milk, and—new—a small wooden paddle with a heart cutout.

Alex stood frozen—already in the pink onesie and skirt under his shirt and jeans, collar snug.

Emma turned to him—cupped his cheek.

“You’ve been such a good girl this week,” she murmured. “Nanny brought friends to see how well you behave. How pretty you look. How obedient you are. And how fast my sissy baby comes when teased.”

He nodded—voice small. “Yes, Nanny.”

Mia patted the mat.

“Lie down, sweetie. Let’s get you ready for company.”

Alex obeyed—on his back, legs apart. The women watched—eyes bright, curious, amused.

Emma unsnapped the onesie crotch—pulled the front down. The diaper was exposed: thick, white, front heavily darkened and sagging.

Sarah whistled low.

“That’s a full one,” she said. “He really can’t hold it.”

Jenna leaned forward—pressed her palm against the padded front. Squeezed. The squish was audible.

“Warm and squishy,” she noted. “Leaky little thing.”

Emma smiled—proud.

“My baby girl’s been dripping for Nanny all week. Haven’t you?”

“Yes, Nanny,” Alex whispered—high, trembling.

Mia reached out—touched his cheek.

“You’re blushing so hard,” she said. “It’s cute.”

Emma ripped the tapes—peeled the diaper away. His cock sprang free—hard, leaking, flushed from constant denial.

Jenna laughed softly.

“Tiny,” she said—not mean, just amused. “Emma said it was small, but… yeah.”

Sarah nodded.

“Explains the diapers. Poor little pee-pee can’t even stay dry.”

The SPH from multiple voices hit like waves—each one making his cock twitch harder, more pre-cum beading.

Emma wiped him slowly—cold wipes dragging over sensitive skin. Powder next—rubbed in with teasing circles. Mia and Jenna watched—eyes bright.

Fresh diaper—taped snug. Emma snapped the onesie closed—then helped him stand.

“Now,” she said, “time to dress you properly for your friends.”

She pulled out the full outfit: frilly skirt over the onesie, knee-high socks, mary-janes, bonnet. The women helped—Sarah pulling up the socks, Jenna buckling the shoes, Mia tying the bonnet ribbons in a perfect bow.

Alex stood there—pink, ruffled, diapered, bonneted—cock tenting obviously under the layers.

Emma clipped the pink collar around his neck—attached the short leash.

“Serve us drinks, baby girl,” she said. “Crawl. Show your friends how pretty you move.”

Alex dropped to hands and knees—crawled to the kitchen. The skirt flared with every movement; the diaper crinkled loudly. He fetched glasses and a bottle of wine—crawled back one at a time, balancing carefully.

The women clapped softly when he finished—pouring for themselves.

“Good girl,” Emma praised—tugging the leash gently.

She guided him to kneel in the center of the circle.

“Now,” she announced, “entertainment.”

She tugged her sweater up—breasts bare. Mia followed—lifting her hoodie. Sarah and Jenna joined—tops up, breasts exposed.

Four pairs of breasts—different shapes, different sizes—all bare and waiting.

Emma cupped one—guided it to his lips.

“Open, baby.”

He latched—sucking deeply. Emma sighed—hand cradling his head.

Mia leaned in—guided his free hand to her breast.

“Touch Auntie Mia too, sweetie.”

His fingers closed around warm softness—thumb brushing her nipple. Mia moaned softly.

Sarah and Jenna guided his other hand—two breasts now, plus his mouth on Emma’s.

“Such gentle hands,” Sarah murmured. “Pretty sissy knows how to please.”

Jenna pinched his nipple through the onesie—hard enough to make him gasp around Emma’s breast.

“Look at him squirm,” she said. “Tiny pee-pee leaking just from boobies.”

Emma’s hand slipped under the skirt—pressed against the diaper front—rubbed slow circles.

“You’re dripping so much,” she whispered. “Such a messy little sissy. Leaking in front of all your aunties.”

The women took turns—passing his mouth from breast to breast, his hands from chest to chest. Pinching his nipples through the onesie. Teasing his diaper front with light pats and rubs.

“You’re close already,” Emma noted. “Just from boobies and a little teasing.”

Alex moaned—high, broken—hips rocking forward.

Sarah laughed.

“Come for us, baby girl,” she said. “Spill in your pretty diaper while you suck and touch. Show us how fast a sissy comes from boobies.”

The words—combined with the hands on his chest, the rubbing through the diaper, the humiliation of performing for four women—pushed him over.

He cried out—sharp, muffled against Jenna’s breast—body convulsing. Heat pulsed—thick spurts soaking the diaper front in warm bursts. Wave after wave—drawn out by the constant teasing. Tears slipped down his cheeks—sobs mixing with moans.

The women kept touching—milking every twitch, every shudder.

When it ended Alex slumped forward—gasping, trembling—face pressed against Emma’s thigh.

Emma stroked his bonneted head.

“My perfect baby girl,” she whispered. “You came so pretty for your aunties.”

Mia patted the soaked diaper front—squish audible.

“Messy little thing,” she said affectionately.

Sarah and Jenna laughed softly—patting his head.

Emma helped him lie back—cleaned the mess gently. Powdered. Taped a fresh diaper—thick, crinkly. Snapped the onesie closed. Adjusted the skirt.

“You keep everything on until next week,” she said. “The wet spots from tonight stay. Feel them. Remember how you cried in front of your aunties.”

She dressed him in jeans—hid the outfit.

At the door the women kissed his forehead—one by one.

“Can’t wait to play again,” Mia whispered.

“Next time more,” Sarah said.

Emma clipped the leash to his collar—tugged him close.

“Next week,” she whispered, “Nanny’s bringing even more friends. And you’re going to show them everything—how pretty you look, how well you obey, how fast you come when teased.”

She kissed him—deep, claiming—then unclipped the leash.

The women left together—laughing softly.

Alex stood in the hallway—diaper fresh but already damp from aftershocks, sissy outfit hidden under jeans, collar snug around his neck.

He locked the door.

Went upstairs.

Lay on his bed—hand resting lightly on the padded crotch.

He smiled through the lingering tears.

Next Thursday felt like the beginning of something unstoppable.

And he couldn’t wait.


Chapter 10: Nude Diaper Rules

The Thursday after the first group visit arrived like a storm Alex had felt building for weeks. The memory of four women—Emma, Mia, Sarah, Jenna—touching his chest, passing his mouth between their breasts, rubbing his diaper front while he cried through an orgasm in the center of the rug had replayed in his mind every waking hour. He hadn’t come since. Emma’s rule was absolute: no release without Nanny’s permission. He wore the pink onesie and frilly skirt under his clothes every day, the thick diaper taped snug beneath. He leaked constantly—small spurts during work, stronger ones at night when he dreamed of their laughter, their hands, their teasing words about his “tiny pee-pee.” By Thursday morning the diaper was heavy again, sagging noticeably under his jeans. He changed it carefully—taping on Emma’s thickest brand—heart pounding with anticipation.

Emma rang the bell at 4:40—earlier than usual. She wore a simple black tank top and leggings, hair loose. Behind her: Mia, Sarah, and Jenna again. All four smiled when they saw him—knowing, eager.

“Hi, baby girl,” Emma said softly. “Nanny and your aunties are here to play.”

Lily was at a weekend sleepover—Emma had arranged it days ago. The house was theirs.

Emma led the group to the living room. Spread the changing mat wide in the center. Set out supplies: wipes, powder, fresh thick diaper, pacifier, vibrator, bottle of warm milk, the wooden paddle, and—new—a small pink blindfold and soft wrist cuffs.

Alex stood frozen—already in the pink onesie and skirt under his shirt and jeans, collar snug around his neck.

Emma turned to him—cupped his cheek.

“You’ve been such a good sissy this week,” she murmured. “Nanny’s very proud. Tonight we’re going to try something new. Nude diaper rules. No clothes except your pretty diaper. No hiding. Just your padded bottom on display for Nanny and your aunties.”

His cock twitched hard inside the diaper—immediate leak.

Mia stepped forward—grinning.

“We want to see all of you, sweetie,” she said. “Every crinkle. Every leak. Every blush.”

Sarah and Jenna nodded—eyes bright.

Emma tugged his shirt up—slowly—revealing the pink onesie. The women murmured approval.

“Arms up,” Emma said.

He lifted them. She peeled the shirt off—then unbuttoned his jeans. Pulled them down. The skirt flared free; the onesie snaps pressed tight over the diaper bulge.

Mia whistled low.

“Look at that tent,” she said. “Already hard just from being seen.”

Emma unsnapped the onesie crotch—pulled the front down. The diaper was exposed: thick, white, front darkened and sagging from the day’s leaks.

Sarah reached out—pressed her palm flat against the padded front. Squeezed.

“So full,” she noted. “Leaky little baby.”

Emma ripped the tapes—peeled the diaper away. His cock sprang free—hard, leaking, flushed dark from constant denial.

Jenna laughed softly.

“Tiny and desperate,” she said. “No wonder he needs diapers.”

Emma wiped him slowly—cold wipes dragging over sensitive skin. Powder next—rubbed in with teasing circles. Fresh diaper—taped extra snug. She helped him stand—naked except the thick white padding.

“No clothes tonight,” she announced. “Just your pretty diaper. No hiding. No covering up. You stay like this until we’re done.”

Alex stood there—naked from the waist up, diapered below, collar snug, cock tenting obviously under the padding.

Emma tugged the leash attached to his collar.

“Kneel in the center, baby girl.”

He obeyed—dropped to his knees on the rug. The diaper crinkled loudly; the padding compressed under his weight.

The women settled around him—loose circle on the couch and chairs.

Emma tugged her tank top up—breasts bare. Mia, Sarah, and Jenna followed—tops off, breasts exposed.

Four pairs of breasts—soft, warm, waiting.

Emma cupped one—guided it to his lips.

“Open, baby.”

He latched—sucking deeply. Emma sighed—hand cradling his head.

Mia leaned in—guided his left hand to her breast.

“Touch Auntie Mia, sweetie.”

His fingers closed around warm softness—thumb brushing her nipple. Mia moaned softly.

Sarah took his right hand—placed it on her breast.

“Gentle, baby girl,” she murmured. “Worship Auntie Sarah.”

Jenna reached from the side—pinched his free nipple (his own chest through bare skin)—hard enough to make him gasp around Emma’s breast.

“Look at him squirm,” Jenna said. “Tiny pee-pee leaking just from boobies and a little pinch.”

Emma’s hand slipped down—pressed against the diaper front—rubbed slow circles through the thick padding.

“You’re dripping so much,” she whispered. “Such a messy little sissy. Leaking in front of all your aunties.”

The women took turns—passing his mouth from breast to breast, his hands from chest to chest. Pinching his nipples—gentle then harder. Teasing his diaper front with light pats, squeezes, rubs.

Sarah laughed.

“Compare him to real men,” she said. “Look at that tiny thing trying to make a bulge in his diaper. Pathetic.”

Mia nodded.

“No wonder he’s diapered,” she said. “He’d make a mess in two seconds flat if he was allowed out.”

Jenna pinched his nipple again—sharper.

“Come for us, baby girl,” she commanded. “Spill in your pretty diaper while you suck and touch. Show your aunties how fast a sissy comes from boobies and SPH.”

The words—combined with the hands on his chest, the rubbing through the diaper, the humiliation of four women teasing his size—pushed him over.

He cried out—sharp, muffled against Sarah’s breast—body convulsing. Heat pulsed—thick spurts soaking the diaper front in warm bursts. Wave after wave—drawn out by the constant teasing. Tears slipped down his cheeks—sobs mixing with moans.

The women kept touching—milking every twitch, every shudder.

When it ended Alex slumped forward—gasping, trembling—face pressed against Emma’s thigh.

Emma stroked his head.

“My perfect baby girl,” she whispered. “You came so pretty for your aunties.”

Mia patted the soaked diaper front—squish audible.

“Messy little thing,” she said affectionately.

Sarah and Jenna laughed softly—patting his head.

Emma helped him lie back—cleaned the mess gently. Powdered. Taped a fresh diaper—thick, crinkly.

“You stay nude except your diaper until we leave,” she said. “No clothes. No hiding. Feel how exposed you are. How owned.”

The women stayed another hour—sipping wine, chatting casually while Alex knelt naked in the center—diaper fresh but already damp from aftershocks, breasts occasionally offered for sucking, nipples pinched playfully, diaper front patted and teased.

No more orgasms tonight—just constant, gentle edging. Building the ache again.

When they finally stood to leave, Emma clipped the leash to his collar—tugged him to the door.

“Next week,” she whispered, “Nanny’s bringing even more friends. And we’re going to make you come without touching at all. Just from words. Just from shame. Just from knowing how many women see what a pathetic, leaky little sissy you are.”

She kissed him—deep, claiming—then unclipped the leash.

The women left together—laughing softly.

Alex stood in the hallway—naked except the thick diaper, collar snug around his neck, body trembling with denied need and lingering afterglow.

He locked the door.

Went upstairs.

Lay on his bed—hand resting lightly on the padded crotch.

He smiled through the tears.

Next Thursday felt like the edge of oblivion.

And he couldn’t wait.


Chapter 11: Orgasms Without Touch

The Thursday after the nude diaper night felt like stepping off a cliff Alex had been walking toward for weeks. The memory of kneeling naked except for the thick, leaking diaper—four women surrounding him, breasts in his mouth and hands, teasing his “tiny pee-pee” while he sobbed through an orgasm in the center of the rug—had burned itself into every quiet moment. He hadn’t come since. Emma’s rules were iron: no release without Nanny’s permission, and no touching at all this week. He wore the pink onesie and frilly skirt under his clothes every day, the collar snug around his neck even in the shower. The diapers—Emma’s thickest brand—were changed only when they sagged too heavily, and each fresh tape felt like a countdown. He leaked constantly—small spurts during work calls, stronger ones at night when he replayed their laughter, their hands, their words. By Thursday morning the diaper was sodden again, front darkened and heavy, tapes straining. He changed it carefully—taping on a fresh one—heart racing with dread and need.

Emma rang the bell at 4:35—even earlier. She wore a simple white tank top and leggings, hair in a loose braid. Behind her: Mia, Sarah, and Jenna again. All four smiled when they saw him—knowing, hungry.

“Hi, baby girl,” Emma said softly. “Nanny and your aunties are here for something special tonight.”

Lily was at a long weekend with her grandparents—Emma had arranged it. The house was empty. Silent.

Emma led the group to the living room. Spread the changing mat wide in the center. Set out supplies: wipes, powder, fresh thick diaper, pacifier, vibrator (unused tonight), bottle of warm milk, wooden paddle, blindfold, wrist cuffs, and—new—a small whiteboard and marker.

Alex stood frozen—already in the pink onesie and skirt under his shirt and jeans, collar snug, cock tenting obviously.

Emma turned to him—cupped his cheek.

“You’ve been such a perfect sissy this week,” she murmured. “No touching. No coming. Just leaking and aching for Nanny and your aunties. Tonight we’re going to test how well you obey without any help. No hands. No toys. No rubbing. Just our words. Just the shame of being watched. Just knowing how many women see what a pathetic, leaky little diaper slut you are.”

His knees nearly buckled—cock throbbing hard inside the diaper.

Mia stepped forward—grinning.

“We’re going to make you come hands-free, sweetie,” she said. “Just from listening. Just from blushing. Just from being our pretty little baby girl.”

Sarah and Jenna nodded—eyes bright.

Emma tugged his shirt up—revealed the onesie. The women murmured approval.

“Strip,” Emma commanded softly. “Everything except your pretty diaper and collar.”

He obeyed—faster than ever. Shirt off. Jeans off. Onesie snaps undone—skirt and socks and shoes removed. Naked except the thick white diaper and collar.

The women settled around him—loose circle on the couch and chairs.

Emma guided him to kneel in the center—blindfold slipped over his eyes. Darkness swallowed him.

“Hands behind your back,” she said.

He clasped them—cuffs snapped around his wrists, linked loosely.

“You stay like this,” Emma whispered. “No touching. No humping. No moving unless we say. You listen. You feel. And when Nanny says… you come. Right in your diaper. For us.”

The room went quiet for a moment—only breathing, soft rustles of clothing.

Then Emma started—voice low, intimate.

“Look at you, baby girl. Naked except your thick, crinkly diaper. Blindfolded. Cuffed. Kneeling in the middle of the room while four women watch you leak. Your tiny pee-pee’s already trying to make a bulge in that padding, isn’t it? So small. So useless. No wonder you need diapers. No wonder Nanny has to keep you padded and denied.”

Mia’s voice next—teasing, playful.

“You’re blushing so hard we can see it from here, sweetie. Your cheeks are bright red. Your little nipples are hard too—just from being seen. From knowing we’re all staring at your pathetic diapered bottom. Bet you’re dripping already. Leaking into that padding like the messy sissy you are.”

Sarah—calmer, almost clinical.

“Remember last week? How fast you came just from sucking our boobies and a little rub? Tonight—no touching. No boobies. Just words. Just the shame of knowing four grown women are watching a grown man kneel in a diaper and get hard from being called tiny. Pathetic. Leaky. Baby girl.”

Jenna—laughing softly.

“You’re rocking your hips already, aren’t you? Tiny thrusts into nothing. Desperate little humps. Look at that diaper tent. So obvious. So embarrassing. Everyone here knows how small you are. How you can’t even control yourself. How you’ll come just from us talking about it.”

Emma again—closer now, voice right at his ear.

“You’re close, aren’t you, baby? Feel it building. Feel how full your little pee-pee is. How much it wants to spill. But you don’t get to touch. You don’t get help. You just listen. Just feel the shame. Just know we’re all watching you fall apart. Watching you leak. Watching you cry.”

Alex whimpered—high, broken. His hips twitched—tiny, helpless rocks into empty air. The diaper crinkled with each movement. Pre-cum leaked steadily—warmth spreading in the front.

Mia laughed.

“He’s leaking more. Look at that wet spot growing. Such a messy baby.”

Sarah—soft, almost gentle.

“Come for us, baby girl. Right now. Spill in your diaper. Show your aunties how fast a sissy comes from words alone. From knowing how tiny and useless he is. From knowing we own you.”

Jenna—teasing.

“Do it, sweetie. Come like the pathetic diaper slut you are. Cry for us while you do it.”

Emma—final, commanding whisper in his ear.

“Come, baby girl. Now. For Nanny. For your aunties. Let it all out in your pretty diaper.”

Alex broke—sharp, wrenching sob. His body convulsed—hips bucking hard into nothing. Heat pulsed—thick spurts soaking the diaper front in warm bursts. Wave after wave—intense, hands-free, drawn out by the constant verbal humiliation. Tears streamed freely—sobs mixing with moans as the orgasm rolled through him.

The women watched in silence—smiling, sipping wine—letting him shudder through every pulse.

When it ended Alex slumped forward—gasping, trembling—blindfold wet with tears.

Emma removed the blindfold—cupped his face.

“My perfect baby girl,” she whispered. “You came so beautifully. Just from our words. Just from shame.”

Mia patted the soaked diaper front—squish loud.

“Messy little thing,” she said affectionately.

Sarah and Jenna laughed softly—patting his head.

Emma helped him lie back—cleaned the mess gently. Powdered. Taped a fresh diaper—thick, crinkly.

“You stay nude except your diaper until we leave,” she said. “No clothes. Feel how exposed you are. How owned.”

The women stayed another hour—chatting casually while Alex knelt naked in the center—diaper fresh but already damp from aftershocks, wrists uncuffed but hands kept behind his back, breasts occasionally offered for gentle sucking, diaper front patted and teased.

No more orgasms tonight—just constant, gentle verbal edging. Building the ache again.

When they finally stood to leave, Emma clipped the leash to his collar—tugged him to the door.

“Next week,” she whispered, “Nanny’s bringing even more friends. And we’re going to make you come again and again—hands-free, in your diaper, until you’re crying and begging for mercy. But Nanny will decide when it stops.”

She kissed him—deep, claiming—then unclipped the leash.

The women left together—laughing softly.

Alex stood in the hallway—naked except the thick diaper, collar snug around his neck, body trembling with afterglow and new anticipation.

He locked the door.

Went upstairs.

Lay on his bed—hand resting lightly on the padded crotch.

He smiled through the tears.

Next Thursday felt like the point of no return.

And he couldn’t wait.


Chapter 12: Deeper Sissy Training

The Thursday after the hands-free orgasm in front of four women felt like the final unraveling of whatever resistance Alex had left. The memory of kneeling blindfolded, cuffed, naked except for the thick, leaking diaper—Emma and her friends circling him with words alone, calling him “tiny,” “pathetic,” “leaky little sissy” until he sobbed through a shuddering, untouched climax—had burned into him. He hadn’t come since. Emma’s command was absolute: no release without Nanny’s permission, and this week, no touching at all. The pink collar stayed on constantly—leather warmed by his skin, silver ring cool against his throat. The onesie and frilly skirt lived under his clothes during the day; he wore them openly at home when alone. The diapers—Emma’s thickest—were changed only when they sagged too heavily, each fresh tape a quiet surrender.

By Thursday he was trembling constantly. The current diaper was sodden—front darkened across the entire panel, sagging low enough that the tapes pulled painfully at his hips. He leaked without warning—spurts during mundane tasks, stronger ones when he thought of their laughter, their casual cruelty. He showered carefully, avoiding stimulation, then taped on a fresh one—Emma’s brand, extra-absorbent, faint star prints. Heart pounding, he waited.

Emma arrived at 4:30—earlier still. She wore a soft cream sweater and leggings, hair in a loose braid. Behind her: Mia, Sarah, and Jenna again. All four carried small bags—more supplies, more intent.

“Hi, baby girl,” Emma said softly. “Nanny and your aunties are here to take you deeper tonight.”

Lily was at a school camp overnight—Emma had arranged it. The house was theirs completely.

Emma led the group to the living room. Spread the changing mat wide in the center. Set out supplies: wipes, powder, fresh thick diaper, pacifier, vibrator, bottle of warm milk, wooden paddle, blindfold, wrist cuffs, and—new—small flashcards with printed words like “crawl,” “suck,” “thank you Nanny,” “yes Auntie,” and a baby bottle with a training spout.

Alex stood frozen—already in the pink onesie and skirt under his shirt and jeans, collar snug, cock tenting obviously.

Emma turned to him—cupped his cheek.

“You’ve been perfect this week,” she murmured. “No touching. No coming. Just leaking and aching for Nanny and your aunties. Tonight we’re going to train you properly. Full sissy baby mode. Crawling. Baby talk. No big-boy words unless we allow them. You’ll practice until it feels natural. Until you forget how to be anything else.”

His knees nearly buckled—cock throbbing hard inside the diaper.

Mia stepped forward—grinning.

“We’re going to make you our perfect little baby girl,” she said. “No more pretending. Just crinkles, leaks, and obedience.”

Sarah and Jenna nodded—eyes bright.

Emma tugged his shirt up—revealed the onesie. The women murmured approval.

“Strip,” Emma commanded softly. “Everything except your pretty diaper, collar, and onesie. We’ll keep the skirt for now.”

He obeyed—jeans off, socks off, shoes off. Naked except the thick white diaper, pink onesie, and collar.

Emma guided him to kneel in the center.

“Hands behind your back,” she said.

He clasped them. Mia snapped the soft cuffs around his wrists—linked loosely.

Emma knelt in front of him—held up the first flashcard: a picture of a baby crawling.

“Crawl,” she said simply.

Alex dropped to hands and knees—crawled a small circle around the mat. The diaper crinkled loudly with every movement; the onesie ruffles brushed his thighs.

“Good girl,” Emma praised. “Now say it. Baby talk only. Tell Nanny you’re crawling like a good sissy.”

Alex’s voice came out high, lisping, trembling.

“I’m cwawling wike a good sissy baby giwl, Nanny.”

Mia clapped softly.

“Adorable,” she said.

Emma held up the next card: a pacifier.

“Open.”

He parted his lips. She slipped the pink pacifier in.

“Suck,” she ordered.

He did—rhythmic, soothing pulls. The silicone nipple filled his mouth—comforting, humiliating.

Sarah stepped forward—held up a card with a bottle.

“Nanny’s going to feed her baby,” she said.

Emma took the bottle of warm milk—sat on the couch. Tugged the leash.

“Crawl to Nanny.”

Alex crawled—pacifier bobbing—until he reached her lap. She pulled him up—straddled her thigh, back to her chest. The diaper compressed against her leg with a soft squish.

“Open wider,” she whispered—removed the pacifier.

She pressed the bottle nipple to his lips.

“Suck, baby girl. Drink for Nanny.”

He latched—sucking deeply. Warm milk flowed—sweet, thick. Emma’s free hand rubbed slow circles over his tummy—then lower, pressing against the diaper front.

“Good girl,” she murmured. “Drinking your bottle like a proper sissy baby.”

Mia knelt beside them—guided his hand to her breast.

“Touch Auntie while you drink,” she said.

His fingers closed around warm softness—thumb brushing her nipple. Mia sighed—arching slightly.

Jenna and Sarah joined—guiding his other hand to their breasts.

“Worship your aunties,” Sarah said. “Softly. Like a good baby girl.”

He kneaded—gentle, desperate—while sucking the bottle, hips rocking slightly against Emma’s thigh.

Emma increased the pressure on the diaper front—slow rubs through the padding.

“You’re leaking again,” she noted. “Such a messy little sissy. Dripping just from drinking your bottle and touching boobies.”

The women took turns—passing the bottle between them, letting him suck from each while his hands stayed on breasts. Pinching his nipples through the onesie. Teasing his diaper front with light pats, squeezes.

Jenna laughed.

“Baby talk now,” she said. “Tell Auntie Jenna thank you for letting you touch.”

Alex pulled off the nipple—voice high, lisping.

“Tank you, Auntie Jenna, fow wetting me touch youw boobies.”

Mia giggled.

“So cute,” she said. “Say it again. Louder.”

He repeated—voice trembling.

Emma set the bottle aside—half-empty.

“Now,” she said, “time to practice more.”

She helped him kneel again—blindfold slipped over his eyes. Darkness swallowed him.

“Crawl,” she commanded.

He crawled—blind, cuffed, diaper crinkling—guided by the leash Emma tugged gently.

The women watched—laughing softly, praising his “pretty wittle sissy crawl.”

After several circles Emma removed the blindfold—had him kneel upright.

“Baby talk only,” she said. “Tell us what you are.”

Alex’s voice came out small, high, lisping.

“I’m Nanny’s wittle sissy baby giwl. I wear diapees because my tiny pee-pee can’t contwow itsewf. Tank you fow twaining me.”

The women clapped softly.

Mia leaned in—guided his head to her breast.

“Suck Auntie Mia now,” she said.

He latched—sucking deeply. Emma’s hand returned to the diaper front—rubbed slow circles.

“You’re close again,” she noted. “Just from sucking and a little rub. Such a desperate little sissy.”

Sarah pinched his nipple through the onesie—hard.

“Come for us, baby girl,” she commanded. “Spill in your diaper while you suck Auntie Mia. Show us how fast you lose control from boobies and words.”

The command—combined with the nipple in his mouth, the rubbing through the diaper, the hands on his chest—pushed him over.

He moaned—high, broken—body convulsing. Heat pulsed—thick spurts soaking the diaper front in warm bursts. Tears slipped down his cheeks—sobs mixing with moans as the orgasm rolled through him.

The women kept touching—milking every twitch.

When it ended Alex slumped forward—gasping, trembling—face pressed against Mia’s thigh.

Emma stroked his head.

“My perfect baby girl,” she whispered. “You came so pretty again.”

Mia patted the soaked diaper front—squish audible.

“Messy little thing,” she said affectionately.

Emma cleaned him gently—powdered, taped a fresh diaper.

“You stay in your onesie and diaper until we leave,” she said. “Practice crawling. Practice baby talk. Practice being our good sissy baby.”

The women stayed another hour—making him crawl circles, suck the bottle, touch their breasts, repeat phrases like “I’m Nanny’s wittle sissy baby giwl” and “Tank you fow teasing my tiny pee-pee.”

No more orgasms tonight—just constant, gentle training. Building the habits. Building the need.

When they finally stood to leave, Emma clipped the leash to his collar—tugged him to the door.

“Next week,” she whispered, “Nanny’s bringing even more friends. And we’re going to make you come again and again—hands-free, in your diaper, until you’re crying and begging. But Nanny will decide when it stops.”

She kissed him—deep, claiming—then unclipped the leash.

The women left together—laughing softly.

Alex stood in the hallway—pink onesie and thick diaper, collar snug, body trembling with afterglow and new anticipation.

He locked the door.

Went upstairs.

Lay on his bed—hand resting lightly on the padded crotch.

He smiled through the tears.

Next Thursday felt like the point of no return.

And he couldn’t wait.


Chapter 13: Forever Nanny Love

The final Thursday arrived like the closing note of a song Alex had stopped trying to escape. Every day since the last group session—kneeling naked except for the thick diaper, blindfolded and cuffed while Emma and her friends used nothing but words to push him over the edge into a hands-free, sobbing orgasm—had felt like preparation. He wore the pink collar constantly now, even under his shirt collar at work. The onesie and frilly skirt stayed on at home; he slept in them, woke in them, changed diapers in them. The diapers themselves—Emma’s thickest, star-printed—were changed only when they became unbearably heavy, each fresh tape a silent promise: he belonged to Nanny. He hadn’t come since that last session. The ache had become part of him—constant, deep, leaking in small spurts whenever he thought of their laughter, their breasts, their casual cruelty about his “tiny pee-pee.”

By Thursday morning the diaper was sodden again—front darkened across the entire panel, sagging low, tapes pulling painfully. He showered carefully, avoiding any stimulation, then taped on a fresh one—Emma’s brand, extra-absorbent. He added the full sissy outfit underneath his clothes: pink onesie, frilly skirt, knee-high socks, mary-janes (hidden in his bag), bonnet ribbons tied loosely in his pocket. The collar stayed on. He waited.

Emma rang the bell at 4:20—even earlier. She wore a soft cream dress that hugged her curves, hair loose. Behind her: Mia, Sarah, and Jenna again. All four carried small bags—supplies, toys, intent. Their smiles were different today—softer, warmer, almost tender.

“Hi, baby girl,” Emma said quietly. “Tonight is special. Nanny and your aunties are here to celebrate you.”

Lily was away for the whole weekend—Emma had arranged it. The house was theirs completely.

Emma led the group to the living room. Spread the changing mat wide in the center. Set out supplies: wipes, powder, fresh thick diaper, pacifier, vibrator, bottle of warm milk, wooden paddle, blindfold, wrist cuffs, and—new—small candles (unlit, vanilla-scented), a soft blanket, and a velvet box containing a delicate silver anklet with a tiny heart charm engraved “Nanny’s Baby.”

Alex stood frozen—already trembling, cock tenting obviously under his jeans.

Emma turned to him—cupped both his cheeks.

“You’ve been perfect, baby girl,” she murmured. “No touching. No coming. Just leaking and aching and obeying for Nanny and your aunties. Tonight we’re not training anymore. Tonight we’re celebrating. You’ve accepted your place. Forever. My pampered sissy baby. And we’re going to show you how loved you are.”

Tears pricked his eyes—relief, shame, joy twisting together.

Mia stepped forward—kissed his forehead softly.

“You’re ours now, sweetie,” she said. “No more hiding. No more pretending.”

Sarah and Jenna nodded—eyes soft.

Emma guided him to the mat.

“Lie down, baby. Let Nanny and your aunties take care of you.”

He obeyed—on his back, legs slightly apart. Emma knelt—unsnapped the onesie crotch slowly. Pulled the front down. The diaper was exposed: thick, white, front heavily darkened and sagging.

Sarah reached out—pressed her palm flat against the padded front. Squeezed gently.

“So full,” she murmured. “Our leaky little girl.”

Emma ripped the tapes—peeled the diaper away. His cock sprang free—hard, leaking, flushed dark from constant denial.

Jenna laughed softly—not mocking, affectionate.

“Look how desperate he is,” she said. “Tiny pee-pee dripping just from being undressed in front of us.”

Emma wiped him tenderly—slow strokes that made him whimper. Powder next—rubbed in with gentle circles. Fresh diaper—taped extra snug, but softer this time, almost loving.

She helped him sit up—then pulled out the velvet box.

“Your forever anklet,” she whispered. “To remind you who you belong to.”

She fastened the silver chain around his ankle—tiny heart charm glinting. “Nanny’s Baby.”

Alex’s breath hitched—tears slipping down his cheeks.

Emma kissed them away—soft, reverent.

“Now,” she said, “group pampering.”

The women surrounded him—kneeling in a loose circle. Emma tugged her dress straps down—breasts bare. Mia, Sarah, and Jenna followed—tops off, breasts exposed.

Emma cupped one breast—guided it to his lips.

“Open, baby girl.”

He latched—sucking deeply, gently. Emma sighed—hand cradling his head.

Mia leaned in—guided his left hand to her breast.

“Touch Auntie Mia, sweetie. Softly.”

His fingers closed around warm softness—thumb brushing her nipple. Mia moaned softly.

Sarah took his right hand—placed it on her breast.

“Worship Auntie Sarah,” she murmured. “Like a good baby girl.”

Jenna reached from the side—cupped his cheek, then guided his head to switch breasts.

The women took turns—passing his mouth from nipple to nipple, his hands from breast to breast. No pinching tonight. No edging. Just soft touches, gentle sucking, loving murmurs.

“You’re so loved,” Emma whispered. “My perfect sissy baby. So obedient. So pretty. So mine.”

Mia stroked his hair.

“Our little diaper girl,” she said. “We’re going to take care of you forever.”

Sarah kissed his temple.

“No more big-boy worries,” she murmured. “Just Nanny and your aunties. Just crinkles and cuddles.”

Jenna traced the anklet with her finger.

“Forever marked,” she said softly. “Forever ours.”

Emma’s hand rested lightly on the diaper front—slow, soothing circles through the padding.

“You’re close,” she noted gently. “Feel it build. No rush. Just let it happen. Let Nanny and your aunties love you through it.”

The touches stayed soft—nursing slow and deep, hands kneading his chest gently, diaper front patted rhythmically.

Alex’s breathing deepened—hips rocking tiny, helpless movements. The pressure built slowly—sweet, overwhelming.

Emma whispered in his ear.

“Come for us, baby girl. Whenever you’re ready. Spill in your pretty diaper. Let Nanny and your aunties see how loved you feel.”

The words—combined with the warmth of their breasts, the softness of their touches, the gentle rhythm against his diaper—pushed him over.

He moaned—long, shuddering—body trembling. Heat pulsed—slow, rolling waves soaking the diaper front in warm bursts. No sharp cry this time. Just deep, relieved sighs as the orgasm rolled through him—gentle, prolonged, drawn out by the constant loving contact. Tears slipped down his cheeks—not from shame, but from overwhelming release.

The women kept touching—soft strokes, gentle kisses—milking every aftershock, every twitch.

When it ended Alex slumped forward—gasping softly—face pressed against Emma’s chest.

Emma cradled him—rocked him slowly.

“My perfect baby girl,” she whispered. “You came so beautifully. So loved. So ours.”

Mia kissed his forehead.

“Forever,” she murmured.

Sarah and Jenna joined—hands on his back, his shoulders, his head.

Emma helped him lie back—cleaned him tenderly. Powdered. Taped a fresh diaper—thick but soft. Snapped the onesie closed. Adjusted the skirt.

“You stay like this tonight,” she said. “Nude except your diaper and collar. No clothes. Just feel how safe you are. How owned. How loved.”

The women stayed—cuddling him on the couch, taking turns holding him in their laps, feeding him the bottle, letting him nurse softly, whispering praise.

No more orgasms tonight—just endless, gentle pampering. Building the feeling of belonging.

When they finally stood to leave, Emma clipped the leash to his collar—tugged him to the door.

“From now on,” she whispered, “every Thursday is ours. And every day in between… you’re still Nanny’s baby girl. Forever.”

She kissed him—deep, claiming, loving—then unclipped the leash.

The women left together—quiet smiles, soft goodbyes.

Alex stood in the hallway—pink onesie and thick diaper, collar snug, anklet glinting, body warm with afterglow.

He locked the door.

Went upstairs.

Lay on his bed—hand resting lightly on the padded crotch.

He smiled—soft, peaceful.

No more secrets.

No more pretending.

Just Nanny.

Just his aunties.

Just forever.

And it was enough.
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