

Preview:

“Does baby like that?” Andrea murmured huskily, moving her hand slowly up and down the smooth plastic outer shell of the diaper.

The baby-ish undergarment crinkled loudly with every motion, and somehow that made Sawyer even more aroused, his cock throbbing and twitching, oozing precum into the absorbent core of the diaper. His hips rocked as he moaned an agreement to Andrea’s question, grinding his hardness against her palm through the padding pulled up around his crotch.

“Tell me,” Andrea demanded. “Tell me you love Mommy touching you this way…”

“Ahh-h… I, I…” Sawyer whimpered, breathless as he struggled to even form coherent words. Andrea’s attention’s slowed slightly, and he groaned, wanting more, more touching, more stroking.

“...I love Mommy touching my peepee through my diapees!” he suddenly blurted out, and instantly, he felt her hand clench tightly around his erection.

He had no room to even think about how filthy and embarrassing what he just said was, because all the space in his mind was suddenly taken up by the sensations of her hand rolling the diaper again and again against his throbbing erection. His constant dribbling had made the inside of it slick and warm, and Andrea’s hand rubbed quickly up and down, bedsprings squeaking, diaper crinkling loudly as Sawyer moaned helplessly.

***

His Descent into Diapers

Sawyer Douglas and Andrea Blackburn met at a friend’s party several months ago. From the get-go, Andrea was more assertive. Sawyer didn’t even really feel like she was flirting with him - not ‘flirting’ in the way he was used to, anyway.

Instead of coyly biting her lip, pushing her bust out, playing with her hair, showing the signs Sawyer knew how to read… Andrea smirked, and raised an eyebrow occasionally. She didn’t walk away when Sawyer spoke, but he felt himself blushing instead, put on the spot by her intense, focused interest.

And yet, it felt like she was a cat, and he was a mouse she was toying with. At any moment Andrea might decide she’d lost interest in Sawyer and walk away, turning to something else. The glint in her eyes said ‘entertain me, or I’ll leave’, and Sawyer felt compelled to obey.

Afterwards, he wasn’t surprised at all when she asked him out, although it was less ‘asking’, and more of a statement:

“You can pick me up and take me out to dinner next Thursday,” Andrea said, pressing a business card into his hand. “Call me on this number after 5. I’ll tell you where to pick me up.”

“Uhhh,” Sawyer stammered, but Andrea continued.

“Take me to a place with four or more stars,” she said. “I’m not cheap.”

And just as he was told, Sawyer had taken her to one of the best restaurants in town that Thursday, wearing his best suit… which ended up on her bedroom floor later that night.

“Mmm… Mama likes what she sees,” Andrea purred as she stripped Sawyer down, still wearing her own slinky black dress.

Sawyer could only blush as she pushed him onto the bed in his boxer shorts, already stiff and throbbing inside them - and then tugged them away with her teeth.

“Wh-whoa, that’s hot,” he muttered, and Andrea winked at him as she took his turgid shaft into her mouth, her palate warm, wet, and inviting as she bobbed her head slightly, her throat gulping exaggeratedly.

Sawyer groaned as her hand stroked his shaft, while her tongue worked his cockhead. She teased him like that for a few moments - and then suddenly, she pulled her lips away, leaving his shaft bobbing in the air, still glistening with her saliva. In another moment, she’d leapt onto his lap, straddling him as she pushed him back down onto the bed with a smooth, catlike movement.

Before Sawyer could open his mouth, he felt the slickness of her entrance at the end of his cock, as Andrea swiftly moved aside her silky black panties. A moment later, and she slammed her hips down hard, moaning and trembling as she felt Sawyer’s cock filling her.

“Ohh! Yes!” Andrea gasped, lifting her hips and slamming herself back down again with wild abandon. “Fuck, YES! Good boy!”

Sawyer could only moan and close his eyes himself, completely overwhelmed by the experience as the sheer force of Andrea’s movements forced him down into the bed, springs creaking with her motion. The pleasure was intense, like nothing he’d ever felt before, consuming all of his senses. He could smell the deep ginger and blossom scent of the perfume she was wearing, heated by their bodies, her own natural scent and the smell of sex lingering all around them.

As she rode him harder and faster, grunting with effort as she took all the initiative, Sawyer felt her nails digging into his shoulders, leaving tiny grooves there. It stung, but in an erotic, exciting way, adding a razor’s edge to the intense pleasure he was feeling and only making his dick throb more insistently within Andrea’s taut, wet confines.

She gripped him tightly to begin with, but as they both headed towards what was guaranteed to be an earth-shattering climax, Andrea squeezed and clenched tighter and tighter, moaning hotly as she bounced on Sawyer’s erection. Her tight pussy rubbed and stroked at all the most sensitive parts of his erection, making it swell harder and harder - and from the way Andrea gasped with delight and ground her hips against him it seemed like she was enjoying it just as much, his thick hardness hitting all the sweet spots inside her.

“Mm, mm, mmff!” Andrea moaned. “Ohhh baby… Mommy’s gonna cum!”

Sawyer dimly felt alarmed by her choice of words, but Andrea’s eager, frantic hip motions soon took the entirety of his attention, as she panted, gasped, humped desperately towards her own peak. She came a few seconds later, spasming in pleasure around his embedded length.

Sawyer groaned as she clenched around him rhythmically, and a moment later he came too, erection swelling fit to burst as he spurted hot, thick semen up inside her. Their motions became as one as they orgasmed together, pushing against one another, moaning and shaking as they came. Sawyer couldn’t remember an orgasm that had felt so good, lingering on for second after second.

At last, he was spent, and Andrea sighed in delight as she unsteadily unmounted him, rolling over onto the bed. They lay there panting for several minutes, until Andrea stood up, stripped off, and then insisted he move into bed with her. Wordlessly, Sawyer did just that, and hardly noticed when his head ended up resting on Andrea’s chest, being cradled by her like an infant.

What he did notice, as he moved his foot, brushing against the sheets, was the plastic crinkling underneath them. He hadn’t felt it while they’d been having sex on top of the comforter, but now he noticed it it seemed awfully loud. In fact it made Sawyer blush a little, to be held like this, laying on plastic sheets.

“Wh-what are the sheets for?” he asked, hesitantly, after a moment.

“Sheets? Oh, those are just in case of spills,” Andrea said, dismissively. “...For… *yawwn* easier clean up…”

Sawyer shrugged, accepting that. As he slipped off to sleep, he had no idea how his life would change over the next few months…

***

Sawyer never asked for it, and Andrea never explicitly stated it, but from that moment on, it was clear the two were an item.

The roles in this relationship were reversed from the ones Sawyer had been in before. Andrea bought him expensive gifts all the time, but Sawyer didn’t think it was even to impress him. Instead, he felt more like a trophy she was adding polish to - as if it would be embarrassing to her to take him out in anything less than an Armani suit or new Rolex watch.

Andrea took Sawyer along to all kinds of high society events that made him feel out of place and small. But Andrea (and her friends) seemed to find it endearing how little Sawyer knew about art auctions or charity dinners. They fussed and cooed over him, and Sawyer felt like it was only a matter of time before they started pinching his red cheeks and calling him a baby outright.

It turned out the ‘Mommy’ thing wasn’t just something Andrea liked to yell out during sex. She called herself that all the time, as a joke… At least, Sawyer was pretty sure it was a joke.

“What do you think, baby?” Andrea asked, as she posed in a tight red dress in front of the changing room mirror. “Does Mommy look good?”

“Uh huh,” Sawyer replied, with a small flush on his cheeks. “You look amazing, babe.”

“Mmmm, baby knows what Momma likes to hear,” Andrea cooed in a sultry tone. “...Baby’s going to get a treat when he gets home…”

Sawyer shuddered as she groped him through his new pressed suit trousers. Usually he’d have protested this embarrassing treatment, but Andrea’s aggressive sexuality was intoxicating. He felt himself getting more and more swept up in her dominating nature, giving more and more of himself to her… And he thought he might just like it.

***

“Where are you going?”

Andrea’s voice sounded coolly interested - demanding a response, but not suggesting Sawyer would be penalized for whatever he said.

Sawyer was dressed casually, with a pair of jeans and sturdy boots on. His t-shirt was almost like what he would have worn before he met Andrea… But she’d bought it for him, and it had a big grinning cartoon animal on the front.

It was actually a character from a show Sawyer and Andrea watched together. Normally it wouldn’t have been his thing… But Andrea was, as always, very persuasive. And it ended up being pretty interesting, anyway.

“I’m just heading out with my friends,” Sawyer replied, standing up after he’d finished tying his shoes. “...Is that okay?”

He blushed. Why did he feel like he needed to ask Andrea if that was okay? He looked at her coyly with a bitten lip, eyes big and hopeful. Although Sawyer was several inches taller than Andrea, he always felt smaller around her, somehow.

“Of course it’s okay, little one,” Andrea replied, smiling. “Just be good, and have fun, alright?”

Sawyer sighed with relief as he walked out. It had been too long since he’d seen his friends… They were starting to ask about him.

Once Sawyer was at the bar, a few of them made comments about him being ‘whipped’, which embarrassed Sawyer - but maybe they had a point...

Somehow one drink turned into two, turned into ten, and before he knew it, Sawyer was stumbling back to Andrea’s, happily drunk.

“Huuurk!”

...Or maybe not so happily. Sawyer groped blindly for the wall of an alley, holding onto it as he threw up. Wrinkling his nose, he stepped clumsily backwards, hoping he could find his Mommy’s apartment soon.

Mommy? Why had he thought that? Andrea was his girlfriend…

“Urrgghhh,” he moaned, as he banged on her front door. “Mmf… Andrea, it’s me…”

There was no response, so Sawyer drunkenly banged on the door again. He could hear Andrea moving around, and he groaned, feeling the liquor sloshing around in his stomach as her pressed his flushed forehead against the door. He squeezed his eyes shut, hoping it would stop the world spinning beneath his feet.

The door swung open and Sawyer cried out in alarm, stumbling backwards, losing his balance.

“What are you doing?!” Andrea hissed, irritated. “You’re making a scene!”

“Sorry, sh-sorry, sorry,” Sawyer mumbled, not realizing how loud his voice was.

“Just get inside!” Andrea barked, grabbing his wrist and yanking him indoors. “Come on…”

“You had better sleep on the couch,” she added, annoyance clear in her voice. “Mommy’s very upset with you. Don’t think you won’t be punished tomorrow.”

“Mmm…” Sawyer groaned, as he was laid down, hot and sick and feeling like his legs would give way any moment.

The cool red leather of the couch stuck to his skin, and Sawyer soon found himself drifting into unconsciousness, snoring like a foghorn as Andrea rolled her eyes with irritation, before heading back to bed.

***

Sawyer woke up with a start several hours later. He was cold, he was wet… and he reeked of piss…

“Ngghh… Andrea?” he moaned, groping blindly at his thighs. He could still feel the alcohol in his system. “And-guh!”

Sawyer whimpered out loud as he realized what had happened, feeling the soaking wetness of his trousers. His face burned with humiliation, realizing he’d wet himself on Andrea’s couch… what was she going to think of him now? He hoped he hadn’t ruined her furniture.

Without even thinking, Sawyer burst into tears, helplessly whimpering into the dark. He called out for Andrea again, unthinkingly, but he could already hear her getting out of bed, coming to see what had happened. He sobbed harder, simultaneously calmed and horrified at the idea of her being here.

A moment later, Andrea threw open her door into the living room, and walked hurriedly over to the couch, flipping the light switch as she went.

In the sudden, searing brightness, Sawyer lifted a hand to cover his eyes - but he couldn’t cover anything else in time.

He heard Andrea’s gasp of shock, and he turned away, blushing bright red as his eyes slowly slid open. A moment later, and he heard her tut softly, but lovingly.

“Couldn’t keep your pants dry, huh, baby?” she sneered, and as Sawyer opened his eyes fully and looked up at her shamefully, he’d never seen such a sensual look of amusement and irritation mingling together.

“I-I was drunk,” he stammered, sniffling. “I’m… I’m sorry…”

“It’s okay, just wait here, okay?” Andrea said, with a small, sly smile on her face. “Mommy’s gonna get you something…”

Sawyer gulped down some more tears, nodding softly. It seemed like a strange time for Andrea to use that nickname, but he didn’t dare tell her not to, not right now. He shivered on the couch, staying obediently in place as he waited for his dominating, but loving, girlfriend to come back.

“Here we are, cutie,” Andrea announced as she walked back in, producing something from behind her back with a flourish. “Let’s get you out of those wet clothes - and into something nice and cute.”

He smiled at first - but then Sawyer saw what Andrea was holding, and his face fell.

It was a neatly folded diaper, but it was much, much too big to be for a baby. Which was surprising, because it had a pattern of teddybears across the front, as if it was designed to be worn by an infant. Where the hell had Andrea gotten this?

“What’s wrong, baby?” Andrea asked, and Sawyer pouted and then blushed, turning away once more.

“I… I can’t wear that,” he stuttered. “I’m… Th-this was just an accident…”

“Well, widdle boys often have accidents,” Andrea said, grinning. “If my baby wants to come sleep in bed with Mommy, he needs his didees on…”

Sawyer groaned. He knew he would eventually give in. Why argue? He sighed, laying back and beckoning Andrea over. His face was beet red, but at least Andrea didn’t seem angry with him… This was better than her throwing him out in the early hours of the morning, and having to walk home in soaked pants.

“Good boy,” Andrea purred, and despite the situation, Sawyer felt his cock twitch slightly. “Let Mommy get these wet pants off…”

Sawyer had let himself be undressed by Andrea a hundred times, but it never stopped being a little humiliating… And that small humiliation never failed to make him a little excited, which made him more humiliated, feeding into a naughty cycle where Andrea somehow made him feel happily submissive.

As Andrea approached with the opened diaper now she’d stripped Sawyer of all his wet clothes, he felt his heart thudding crazily with the humiliation of the situation. It sent a jolt straight down to his cock, and he lifted his eyes upwards, an embarrassed smile on his face, hoping Andrea wouldn’t notice as he got one of the hardest erections of his life.

He knew it wasn’t normal for a girlfriend to do this… And it definitely wasn’t normal for him to like it. But as Andrea slid the thick padding under his bottom, Sawyer had to suppress a whimper as he felt the dry, cotton-y material against his backside.

“Such a well-behaved baby!” Andrea praised absent-mindedly, and Sawyer could tell from the smirk on her face she’d certainly noticed his physical reaction - which only made him blush more and more. “Let’s get this alll done up…”

The diaper was big enough it covered Sawyer’s erection as Andrea pulled it taut across his belly, but it tented the material strangely. Sawyer bit his lip as he felt the softness inside being pressed hard against his dripping cockhead, the tapes fastened securely around his hips.

Before Sawyer even knew it, he was wearing a fresh, thick diaper for the first time since he was a toddler… And he had a raging hard-on.

“Looks like baby’s diapers aren’t fitting right,” Andrea said, with faux-shock. “Why don’t you come to bed with Mommy and I’ll see if I can help with that?”

“O-okay, Mommy,” Sawyer stammered, as she helped him off of the couch. It was the first time he’d used her nickname back, but the flash of a grin on her face was all Sawyer needed to let him know it was the right thing to say.

***

Shortly after, they were both lying in the bedroom, on Andrea’s pink, pressed sheets. Sawyer whimpered as Andrea’s hand stroked him lightly through the diaper. He throbbed against even that gentle touch, and as she curled her palm around it, squeezing lightly at his cock through the thick padding.

“Ohhh,” he moaned, biting his lip.

Why did this feel so good? Sawyer knew this was taboo, and embarrassing for his girl to be in control - but that fact only made him more exciting for some reason.

“Does baby like that?” Andrea murmured huskily, moving her hand slowly up and down the smooth plastic outer shell of the diaper.

The baby-ish undergarment crinkled loudly with every motion, and somehow that made Sawyer even more aroused, his cock throbbing and twitching, oozing precum into the absorbent core of the diaper. His hips rocked as he moaned an agreement to Andrea’s question, grinding his hardness against her palm through the padding pulled up around his crotch.

“Tell me,” Andrea demanded. “Tell me you love Mommy touching you this way…”

“Ahh-h… I, I…” Sawyer whimpered, breathless as he struggled to even form coherent words. Andrea’s attention’s slowed slightly, and he groaned, wanting more, more touching, more stroking.

“...I love Mommy touching my peepee through my diapees!” he suddenly blurted out, and instantly, he felt her hand clench tightly around his erection.

He had no room to even think about how filthy and embarrassing what he just said was, because all the space in his mind was suddenly taken up by the sensations of her hand rolling the diaper again and again against his throbbing erection. His constant dribbling had made the inside of it slick and warm, and Andrea’s hand rubbed quickly up and down, bedsprings squeaking, diaper crinkling loudly as Sawyer moaned helplessly.

He was completely submissive and under her control, feeling his body ramping up towards a rapidly approaching peak. Sawyer’s balls pulled up, tight and full of cum, ready to blow, as he gasped and whimpered and humped desperately, mindless with diapered bliss.

“Mommy, I’m going to cum!” he cried out, without even needing prompting, and Andrea let out a little moan of lust herself as she frantically stroked him through the thick padding.

They both felt his orgasm rocking his body, and he groaned deeply as his hips shoved his cock hard against his Mommy’s hand through the diaper. Sawyer hunched them desperately over and over as he came, hot cum spilling into his padding in voluminous gouts. He felt totally awash in pleasure, shuddering and grunting with each new spurt, not remembering the last time he’d cum quite so hard.

At long last, he moaned deliriously, collapsing back on the bed, head swimming. Sleep beckoned, and his eyes slid shut.

“L-love you… Mommy,” he mumbled under his breath, too lost in post-orgasmic bliss to be embarrassed.

“I love you too,” Andrea replied - and the last thing Sawyer heard before he fell asleep was a harsh little laugh.

For the moment, it was the most beautiful sound he’d ever heard.

***

Sawyer woke up in the morning with a blinding headache. He groaned as he rolled over, away from the light shining in through a chink in the curtains. Every little noise grated on him…

How much had he drunk last night? Sawyer squeezed his eyes shut and closed a few times as he tried to wake up, cheeks flushing as he remembered the events of the evening. He shifted, feeling the plastic of the diaper move with him, crinkling loudly. His legs were parted slightly awkwardly by it, but overall it was fairly comfortable, like a soft, fluffy cloud around his waist…

Sawyer blushed harder. That wasn’t a very manly thought. He groaned as he yawned, stretching his legs and arms out, his brain stirring a little more.

The noise of running water from the bathroom told him Andrea was already up, and in the shower. Imagining her naked body might have given Sawyer an erection normally, but as he sat up and looked down, he realized he already had one, tenting the front of the thick padding. Sawyer whimpered slightly at the feeling of pressure on his bladder as he moved, the dull pleasure in his shaft reminding him he needed to use the bathroom.

“Andrea?” he called out, but the water kept flowing… she must not have been able to hear him…

Sawyer winced as he shuffled off the bed. Oh, shit, his bladder was more swollen than he thought, and the sound of water dripping from the next room over wasn’t exactly helping.

“An-Andrea,” he groaned again, crossing his legs together and bouncing slightly as he knocked on the door. “Ngh… I need… Andrea, I need to use the bathroom.”

“What?” Andrea called out. “Hon, I’m in the shower, hold on.”

But Sawyer didn’t think he could ‘hold on’ much longer. His erection was wilting now, as his body decided the fact he was up and moving about meant he was ready to use the bathroom immediately. Hissing through his teeth, Sawyer grabbed his crotch, pressing the thick padding against himself with a whimper.

“Andrea, please, open up!” he begged. “I’m desperate!”

“Don’t be ludicrous, Sawyer,” Andrea replied, the water still loudly flowing. “You’re a big boy. You can hold it…”

She almost sounded amused - but it was hard to tell over the sound of the shower.

Sawyer bit his lip, hard. God, he needed to go so, so badly…

His eyes opened as a thought hit him. He… He was wearing a diaper, after all. Sawyer flushed with humiliation, not believing he was even considering this in the first place… But then another wave of pressure hit him, and he grunted in discomfort, doubling over.

Maybe he could just let out a little? Andrea… Andrea probably wouldn’t even notice. It would be such a small amount, just enough to relieve the pressure until she came out of the shower.

“Ohhh…” Sawyer moaned softly as he unclenched his tightly squeezed muscles, letting out a thin trickle of urine into the padding of the diaper.

As he’d hoped, it was quickly sucked up and wicked away from his skin. Relief filled him, and every instinct said he should keep going… Besides, he barely felt wet. He could let out a little more, right?

With a shudder, Sawyer relaxed his muscles further, feeling himself wetting more and more. In an instant, he realized this had been a mistake, but he whimpered, helplessly standing in front of the bathroom as he felt his diaper growing warmer and heavier between his legs. His bladder slowly drained, and soon Sawyer was soaked, feeling the squishy padding against his crotch as he waited, shamefaced, for Andrea to open the door.

Maybe he could sneak past her before she noticed? Sawyer shuffled from foot to foot, noticing the weight of his well-used diaper, feeling how it sagged between his thighs now. With a blush, he realized there was no way he could hide it. Andrea would definitely notice his soaked padding, and scold him for it.

‘Now I really am acting like I’m a little boy and she’s my Mommy,’ he thought to himself, biting his lip at the thought.

Before he could wander further down that mental pathway, the bathroom door was suddenly pushed open, and Sawyer let out an unmasculine squeak. Blushing, he looked at Andrea as she tightened the towel around her upper chest, pushing a lock of dripping hair under the one atop her head.

“What?” she asked, turning to look at him. “What’s- oh my!”

Sawyer hung his head in shame, although he could swear there was an element of performance in Andrea’s noise of shock. A moment later, and he heard her chuckle, feeling the humiliation burning on his face as he was embarrassed in front of his sexy, dominant girlfriend.

“Poooor baby,” Andrea cooed with a snicker. “Did someone wet his widdle diapee?”

“N-no!” Sawyer snapped, lifting his head quickly - then faltering as he saw Andrea’s amused expression, one eyebrow raised high. “I mean… I guess. I needed to go…”

“And you couldn’t wait five minutes?” she asked. “Honestly, Sawyer. You really are just a big toddler, aren’t you?”

She brushed past him, with a nonchalant glance backwards, and Sawyer swallowed shamefully. The diaper between his legs seemed even heavier now, and he dreaded to think what Andrea thought of him at that moment. Perhaps she would never want to sleep with him again, after he’d humiliated himself… He started to slink off towards the bathroom, ready to clean himself up and get properly dressed, hoping to make himself look like something of a man in front of Andrea.

“Where do you think you’re going, little boy?” Andrea asked, her voice as cold as ice.

“I-I, I’m just going into the bathroom, to change,” Sawyer stammered. “Since, I, you know…”

He gestured lamely at his crotch, refusing to look up at Andrea.

“Oh no you don’t,” Andrea said, with a hint of a smile. “Little babies who are too widdle to make it to the potty on time are too widdle to change their own didees. So come over here and let Mommy take care of it.”

“But, I-”

“Now,” Andrea demanded, pointing aggressively at the bed. “Lay that squishy butt down for Momma.”

Sawyer wasn’t too surprised when he felt his cock stirring again in the diaper as he submissively waddled over to the bed. But he was still very embarrassed, which somehow only made him more excited…

He hesitated slightly as he looked at the bed, knowing Andrea would see his erection if she ‘changed’ him, and know this was making him excited. But a second later, Sawyer felt her swat at his crinkly backside, and ‘eep’ed gently as he hopped onto the bed, rolling onto his back with his legs spread slightly by the mass of soaked padding.

“Oh, what a wet baby,” Andrea said in a husky voice usually reserved for the bedroom. “Aren’t you a naughty boy?”

Remembering the game from last night, Sawyer nodded gently, cheeks pink with embarrassment and arousal.

“Yes,” he said, and gasped as he felt Andrea grab the crotch of his diaper, teasing him lightly through it.

“Yes, what?”

“Y-y-yes…. M-m.. Mommy?” Sawyer said, with an apologetic, bashful grin. Was that really what she wanted to hear?

Apparently, yes. Andrea practically purred with happiness, and Sawyer moaned himself as he felt his ‘Mommy’ squeezing his cock through the diaper, squishing the wetness against his hard erection. She firmly pressed the pulpy padding against his cock, the warm, swollen inside feeling so strange, but so good, against him.

“How does this feel, baby?” she cooed, making Sawyer’s toes curl with an unexplainable lust. “Do you like Mommy touching your peepee?”

“I… Y…” Sawyer stammered at first, searching huntedly for the right thing to reply with, not wanting this wonderful sensation to end. Finally, he blurted out:

“I love it when Mommy touches my peepee!”

“Good baby, gooood baby,” Andrea replied encouragingly, her hand moving a little quicker as she teased Sawyer just a little closer to release. “Such a good boy for Mommy.”

“Uh huh,” Sawyer mumbled distractedly, pushing up to meet her hand motions. Why did something so naughty feel so good?

A moment later, and suddenly, the stimulation stopped. Sawyer’s eyes flew open with worry that he’d done something wrong, but Andrea had merely grabbed a packet of wipes from the bedside drawer. He looked on with excitement as she untaped the diaper carefully, finding him achingly hard.

“Looks like baby loves his diapers, too,” she teased, and Sawyer huffed playfully, moaning again as he felt the cool touch of the wipe on his flesh, cleaning his throbbing, hot shaft.

“Does baby wanna make stickies?” Andrea asked once she’d finally cleaned him to her satisfaction, the used diaper balled up on the floor for disposal. “Does baby wanna play at bein’ a big boy, with Mommy?”

Sawyer nodded and emphatic YES to both questions, but as Andrea seemed to hesitate, waiting for something else with a patient, wicked grin on his face, he bit his lip, before confirming it verbally:

“Baby wanna make ‘tickies in Mommy!” Sawyer said, not sure what was more humiliating - the fact he’d actually said that, or the way his cock twitched as he did so.

“That’s Mommy’s good boy,” Andrea said, grinning as she straddled him. “Ooo, such a cute little peepee…”

Sawyer didn’t protest at the mild insult, just moaned, rolling his hips upwards to meet Andrea as he felt her entrance at his cocktip. Like always, she controlled the movements, pushing down hard to make him fill her completely. She moaned, and Sawyer felt his heart pound at the sound - and thump even harder at what she said next:

“Oh, god, yes! Fuck Mommy’s pussy!” Andrea cried out, as she bounced gently on his cock, her pussy slicker and more excited than he’d ever felt before. “Such a naughty baby!”

Only too happy to oblige, Sawyer began pushing his hips up over and over to meet Andrea’s eager thrusts, enjoying the warm wetness his cock was embedded in. His thrusts started slowly, but were soon as eager and forceful as Andrea’s, whimpering and panting with exertion as she rode him.

Sensing she needed another boost, Sawyer threw caution to the wind, and began yelling what he hoped was what Andrea wanted to hear, finding it made his own genitals tingle and surge with pleasure too.

“Baby wuvs humpin’ Mommy’s pussy!” he moaned, the submissiveness of the phrase and the way Andrea instantly squeezed and rolled her hips making him incredibly aroused. “Baby wanna make cummies in Mommy!”

“Oh god! Oh you dirty, nnf, naughty little boy!” Andrea panted, slamming herself down over and over. “Oh your cute little weewee keeps hitting Mommy in just the right spot - nn! That’s it! Right there, good boy!”

Sawyer kept stroking his cock frantically back and forth over the same spot, as Andrea eagerly worked herself against it. They could both feel the pleasure building and boiling between them, gripping each other, moaning with lust. Sawyer was fucking his Mommy, his Mommy who put him in diapers, his Mommy who made him cum in his diapers and wet his diapers and his diapers diapers diaper-

“Mommy!” he gasped, loudly, without even thinking, as his hips bucked hard upwards, feeling his length throb deep inside her.

“Ohhh, yes!” Andrea cried out, a moment before she felt Sawyer’s orgasm. “Make stickies inside Mommy! Good, good boy! Nmmmm!”

“Nggh! Nggh! AH!” Sawyer trembled as he came, spurting deep up into Andrea, who was losing her mind on top of him.

Sawyer had never seen a woman, let alone Andrea, go so wild, and as he unloaded gout after gout of cum into her, he watched, mesmerized, as her shaving, moaning, clenching popped her towel undone, exposing her nude body. She cried out fiercely as she seemed to have orgasm after orgasm, shuddering, feeling the last of Sawyer’s cum shooting into her…

Finally she moaned, sagging, trembling on top of him. She stayed that way for several long seconds, both of them panting hotly in the hot bedroom air.

Eventually Andrea reached out to Sawyer, and he helped her down onto the bed, biting his lip as he did so. The post orgasmic regret was suddenly setting in, and Sawyer could tell from Andrea’s blissful expression she’d want to do this again.

“Ohhh, baby,” she moaned, nuzzling against him. “That was so good for Mommy. You’re such a big boy.”

And Sawyer gulped as he realized that he might want to do it again as well…

End.

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

Click Here!

Other Books by Amelia Hobbes:

●     Hypnotised into Diapers by his Wife - a wife is tired of her wealthy husband's miserly and controlling behavior, so she decides to make him into her helpless baby boy instead...

●     The Office Nurse made me LOAD my diapers! - a spin off from the 'My Wife is my New Mommy' series. ABDL story with medical play and enemas. The new nurse they've hired at Joshie's work has some ideas about keeping him regular - but he gets a big reward afterwards...

●   The Ageplay Clinic: Doctor Daphne treats the Coughing Crinkle-butt - ABDL medical fetish book featuring a male patient 
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