

Preview: 


Amy gave him a long look, her chest rising and falling rapidly with obvious lust. With her sharp gaze on him, Parker knew it was time to 'perform'. He stammered at first, not sure what to say, embarrassed about the whole ordeal and considering if this was worth it... One part of him certainly seemed to think it was. 

"...What was that for, M-mommy?" Parker squeaked. 

Amy never got tired of hearing a handsome man calling her 'Mommy'. It was sometimes a chore to find men who were comfortable with her kinks, but something told Amy that Parker was taking to this like a fish to water. Her heart beat wildly in her chest as she moved her hand down to Parker's shaft. God, imagine this cock in a diaper, straining at the padding... soaking it with hot piss after cumming, the red hot blush on his face, the feeling of his lips as he suckled on her breasts like a real baby.  

...Everything in good time though. For now, Amy was content to tease Parker's cock and call him childish nicknames. Maybe later they could have even more fun. 

*** 

Diapered in His Dorm Room (pt 1) 

The night Parker went home with Amy Miller, his life changed forever in ways he could never have predicted. 

The bombshell brunette had always been on his radar, of course. She was on the radar of every guy on Cape Coral College's main campus, but Parker had never met anybody who'd slept with her. Or even kissed her, for that matter.  

But sometimes it was the things that seemed the most out of reach that you wanted most. Parker didn't think he had any kind of chance with Amy, but something about her drew him to her. Maybe it was the way she laughed confidently at the men who tried to get with her and failed. Maybe it was the shape of her curvy body underneath her modest clothing. Or maybe Amy appealed to something else in Parker, something he couldn't even really put his finger on. 

Whatever it was, when Parker was out with his friends at the college pub one night, and saw Amy ordering at the bar, he made a bee-line for her without even thinking about it. 

Parker didn't consider himself the most attractive guy in the world but he wasn't bad-looking either. Usually hitting on a girl wouldn't have stressed him out, but tonight he found himself tripping over his feet and a knot forming in his stomach as he approached. Trying to fake the confidence he usually had in these situations, he slid into the barstool beside Amy, and cleared his throat. 

"Hey there," he said, as the girl turned quickly to see who was talking to her. "Could I buy you a drink?" 

From the look of surprise on her face, Amy clearly hadn't noticed Parker's approach. Her hazel eyes looked him up and down appraisingly, a tight smirk appearing on her lips once she'd gotten a good look at the man in front of her. Parker felt his body relax - the first hurdle was cleared, and she wasn't rejecting him outright.  

"Aw, aren't you cute?" Amy chuckled. "How about you let me buy you something instead?" 

Amy's playfully condescending tone would probably have sent plenty of men into a huff, turning away from the bar or puffing out their chests to assert their alpha status. In fact, Amy had seen dozens of boys react that way. She never minded. This was something of a test for her - if a guy couldn't even handle a little teasing, there was no way he'd be able to cope with what Amy enjoyed in bed. 

If Parker was bothered by her tone, he didn't show it. His cheeks might have turned a little pinker, but that could have been the light.  

"Um. Yeah, sure," he replied, unused to having a woman offer to buy a drink for him.  

"What would you like? A cocktail? A beer, maybe?"  

"Anything is good." 

"Such an accommodating little guy," Amy cooed, bringing a deeper blush to Parker's cheeks. "Well, I'd love to order something for you, but... hm. How old are you?" 


"Uh..." 

Parker thought about lying. Most of the bars near CCC didn't bother checking IDs, since a lot of their business came from students under 21. It had been a long time since a bartender had tried to stop Parker buying an alcoholic drink.  

But something about Amy made Parker want to tell the truth.  

"I'm actually only twenty," he admitted shyly. "So..." 

"Oh, well, I'd better get something without any alcohol, then," Amy teased. "Excuse me? Could I get a Cosmopolitan for myself... and a virgin Sex on the Beach for my friend?" 

The drink was the color of a sunset and Amy insisted on paying an extra 50 cents for a curly straw. She even let Parker choose the color. He wasn't sure if that was more embarrassing or less, but he dutifully picked out a blue one and slid it into the yellow surface of the liquid. He took a cautious test sip from the side, smacking his lips to decide whether he liked it or not. 

The first sip tasted like nothing but orange juice, with no bitter edge of alcohol. Parker sucked up more of the drink through the straw, orange and cranberry juice merging and swirling into an indistinguishable mixture before they hit his tongue. With the tang of the orange juice cut by the sweet cranberry juice and whatever other syrup they'd put into the drink, the mocktail was delicious. Without thinking, Parker eagerly swallowed several more mouthfuls, before glancing up and catching Amy watching him, mischief twinkling in her eye. 

Embarrassed, Parker straightened up and cleared his throat. Was Amy just trying to humiliate him? No... that didn't feel right. The way she looked at him over the rim of her own glass read as 'bedroom eyes' to Parker if he'd ever seen them. Maybe this whole thing was some kind of test? Parker could feel the strangest, most unnamable feelings fluttering in his chest. 

"So... what's your major?" he asked, wondering if he'd feel this shy and off-balance for the rest of the evening. 

*** 

Somehow his clumsy small talk had worked. Amy agreed to go back to Parker's place and with a nod and a wink to his friends (including his roommate) he knew he could be sure his dorm room would be empty at least until the early hours of the morning.  

Amy didn't wait to get him into the dorms before her hands were all over Parker. She kissed and licked at his neck, sliding her arms around him to drag him closer, leaving smeared lipstick all over his face. Without alcohol, Parker's dick was hard at attention inside his jeans, uncomfortably pinned down. When Amy found his hardness, she chuckled, giving it a squeeze. Parker's whimper of confused pleasure didn't put her off - in fact it seemed to excite her even more. 

"That's a good boy," she chuckled huskily. "Come on cutie, show me where you live." 

When the elevator came, Parker pulled away shyly, seeing another student riding. Amy backed off too, moving to one side of him and putting her arm around him. It didn't take more than a second for Parker to feel her slender hand moving down his back, landing right on his toned backside. He managed to muffle a very high-pitched squeak as Amy squeezed his tight butt, giving it a gentle but affectionate pat. Parker shot her a look of alarm, but her own searing look of passion told him this was all part of the fun for her. 

Once in his room, the slightly emasculated Parker tried to take charge. He slammed his door shut. Then, with Amy's help, he tossed her onto the bed, hearing her laugh in giddy amusement. She watched him like a cat watches a caged budgie, giggling behind her hand as he shucked off his jeans and boxers. While he began to stroke himself, Amy's hand was under the hem of her unbuttoned jeans and deep in her underwear, rubbing and stroking her feverish wetness needily. 

"You're going to get it now," Parker panted, grinning. "You little tease."  

"Oh, am I now?" Amy said, rolling her hips as she pulled down her own pants. "Show me what you've got, then." 

There was a brief awkward silence as Parker hunted in his bedside table for a condom, then opened the packet and rolled it down his shaft. In an attempt to make things a little less uncomfortable, Amy spread her legs in front of him, teasing herself, moaning with only slight exaggeration as she imagined his cock sinking into her.  

Finally, Parker grabbed her ankles and slid his hands down, tucking them underneath her knees. Amy moved her hand away, holding her panties aside so Parker's erection could easily find its target. With a quick glance at each other, Amy nodded, and Parker began to slide his length gently into her warmth. 

"Ohhhhhh... baby..." Amy moaned, biting her lip as if trying to keep herself from revealing some terrible secret. "Nnn... you feel so good for Mo- for me..." 

Parker grunted his approval, his broad palms holding her slender figure and rocking his hips gently back and forth, letting himself adjust to the feeling of being inside of her, letting her adjust to his size. As they continued, their bodies moved together, Amy's sizable breasts bouncing slightly under her shirt. The next few minutes were full of long sensual gyration, each of them panting hotly as Parker's dick rubbed again and again against Amy's tender g-spot.  

Amy let herself be fucked at first, gamely pushing her pelvis to meet Parker's, saying nothing as they both enjoyed one another's bodies. But ever so often, she would make a little sound of exultation, her lips twitching in what could have been words. Finally, after several minutes of wordless, grunting sex, Amy spoke: 

"Ohhh, god, does it, does it feel good for you, baby?"  

Amy's moans were accompanied by her hands sliding up, pressing firmly against Parker's back as if to hold on to him for dear life. He could feel the sensuality she put into the touch, gently caressing his shoulders, feeling his skin under hers. It was almost uncomfortable, how tender she was being. 

"It feels so fucking good," Parker panted. "I love fucking you like this, babe." 

Amy stiffened instantly beneath him. A moment later, and she was just as pliable and relaxed as ever, but Parker slowed his movements slightly to look at her anyway. As much as he was absorbed in his own pleasure, Parker could tell when his partner wasn't having such a good time. 

With Amy it was like a switch had been flipped when he spoke. Suddenly the moans and gasps were replaced by muffled huffs. The soft, loving touch of her hands on his back and exploring his body became a passive weight, stroking back and forth in movements that felt like they were being performed by rote. The passion had gone, and as Parker took the time to look at Amy's face, it was obvious something had made her lose interest 


"Are you okay?" Parker asked, his hips moving just slightly back and forth, continuing the copulation with little fanfare.  

"I'm fine," Amy replied, her voice strangely clipped despite how breathless she was. 

Parker slowed down even more. In fact, he stopped moving.  

"You don't look fine," he said, worriedly. "And... I don't want to have sex with someone who isn't enjoying it." 

That got a chuckle from Amy. She took Parker's hand in hers and guided it up to her face, and he obediently stroked her cheek as she nuzzled against his fingers. She closed her eyes briefly and when she looked up at him again, that same fire was beginning to burn, dulled somewhat by anxiety. 

"It feels very nice," Amy said. "It's just... well, I don't know if this is something you'd be interested in, really. It might be stupid to tell you-" 

"You can tell me!" 

"So eager! Well, alright then - I have a... really big kink. And it's a little unusual. So it's okay if you're not interested. I can get myself off any time I want." 

Parker furrowed his brow, trying to imagine what Amy might be talking about. When he didn't say anything, she continued: 

"So what I'm into is... have you ever heard of 'ageplay'?" 

"Oh, is that it? Some kind of DDLG thing, right?" Parker said, feigning confidence although he'd never really done anything outside of 'vanilla' before. "You want to call me 'Daddy'?" 

Amy laughed again, and craned her neck up, while bringing Parker's head down with her hand. She kissed his cheek sweetly and then moved her mouth to his ear, nibbling the outer lobe gently. The alien sensation sent shivers down Parker's spine, and he found himself repressing a moan of his own before long. 

"Not quite," Amy murmured into his ear. "Actually... I prefer to be called 'Mommy' in bed." 

Now it was Parker's turn to freeze. He'd never even thought that that particular kink could go the other way, although of course it was obvious now he was hearing Amy say it. The 'frat boy' side of him that valued masculinity over all else wanted to say 'fuck no!' - but there were other parts of him that were curious, excited, even, and that wasn't even including his still-hard cock. 

"Well, uh, what would we do?" Parker asked, frowning. "I'm not saying no... I just have trouble picturing what exactly it would be like..." 

Relaxing now that Parker hadn't rejected her straight away, Amy began to wriggle her way out from underneath him. With a wet muted popping sound, his cock slid out of her, and she got up off the bed to remove her shirt. Parker watched, dumbly, his length still wet with Amy's fluids and bobbing stupidly in the bedroom air. 

"We don't have to get too deep into it, with lots of props and stuff," Amy replied, reaching behind herself to unhook her bra. "I just really get horny about the idea of being in charge. I find it sexy when men are submissive and childish. It's adorable." 

What Amy was saying she wanted went against everything Parker 'knew' about women's desires... But it must have been true, or she wouldn't be asking him for it now, would she? And now Parker was noticing not only was he not reluctant to play along with this kink, hearing Amy describe how she liked her men made his heart jump for some reason. Was it really possible to be a blushing, childlike boy and be desired by beautiful women? 

Amy went on to explain a little more about what she liked, but Parker was soon distracted by watching her slide her bra off. Her soft-looking breasts hung downward slightly without their support, the large pink nipples sticking out as if begging to be sucked or tweaked. Parker found his mouth filling with drool that he quietly swallowed, looking at Amy guiltily as she stopped talking, noticing him staring at her tits. 

"Oh, naughty boy," Amy chided playfully, using one hand to cup a breast. "Were you staring at Mommy's boobies, hm?" 

The childish language sent a curious thrill through Parker, and he found he was nodding without even realizing. Amy snorted in amusement, stroking Parker's hair back before she kissed the top of his head. The oddly maternal gesture made Parker's heartrate quicken, face hot and red with more than just arousal. 

"I'm guessing you'd like to try this, then?" Amy asked. 

"Um... I think so." 

"Awesome! Just remember - we can always stop, okay? Usually I'd have a safeword - but just 'stop' is okay for tonight." 

Parker shot her a hesitant smile, and Amy returned to the bed, her confidence and excitement back. 

*** 

A few moments later, and Amy had arranged several pillows at the head of the bed, before sliding sensuously onto the mattress and positioning herself for Parker once again.  

"Come to Mommy," Amy purred, letting the pile of pillows support her torso while her legs spread wide.  

Parker swallowed, feeling tiny pinpricks of sweat on his brow. Although she was now fully nude, Amy looked far less vulnerable than she had at the start of the evening. The thought of the woman being in control during sex was a little scary, but it was also exhilarating. Nodding dully, Parker stepped forwards, clambering onto the bed with his half-hard cock bobbing between his thighs. 

"Good boy, crawl just like that for me." 

A deeper blush spread across Parker's cheeks, but his erection swelled, cock fully hard and there was no way he could deny it had something to do with the way Amy was talking to him. Once again her hands slid around to his back, gently drawing him closer. As Parker hesitantly loomed over her, Amy pressed their lips together, kissing him passionately. Caught off-guard, Parker whimpered genuinely as her tongue pressed into his mouth, a string of saliva connecting them both as Amy pulled away. 

Amy gave him a long look, her chest rising and falling rapidly with obvious lust. With her sharp gaze on him, Parker knew it was time to 'perform'. He stammered at first, not sure what to say, embarrassed about the whole ordeal and considering if this was worth it... One part of him certainly seemed to think it was. 

"...What was that for, M-mommy?" Parker squeaked. 

Amy never got tired of hearing a handsome man calling her 'Mommy'. It was sometimes a chore to find men who were comfortable with her kinks, but something told Amy that Parker was taking to this like a fish to water. Her heart beat wildly in her chest as she moved her hand down to Parker's shaft. God, imagine this cock in a diaper, straining at the padding... soaking it with hot piss after cumming, the red hot blush on his face, the feeling of his lips as he suckled on her breasts like a real baby.  

...Everything in good time though. For now, Amy was content to tease Parker's cock and call him childish nicknames. Maybe later they could have even more fun. 

"It's because Mommy loves you so much, baby boy," Amy said softly, stroking his member carefully up and down through the slick latex of the condom. "Mommy wants to show you just how much she loves you, with a special grown-up game." 

"I.... I like games, Mommy," Parker said, even more quietly than Amy.  

"I can tell, sweetie. That's why your li- your peepee is so big and stiff, hm?" Amy continued, stopping herself from calling Parker's cock 'little' for now - some men couldn't handle that kind of talk right away. "You really want to give Mommy humpies don't you?" 

Parker's cock kept jumping in Amy's hands whenever she talked in that babyish tone of voice, or called herself 'Mommy'. Parker really couldn't believe he was getting excited by this, but the part of him that felt shame was silenced by the part of him that thought this was incredibly sexy.  

No, it was more than that... The shame made it so much better. It was humiliating to be a grown man and talked to like a child. The fact that the voice in the back of his head screamed at him that he was an adult man who should fuck like an adult only made this more arousing, more taboo. He felt like the naughty little boy Amy said he was. 

After a few more sensual touches, Parker whimpered. 

"P-please, Mommy," he pleaded. "Can I... Can I put it inside?" 

His voice sounded so vulnerable and sweet, it melted Amy from the inside out. With a slight nod, she moved her hips upwards and angled Parker's erection towards her pouting pussy lips. The adult little boy stayed quiet, swallowing, feeling Amy's lips parting around his cocktip even through the latex sheath. Once he was positioned, Amy nodded again, moving her hands off of his erection. 

"Push inside of Mommy now, sweetie." 

Parker didn't need more instruction. He moved his hips, very gently, and felt his length entering Amy for the second time that night. 

They both gasped quietly as Parker slid inside once again, Amy's wetness enveloping him once more. Somehow she felt even hotter inside, a furnace of flesh enveloping his cock. With a submissive whimper, Parker pressed his length right into Amy's depths, and felt her hands moving to his hips, giving gentle squeezes as they ran down his body. 

He held still for a moment, sensing that Amy wanted to be in control, and badly wanting to let her. Sure enough, a moment later and Amy squeezed and guided his hips up and backwards, his length slipping out a couple of inches. Then she pulled him back in towards her, his hardness sliding in right to the hilt with a gentle wet noise. 

They continued like this for a few moments, Parker trying not to thrust out of time with Amy's guidance but unable to stop himself from bucking his hips occasionally. Amy didn't mind at all - the lack of self-control was boyishly cute, as if Parker was so pent up and horny he couldn't help giving into his instincts and trying to rut his Mommy as hard as possible even when she tried to slow him down. 

"Oh, god, good baby boy," Amy grunted, digging her nails just slightly into Parker's flesh. "You're making Mommy's kitty feel so tingly..." 

"I... I love making Mommy feel good!" Parker panted, losing himself in the moment as his thrusts became more frequent, Amy guiding him less and less as he began to fuck her harder. "I wanna be a good little boy for Mommy!" 

Amy groaned loudly. Parker could tell that she must have gotten much wetter all of a sudden, because of the sloppy sounds her pussy made as he slid his length back and forth inside of it. But it was hard to notice a difference in sensation, because she'd also gotten much tighter, her canal gripping his penis feverishly, squeezing it as if she was consciously grabbing with her muscles inside.  

For himself, Parker felt desperately horny in a way he hadn't felt in years. It was as if he was a teenager again, mindlessly humping away at his 'Mommy', using her body like a fuck toy while she cooed and praised him from below. It didn't make him feel like a powerful stud conquering a woman - it made him feel vulnerable, a slave to his feelings, an adult baby boy who needed 'Mommy' to show him what to do. 

His hips jostled frantically as he felt his balls beginning to twitch, knowing his climax would be arriving in under a minute. Beneath him, Amy gasped a little as she felt her baby boy swelling more and more, knowing what was coming. The fact she'd gotten him so aroused playing this 'game' was driving her closer and closer to her own peak - but it would be even more exciting to see Parker cum buckets like a pent up school boy than to get off herself.  

"That's right little one! Hump inside Mommy!" Amy pleaded, out of her mind with lust as the bed shook and her tits bounced, Parker's erection hitting all the sweetest spots inside of her. "Mommy loves making her little boy's peepee feel so nice!" 

"Nnn... Mommy, it feels so funny... I, I... baby Parker is gonna, is gonna make stickies!"  

Parker's outburst wasn't even planned. He was totally overwhelmed by the sensations and the roleplay, the babyish words spilling out of his mouth as if someone else was saying them. Amy had to force herself to speak, her eyes practically crossing from the insanely dirty talk she never expected from this 20-year-old college boy. 

"Oh! Make stickies inside Mommy, baby! That's right! It's okay - just cum in Mommy's pussy! Be my precious baby boy." 

Those words drove Parker over the edge. With a grunt that ended in a moan, he jerked his hips forwards and buried his length deep inside of Amy, getting a delighted squeal in response. His balls throbbed and he came, unloading into the condom but imagining he was filling his Mommy up, making her messy and sloppy inside with his baby boy stickies. 

"Aahh! Mommmmyyy!" Parker moaned out unprompted, quivering from the intensity of the fantasy and the feeling of his orgasm. He couldn't remember the last time he'd came so hard. 

"Ohhh, baby, baby, baby," Amy panted in response, stroking his face, his back, anywhere she could reach. "You're such a good boy... so well-trained, aren't you?" 

Parker gave a submissive whine, his eyelids fluttering closed as he rode out the last few seconds of his climax, hips slowly rolling back and forth. Slowly, slowly, he came to a stop, and then (careful not to crush her) he collapsed on top of Amy, breathing heavily. The woman beneath him chuckled, stroked his hair, and kissed his cheek lovingly.  

*** 

"Are you really sure you don't want me to-" Parker began again, a while later. 

He and Amy had cuddled on the bed for several minutes, until Amy gently rolled him over and carefully slid the slick, used condom off of his cock to dispose of it. It was strange how such a utilitarian act could feel so... motherly.  

"It's fine," Amy insisted, as she pulled back the covers on the bed. "Really. I enjoyed seeing you climax like that. It was very... intense." 

She bestowed another sensuously salacious look on Parker, and he blushed. He still couldn't really believe he'd gone along with all that. Calling a woman 'Mommy', crying out that he was her 'baby boy'... he could never admit that he'd carried on like that to his friends. It made him blush all the harder just to think about it.  


Parker hadn't even asked Amy to stay the night. She'd decided she was going to, and now she was. It hadn't even been a question. Secretly, Parker was hoping very much to get some cuddles from Amy. The thought was embarrassing but he wasn't going to lie to himself about what he wanted. The whole Mommy/baby thing was a little weird, but letting a beautiful woman snuggle him was absolutely in his top-ten list of favorite things to do with a girl. Maybe even his top five, if he was completely, brutally honest. 

"Okay, kiddo," Amy said, still talking down to the college-age boy. "I'm going to go use the restroom before bed, and then we can both brush our teeth." 

She left, and did exactly that, if the sound of flushing was anything to go by. When she returned she picked up her purse, rummaging until she found a toothbrush inside, and then beckoned Parker into the bathroom. Without even thinking, the grown man followed obediently, feeling like a toddler under her charge once again. 

"Remember to brush all around, the back teeth too," Amy said, as she squeezed the toothpaste onto Parker's brush. "And- oh, sorry. Sorry, am I being too much?" 

Now it was her turn to blush. Parker thought she looked beautiful in the artificial light of the bathroom like that, an uneven, awkward grin on her face. Amy didn't usually go so far into her Mommy headspace with boys, especially not on a first 'date' - but Parker made it easy. 

"Um, no, it's okay," Parker muttered, taking the brush. "I actually kind of like it I guess? Feels like somebody cares about me." 

"That's how I want you to feel!" Amy beamed. "...But let me know if it bothers you?" 

Parker nodded, and a moment later they were both brushing their teeth. Amy looked at herself in the mirror, pulling her lips back and tilting her head this way and that as if checking for spots she might have missed. Parker meanwhile was watching Amy herself. It was strange how she was shorter than him, but she made him feel small - in a weirdly nice way? Odd. 

With their teeth brushed, they returned to the bedroom. Even though Parker was closer to the door and had been the last person to enter the room, Amy smoothly moved in front of him and took his hand, leading him to the bed. Parker swallowed. There was that strangely-nice feeling of being small again!  

Parker didn't think of himself as a stupid guy, but this whole evening was really turning his thoughts upside down. He was going to be glad to lay in bed and rest his confused brain, and maybe start working some more of this out tomorrow... 

"Just a moment, buddy," Amy tsked, just as Parker went to settle himself down under the covers. "I don't let little boys sleep in my bed without protection!" 

Parker really wasn't sure what the hell Amy was talking about for a moment. Then he realized, and couldn't suppress a tiny whimper. Parker really liked this girl, but he wasn't sure if he'd be willing to wear a diaper for her. As he frowned, his mind's eye was filled with images of him in a t-shirt, and an enormously padded diaper. It would be smooth silky plastic, thick all over, giving the grown man a babyish appearance that Amy would coo over.  

Biting his lip, Parker imagined Amy introducing him to her friends, them 'awww'ing and pinching his cheeks, his face red as he was shown off like a helpless diapered baby. He imagined losing control, holding Amy's hand in public, calling her 'Mommy' shyly and asking her to cuddle him and change his wet pampers. 

...And his cock twitched, just a little. Traitor. 

While Parker was imagining the worst case scenario, Amy was rummaging in her purse. She threw something small down near the end of the bed, but Parker didn't get a chance to see what it was before Amy pulled out something else.  

It definitely wasn't the ultra thick diaper Parker had been picturing (Parker pretended he didn't feel just the tiniest bit disappointed at that) - but it was a diaper, of a sort. A thin blue pullup with baseballs and bats bounced around as Amy wiggled it at Parker. It looked like it was made for actual children, possibly the largest size available, if it was going to fit him. 

"...Listen, I'm not sure about this," Parker mumbled, his cheeks slightly red.  

"Really?" Amy said, sounding disappointed. "Well... I guess if you're really not into it-" 

Parker looked up at her, meeting her gaze with a pleading look of his own. Amy stopped, gears turning in her own head... and then smirked slightly. Some people didn't like to admit out loud that they were into this kind of thing, after all. 

"...Well, Mommy doesn't care," Amy went on, her voice taking on a playful, cat-like quality. "In this house, baby boys wear their pullups to bed or they get spankings, is that clear?" 

Parker's heart jumped at the mention of spankings. For one crazy moment he imagined pushing Amy and seeing if she really meant it... Then his face turned a vibrant red, and he found himself nodding dully. It was a paper thin excuse, but he could pretend that Amy was forcing him to wear the pullup, just for tonight. 

"Good baby," Amy cooed. "Give Mommy your widdle tootsies..." 

The pullup slid on easily. It felt a little snug as it hugged Parker's hips, but it didn't feel like it was stretched to the limit. Satisfied that her adult little boy was now protected, Amy picked up what she'd thrown on the bed earlier, and pulled back the covers to snuggle in. Parker followed suit, the taller man shyly sliding under the comforter, looking at Amy nervously. 

"Here we go, baby," Amy said, as she pushed what she was holding in her hand into Parker's mouth.  

It turned out to be an adult sized pacifier. Parker sucked experimentally, giving her a look of confusion and embarrassment. Amy's look in return said 'humor me!', and he did, closing his eyes and sucking a little more firmly. In no time at all he'd gotten into a rhythm with it, and found it was actually pretty soothing. Amy gave an affectionate chuckle as she watched the pacifier bob back and forth on his lips, and then slung one arm over him. 

"Good night, little man." 

Parker didn't say anything at all, just let himself be held for the first time since he was a real child. With the pullup on and the pacifier between his lips, he quickly drifted off to sleep, dreaming of what other things 'Mommy Amy' could do to him. 

End. 

Other Books by Amelia Hobbes: 

	'My Wife Discovered Me in Diapers!'- a married man gets caught wearing diapers by his maternal wife – will she reject him, or will she become the Mommy he desperately desires?
  
	'Hypnotised into Diapers by his Wife!' - Larry's wife offers him hypnosis tapes to help him stop smoking – he doesn't realize that shortly after listening to them he'll be wearing and wetting diapers and calling her 'Mommy'!
  
	'My Wife is my New Mommy: The Full Story'- 35k words of Mommy femdom fun, showing one man's descent from a grouchy office worker to a blushing baby boy with a wetnurse!
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