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My wife, Laura, found my secret porn stash two weeks ago. I’d been terrified when I came home and heard the porn video displayed on the large TV in our living room. All my secret desires had come to light at once.

The man on the screen had a large spot on his trousers between his legs and was being berated for peeing his pants by a matronly figure. My wife had turned to me with a notebook in her hand without pausing the video and said, “Welcome home, honey. I do wish you’d told me about this sooner. But now that I know, I can assure you that things are about to change around here.” She’d smiled and turned back to the screen and her notebook without giving me another glance.

Despite the instant fear I’d experienced when I entered the living room, a thrill had run through my body as I realized that my fantasies might be about to come true.

Every day since that evening, I’d waited for something to happen. For my wife to take control, to do something. But for each day that passed, my hopes began to deplete. And when something finally happened a week later, I hadn’t been expecting it.

Without my knowledge, she had begun mixing powdered diuretic into my food and coffee. When I think back to it, I should’ve known something was up when my regular cup of coffee started showing up next to my plate every morning after I’d finished in the shower. But like the gullible fool I am, I simply thanked my wife and drank it up. And when she filled my cup a second time, I downed that one, too – always too polite to simply leave it.

After a few days of this treatment, her efforts finally showed results. I began waking up during the night, rushing to the bathroom like I was chased by hell hounds. But because she hadn’t brought it up once since that evening when I’d come home to her watching my porn, my brain just didn’t manage to put two and two together. I simply thought to myself that it was my own fault for drinking tea before bed and resolved to cut back on the fluid intake a little earlier in the evening to avoid the nuisance.

But the issue persisted and one night when I woke up to use the restroom, as usual, Laura had beat me to it. I'd banged at the door, whimpered and pleaded but to no avail. She'd called back that she'd be done soon, and I just needed to wait a minute longer. A minute turned to two, which turned to three, four…ten…

And then, just as I heard her turn on the tap inside to wash her hands, the piss had started gushing out of my cock, running down my legs in a stream of shame.

She'd opened the door and feigned surprise and indignation at my accident. At that moment, I finally realized she'd planned for it to happen. I'd never been so turned on in my life.

That had been one week ago. And since then, she’d made me wear diapers to bed, “to avoid similar accidents in the future”.

It was finally weekend and we were expecting company from Madison – one of Laura’s best friends. Little did I know that my wife had discussed the recent change in our relationship with Madison. And together, they’d formed a plan which would be put in motion today.

“I’m so glad you could come, Madison,” Laura said to her friend. They leaned toward one another and pecked each other’s cheeks before Laura stepped aside so Madison could step past her into the hallway.

“Well, thank you for inviting me. It’s really been too long,” Madison said.

“Oh, it really has,” my wife answered and smiled one of those brilliant smiles of hers before she turned to me.

“Blake, would you be a darling and put on the kettle for some tea?” she asked.

“Of course, Laura,” I replied with a nod and a smile.

I poured the tea into the waiting cups on the table. The hot water splashed as it filled up the containers one at a time. Suddenly, I became aware of how full my bladder had become. I was about to pour the last cup before I headed to the restroom when Laura spoke, “You know, lately he’s wet the bed so much that I had to start to put him in diapers for bedtime. I really saw no other choice.”

They both turned their attention to me. All thoughts of using the restroom had flown to the back of my mind at the sound of my wife’s words. A burning flush was working its way up my neck, leaving a beet red color in its wake.

“Really? You wear diapers for bed, Blake?” Madison asked.

I opened my mouth to reply. Rather than making any sounds, all I managed to do was open and close it repeatedly.

“Go on, tell her, Blake. Tell her how you pissed your pants like a little boy,” Laura said. I turned my head to her and opened my mouth again before I thought better of it and nodded instead.

“Oh, I think he’s a little shy,” my wife said. One corner of her mouth curled upwards in a teasing smile.

“Who would’ve thought a grown man like you would need to wear diapers to bed,” Madison said to me before she turned her attention back to my wife, “You must’ve been so disappointed when you found out that your husband isn’t a proper man, but only a little bedwetter!”

“I was at first. But now I just think it’s hilarious. Every time I see his tiny little dick, I can’t help but giggle at how cute and small it is.”

“It can’t be that small, surely?” Madison said.

“I can assure you; it is miniscule. You almost need a magnifying glass to find it. I mean, it's so tiny that I'm beginning to wonder if it might belong in diapers during the daytime, too.”

“Oh, come on, it’s not that small!” I’d finally managed to find my voice. They both turned their heads towards me, and I felt the heat return to my cheeks under their stares. Laura raised an eyebrow at me and was about to say something when Madison said, “Isn’t it? Why don’t you take off your pants and prove it?”

I hesitated. Surely, this was a jest? She didn’t actually want me to strip off my pants and expose myself to her, did she?

Mommy’s smile widened and she got a dangerous glint in her eye. One that she only got when she had an idea. This did not bode well for me. 

“What an excellent idea, Madison! And, how about we make it a little more interesting… What if we let Madison decide whether or not your little pee-pee is big enough for your big boy underwear. If Madison agrees with me that your cock is really as small as I say it is, you’ll be wearing diapers in the day-time, too.”

I was starting to get nervous. I knew that my dick wasn't the biggest. Decidedly below average with my 2" and not much bigger when erect. The thought of undressing for my wife's friend to show her my cock was humiliating. And yet, the very same thought had a visible effect on me. I could feel the arousal course through me before surging down to concentrate inside my cock, causing my pants to tighten around my genitals. As if it wasn't embarrassing enough that I was going to drop my pants and humiliate myself, my body had to go and betray me by showing the two women exactly how much it turned me on.

“Go on, honey. Show us that you’re really a man. If your cock isn’t that small, you have nothing to fear, do you?” The corner of Laura’s lips curled upwards in a cruel, teasing smile.

My fingers trembled as I started unbuttoning my jeans. Within a few seconds, they dropped down in a pool around my ankles.

“Oh, come on, Baby. Don’t be shy. Your underpants, too,” Laura said.

I bit my lip, hooked my thumbs in the lining, took a deep breath, and began pulling them down.

What was Madison going to say when she saw it? What if she thought my dick was so small that I needed to be in diapers? I have to admit that the thought wasn’t entirely off-putting.

As soon as I’d dropped my boxer briefs to the floor and straightened up, Madison gasped and clasped her hand over her mouth.

“Oh my gosh! I can’t believe it’s actually that tiny! My pinky finger is larger than his cock!”

“I know, it’s really pathetic, isn’t it?” Laura said.

My hands instinctively shot towards my crotch to cover myself up, as if it would make the women stop discussing me.

“No, no, don’t do that. I want you to show Madison exactly what a tiny pee-pee you have. It’s not like we haven’t seen a cock before. Besides, little boys aren’t embarrassed about their tiny pee-pees. They don’t care that their dicks are small. And if they do, they certainly aren’t allowed the privilege of being embarrassed,” my wife said and forced my hands away.

Madison’s eyes locked onto my crotch and the corners of her mouth twitched as she asked, “Is he getting an erection?”

Laura turned her head and glanced down at me.

"He sure is. It's pathetic, really, how tiny it is. Well. What's your verdict, Madison? Is he a big enough boy that he can keep his big boy underwear, or should I start putting him in diapers during the daytime, too?"

My eyes jumped from one woman to the other. It was surreal how they discussed this so calmly, as if I was their plaything who didn't have anything to say for myself. Between my legs, my traitorous cock twitched and hardened slightly more.

Madison’s eyebrows drew together, forming a thoughtful crease between them.

“You want to know what I think?” she said and turned to me before she continued, “I think you’re not a big boy at all. Not if that small pee-pee of yours is anything to judge by. And I definitely think you belong in diapers.”

My heart thundered in my chest. Her last sentence rang in my ears, repeating itself over and over inside my head. How many times hadn’t I fantasized about something like this happening to me? And now, it was about to happen. I caught my bottom lip between my teeth to keep myself from moaning just from the thought of it. 

"Well, Blake. You heard the lady. Now, why don't you go get your diapers for us so you can show them to Madison? Do you think she would like that? I think she would.” She turned to Madison before she added, “Wouldn’t you, Madison?”

Madison met my wife’s eyes and held them before she answered.

“Oh, but I would,” she smirked and turned to me before she continued in a too sweet voice, “Where do you keep your diapers, baby?”

I stuttered something in reply and turned towards the bathroom to fetch one of the diapers I knew Laura had stashed in a drawer in there.

The nippy air inside our apartment rushed over my bare bottom as I made my way to the bathroom. I could feel their eyes burning into my back as I walked to the beat of the women’s giggles. 

When I closed the door to the bathroom behind me, I allowed myself to enjoy the brief moment of peace and solitude that the room offered. I closed my eyes, took a deep breath and then reached out to open one of the drawers. The sweet perfumed scent of the diapers drifted up towards me.

I blinked in surprise as my eyes roamed over the contents. Gone were the anonymous, plain diapers from the pharmacy. In their place, were several rows of thick diapers with various childish prints.

My wife had really gone out of her way to make my fantasies a reality. Though I wouldn’t want to tell her that I was happy about it unless she forced it out of me. My cock, which had risen to its full, pathetic size when I’d stripped naked for my wife and her friend, would make it difficult to lie, of course. Especially since it didn’t seem to want to shrink anytime soon. If anything, it seemed to ache more as I reached out a hand to withdraw one of the items from the drawer.

The soft plastic crinkled under my fingertips. I picked it up and gathered my courage before I opened the door and walked back to Madison and Laura. My hand reached down instinctively to cover my crotch with the diaper, as if covering myself with the object of my submission to my wife, would somehow speak to my favor.

The march from one end of the living room to where the ladies were seated seemed to take an eternity. When I finally reached them, Laura reached out and snatched the diaper away from me and murmured, “Such a good, little boy.”

Madison tried to stifle her laughter at my exposed erection but wasn’t able to hold it back for long. She reached a hand up to cover her mouth, muffling the sounds as they escaped her.

“That’s as big as you get? Oh my gosh. I feel so sorry for you, Laura!” she managed to gasp in-between her loud thrills of laughter at my expense.

“Well. Don’t. I’ve figured out exactly how to get my fun. And that, “she pointed to my cock, “is not it.”

I wanted to hide the object of their amusement away from view. But by sheer force of will, I managed to fight the urge and clenched my fists to avoid moving my hands.

At my wife’s words, Madison’s eyes had lit up with interest.

“Oh, now I’m curious, do tell me. Are you fucking someone else? Make him watch, perhaps?” Madison asked and arched an eyebrow playfully.

I wanted to say that I was horrified at the idea of watching her fuck someone else. But it would’ve been a lie.

Laura’s lips parted in a slow smile as if she hadn’t considered the possibility before but now that she did, found that she wasn’t completely against the idea of it.

“No, but it’s not a bad idea. I’ll definitely consider it for later. No, I have this huge strap-on. And instead of using that tiny dicklet of his, I make him wear it and fuck me with that instead. And sometimes, if I’m feeling very merciful, I wear the strap-on myself while I fuck him until he splutters his pathetic little juices.”

I closed my mouth, which I hadn’t even realized I’d opened. Was this how she talked about me to her friends? I wasn’t sure how I thought about that. I mean, sure, I’d fantasized about being humiliated by Laura… But this? Then, I remembered why I was pantsless in the first place and had to fight the urge to blush. In more ways than one, I suppose I’d brought this on myself.

Laura grabbed her cup of tea and took a long sip from it. I watched as her throat moved when she swallowed the liquid.

As she swallowed, my bladder reminded me of the fact that I was actually going to need that diaper soon. I shifted my weight from one leg to the other uncomfortably. Why hadn’t I relieved myself in the bathroom when I was there? The thought hadn’t even crossed my mind. I cursed silently at my own foolishness and wondered if there was any chance that I might manage to empty my bladder without using the diaper.

Somehow, I didn’t think so. My eyes drew towards the object in question like a magnet. My wife was going to make me wet myself in front of Madison. A thrill of excitement ran up my spine at the realization, immediately followed by a burn across my cheeks and I was suddenly glad they couldn't read my thoughts.

Madison squealed and placed her own cup down on the table as she leaned back.

“Oh my gosh, that sounds brilliant. You take care of your own needs and don’t even need to get that tiny cock inside you.” Madison glanced down between my legs and smirked, “Though, I’m not sure that tiny pecker would even manage to push inside any pussy.”

Laura laughed and drank the rest of her tea.

“No, you’re certainly right about that,” Laura said and turned her head towards me.

"Oh my. Would you look at that... I should've put the diaper on you straight away. He's already starting to leak."

I turned my head down to see, suddenly afraid that I’d started pissing myself. At the tip of my cock, a small amount of pre-cum had begun gathering. Oh, she was good. And apparently not above using dirty tricks.

“Hey, that’s not fair, Laura and you know it,” I said. I’d meant to sound defiant and strong. But even I could hear how weak I sounded. Like I was begging her to prove me wrong.

“Oh, baby. Are you really sure you want to argue with me?” Laura arched an eyebrow at me and began unfolding the diaper as if it was an everyday occurrence.

“I–” I began.

“All right, fine,” Laura sighed before she continued, “what is it that isn’t fair, little one?” She put down the hourglass shape of the unfolded diaper on her lap and looked at me expectantly.

“Well…. I mean… It’s not like I’m wetting myself. This,” I gestured to my cock, “is just, you know, pre-cum… a natural way for the human body to say that it’s uh– well… enjoying itself.” The burn in my cheeks seemed to get hotter and hotter for each syllable I managed to squeeze past my lips.

"Are you saying that you're not able to control your own body's reactions?" Madison chimed in. Laura's gaze flickered to her friend before they came back to rest on me accompanied by a smirk on her lips.

“No, I mean, I… Uh– I,” I began to stutter, completely taken aback when Madison jumped in to intercept.

“Well, which is it? Are you, or are you not, able to stop your cock from dribbling?” Laura asked.

“I’m–” I began and looked from one woman to the other before I turned my gaze down between my legs. A single drop of pre-cum was hanging in a thin string, dangerously close to falling. Before I could catch it, the drop dripped down towards the floor. I’d lost even before it dripped down. But now, the proof they needed to frame me was right there; a filmy light contrast in the otherwise dark carpet.

“Not,” I finished in a whisper.

“Well, then that settles it. If you can’t control your body, I can’t trust you without a diaper. Now, lie down so we can fit this one on you,” Laura said and lifted the diaper again. I bit my lips and looked away.

“Laura, honey… Is this really necessary? I mean, we both know that I don’t have a problem staying dry during the day. I haven’t had a single accident before, and it’s only been a nighttime issue. Please.” I don’t know why I begged. I mean… Truth be told, I even wanted to wear the diaper. But of course, it made it all the more exciting to not give in so easily.

“Blake, we had a deal. If Madison agreed with me that your cock is too tiny, you would wear the diapers. Isn’t that so?” There was a dangerous undertone in my wife’s voice as she spoke and a mixture of fear and excitement ran through my body.

“Yes, but…”

“No buts. Lie down before I spank you so hard that you’re not going to be able to walk for days.”

I didn’t want to risk it in case she was being serious, so I closed my mouth to stop any retort and lay down reluctantly.  

The rustle of the plastic backing reached my ears as Laura crouched down and began to slide the diaper towards me.

"Now just lift up your tush for me, honey."

I complied.

“Good boy,” she said finished sliding the diaper underneath me.

“I can’t believe you’re still hard! You’re actually turned on by this?” Madison asked.

“I–I–, Um…” I said and hid my face behind my hands, unable to reply. Laura chuckled and placed a hand on my hip, applying a gentle pressure to make me lower myself onto the soft cushion waiting below.

“Oh, he loves to be humiliated, don’t you, Baby?” Laura said. My mouth was so dry, I couldn’t manage to get a single word out. Instead, I shook my head without removing my hands from my burning cheeks.

"Aw, poor Baby. He's shy. He doesn't want to admit it. Don't you worry, Baby... Your pee-pee is talking for you. Look at that tiny hard-on. Even as small as it is, you still can't hide your excitement, Baby." Her words made Madison giggle again. It was a bubbly, hearty thrill that sent shivers down my spine.

My butt hit the welcoming soft diaper. It was immediately different how much thicker this one was, compared to the ones I’d worn at night over the past week. I spread my fingers and peeked out from between them. Laura was sitting on the floor between my legs. She leaned forward and reached for a bottle of talcum powder. As she did, her large breasts threatened to fall out of the tight top she was wearing. I stared transfixed at them as her movement caused them to bounce happily in front of me.

She noticed my stare and smiled as tipped the bottle of baby powder over my crotch, pouring a small drizzle of powder over my genitals.

“Oh, you like this, don’t you?” Laura asked and gave the bottle one last shake before she put it back down.

When I didn’t answer, she continued, “Well, we have to make sure you’re all nice and comfortable, don’t we?” and reached her hands down between my legs to grab the front of the diaper.

“It certainly looks like he’s comfortable. Not only does he need his diapers, he likes them too.” Madison grinned.

I wasn’t sure if I was more disappointed or relieved when Laura pulled the front of the diaper up to cover my hard-on. At least she’d spared me the humiliation of jerking me off until I jizzed in front of her friend. Though, I wasn’t sure that it wasn’t something I didn’t want. At least if she’d done so, I wouldn’t still have an erection.

While my wife began to tighten the tapes to secure the diaper around my waist, Madison exclaimed, “Awww, that is so cute! Look at the little tent he's making in the diapers!"

Laura giggled in response.

“I know. He always does that when I diaper him up at night, too. And when I don’t play with him before we go to sleep, he rubs himself off until he makes his sticky little messes inside the diaper. Don’t you, Sweetie?” she said, the last part directed at me.

I looked away. I didn’t want to admit that I did, indeed, masturbate in my diapers when I thought my wife didn’t notice. And I certainly didn’t want to admit that in front of my wife’s hot friend.

“Do you really?” Madison chimed in. Her eyes sparkled with interest, “I would love to see that.”

Laura started to stroke the outside of my diaper slowly.

“I think that could be arranged. What do you think baby? Do you want to make cummies for my friend?” she pushed the palm of her hand firmly down at the base of my cock before following the contours of it through the diaper. I gasped and pushed my hips up towards that oh-so-delicious sensation of her hand.

“Hm? Do you want to show her what an excited little boy you are? To show her how pretty you think she is?” Laura asked and rubbed her hand down my length again. I gasped and moaned as she reached the bottom of my shaft, slipped her hand further down and gave my balls a light squeeze through the padding. 

“You know, I think he likes it. And, this quick shooter feels about ready to go already,” Laura said and grinned. I moaned and bucked my hips again, wanting to feel the pressure against me so badly.

“Do you want to cum, baby?” she asked. I nodded, all shame forgotten with the unspoken promise of release.

“Yes, please,” I said.

Rather than continue, my wife grinned and removed her hand. A whiny sound escaped my lips.

“Please,” I begged.

“You can cum if you touch yourself. Come on, Baby, touch yourself for me.” My wife’s tone was patient and belittling, and yet, I couldn’t help but feel another surge of arousal at the humiliation of it. 

I licked my lips. A part of me wanted to refuse. But I was already at the point of desperation where I would do anything my wife told me to do in order to cum.

With a shaking hand, I placed a hand on top of my diaper and started rubbing, teasing, stroking my erection through the layers of padding. It crinkled with each movement I made. But I couldn’t bring myself to care anymore.

“That’s it, Baby. I knew you could do it.” She licked her lips and sat back to watch. My eyes darted between the women who were watching me intently. I gasped and bucked my hips up to meet my hand. I was so close. So–

“Now. Don’t cum until I give you permission to,” Laura said, just as I was about to give myself over to the impending orgasm. I whined and forced my hand to slow down.

“P–please,” I said.

“Do you understand?” Her tone left no room for interpretation. This was non-negotiable. 

“Uhn– ah! I… I– Y–yes,” I gasped.

“Good boy,” she said.

I opened my mouth to beg her to let me cum but was interrupted when Madison said, “I have an idea, Laura.”

“Do tell,” my wife replied and turned to look at her friend.

“Well, I was thinking… He’s probably never seen two girls make out with each other, except for in the movies. So… What if you and I kiss in front of him…” she paused for effect before she finished, “IF he pees his diaper first.” My wife laughed.

“Oh, he might just be desperate enough to do it, too,” Laura said. She went quiet for a moment as she considered it.

Just the thought of it nearly made me cum right then and there, and I had to stop moving my hand to stop myself from doing so.

“You know what, I think that’s an excellent idea,” Laura finally said. A slow smile spread across Madison’s cheeks.

“Did you hear that, honey?” Laura asked me. Before I could reply, Madison chimed in, “Would you like that? To see your wife kiss another woman?”

Oh, did I want that? What a question to ask! I bit my lip and nodded. My body shuddered as I ran my hand up my cock once. 

“Well, then, all you have to do is make a piddle in your little diapee,” Madison said and bent down, placing a single finger on my diapered crotch.

I licked my lips and looked down at her teasing finger. Could I do that? I wasn’t sure if I was going to be able to do it. Wetting myself on purpose while they watched.

But watching my wife kiss another woman…?

I have to admit that it had been a fantasy of mine for a very long time. And one I'd never thought I'd get to see. But did I want it enough to wee myself in front of them as they watched? I wasn't sure.

“Don’t you want to see us kissing, Baby?” Laura said as if she could read my thoughts.

“Don’t think that I haven’t seen your fantasies… I’ve seen your porn, remember?” Of course, I remembered. 

“Come on, Baby. Wet yourself for me.” Laura grabbed my chin, forcing me to stare straight into her eyes.

“Piss yourself. Now.” There was something in her tone that made it impossible for me to not follow her command. Within a second, the piss began streaming out of my cock and hit the inner fabric of the diaper with a loud hiss.

I moaned at the sensation of blissful release, finally able to let go of the painful pressure that had gathered in my bladder. The liquid soaked into the absorbent material, which began to swell and tighten around my genitals.

“That’s my good boy,” Laura said and placed a hand over the warm plastic of my crotch. I blushed when I tried, but was unable, to stop the continuing rush of pee from seeping into the waiting diaper.

As the final drops of piss left my cock, she squeezed the soaked diaper once before she let go. I whimpered and placed my own hand against my cock, still embarrassingly hard.

“I bet you want your reward now, don’t you, Baby?” Laura said, gave me a quick kiss and turned to her friend. My cock grew even harder inside its soggy, wet diaper cage from the anticipation of what was to follow.

Madison smiled at my wife; a mischievous, playful smile. She grabbed the back of Laura’s head and pulled her closer to her. Just as her lips met Laura’s, she met my eyes and grinned before she turned her attention back to my wife.

Laura let out a moan into her friend’s mouth.

My cock jolted at the sound of it. I bit my lip to refrain from making any noise and rubbed my hand over my cock as I watched the two of them kiss in front of me.

The moment was over too soon. Madison looked at me and started to giggle.

“Awww, isn’t that just precious? He’s fondling himself while he’s wearing the diaper you put on him.”

Laura, still flustered from their kiss, blinked before she followed Madison’s gaze.

“Well… He’s certainly not going to be able to put his wee-wee inside me again, so if he wants to cum, inside his diapers is one of the few places he’ll be able to do so.”

My wife cleared her throat and smiled as she lowered her gaze to my crotch.

“Did you like the show, Blake?” Laura asked. I nodded, “Y–yes.” I licked my lips and rubbed my wet diaper with a loud squelch as the two women stared at me.

“You’re my little bitch, aren’t you? You’d do anything I asked you to do.” Laura’s eyes glowed with the adrenaline of a power trip. 

“I–I, Yes,” I said, afraid that she’d deny me an orgasm if I said anything else. A slow smile spread across her lips. Madison stepped towards her and snaked an arm around her waist.

“I want you to start humping your diaper for me,” Laura said and gasped as Madison placed a soft kiss on her neck. Madison moved her lips down and caught the sensitive skin in the crook of my wife’s neck between her teeth. Laura moaned and pushed back against her friend. Madison met my eyes over Laura’s shoulder and grinned as she trailed her hand down my wife’s body until it reached the hem of her skirt. Without breaking eye contact with me, Madison let her hand slowly keep traveling up my wife's thigh.

"Hump your diaper for me, Baby. I want to see you enjoy humiliating yourself for me," Laura repeated between gasps of breath as Madison's hand traveled further and further up.

I obeyed her by starting to rock back and forth on the floor, pressing my crotch down towards the carpet.

“Good boy,” Laura said in a breathless voice.

Every time I pressed my crotch to the floor the fluids inside the diaper sloshed against my cock. It almost felt as if it was acting like a lubricant around my cock. If I closed my eyes, I could almost imagine that I was fucking Laura, and not humping my diaper.

Madison’s hand reached my wife’s cunt, dripping and ready with arousal. Laura gasped as Madison circled her clit with two of her fingers.

I groaned at the sight as I continued to hump my crotch down towards the floor.

“You dirty boy. You like this, don’t you? You like watching your wife get pleasured by another woman? Naughty boy,” Madison said. She grinned and returned her lips to my wife’s beck, eliciting another moan from her when she started to trail kisses along her skin.

“Look at your hubby,” Madison said to Laura. My wife opened her eyes and glanced down at me.

I must’ve looked pathetic where I was, humping on the floor in a piss-soaked diaper.

“Oh, I know… It makes you wet to watch him like that. Completely in your power. It's an amazingly powerful feeling, isn't it?" Laura let out a moan and spread her legs slightly wider apart to grant Madison better access.

“Looks like your dirty little hubby likes to be under your control, too, if the way he’s humping the floor is anything to judge by,” Madison said.

I blushed at her words. I should’ve been ashamed of what I was doing. I should’ve been able to stop. But instead, I kept humping myself in my piss-soaked diaper shamelessly.

I watched with hungry eyes as Madison slid her fingers into my wife. My humping got faster, more vigorous. Madison slipped her other arm around Laura’s body, and with experienced movements, she started rubbing Laura’s bud while she continued the sliding motion in and out with the other hand. I watched with lustful fascination.

“That’s right; you’ve earned to be treated like this. You’ve earned to be pleasured,” Madison told my wife, “while your husband pisses himself in a diaper, you get to pleasure yourself. Look at him humping the diaper. Such a naughty boy. I bet he’s going to shoot all his sticky cummies into his diaper, isn’t he?” Madison said.

I grunted and continued to fuck my wet diaper shamelessly. Laura moaned.

“Cum for me, Baby,” Laura managed to say in between moans while I humped my diaper.

At the sound of permission from her lips, I started humping faster and faster until I shot my sperm out into the soft absorbent material. The sticky fluid stuck to my skin, mixing with the piss from earlier.

For several short moments, my mind was completely empty. All that was left in my mind was pure, orgasmic bliss.

“Good boy,” Madison said.

“Isn’t your pathetic little hubby a good boy, hm?” she said to my wife. Laura replied with a moan and pressed herself closer to Madison’s hand again. 

She opened her eyes huskily, looking at me as she received pleasure from Madison’s fingers. The shame I felt at cumming in my dirty nappies was pushed aside as I watched my wife absorb the pleasure hungrily. And I was reminded of why I did this in the first place.

I loved how she got off on humiliating me. While a large part of me wanted nothing but to take off the diapers and throw them away, and never think about them again… Another part of me knew that while she made that face of pleasure as Madison stroked her; as long as she looked at me with that expression, there was nothing I could do but obey her.

She was gorgeous.

I loved her.

And I loved her when I could service her by simply let her do whatever she wanted to me. And I loved watching her with another woman. At this point, it didn’t matter that I wasn’t allowed to join them. What mattered was that Laura was being serviced and that she was enjoying herself.

She moaned again as Madison let her fingers slide over Laura’s nipples, pinching them lightly with one hand as she continued to rub the nub between Laura’s legs.

“How’s it feel to watch your wife get pleasured by another woman?” she looked at me as she asked. I only managed to whimper in response.

“I bet you’ve never managed to satisfy her in any way, have you?” Madison said.

She let her head slide down Laura’s neck before she kissed it again, grazing her skin with her teeth. Laura opened her eyes in surprise.

“Oh, fuck, I’m gonna–” she exclaimed before I watched her muscles tense in anticipation of her orgasm.

“Yes… Cum for me,” Madison said.

It only took a few seconds before Laura’s body started to shake from the tension. A long moan escaped her throat.

Madison stopped her circling motions when Laura’s hand shot down to rest on top, keeping their hands still as my wife rode out her orgasm.

I watched all of it with hungry fascination. Laura let out a final scream before she slumped back against Madison; her legs no longer able to support her weight.

Madison grinned and held her hand out towards me.

“Come on, dirty boy. Lick my hand clean, and when you’re done, you can clean your wife with your mouth, too,” she said.

I started crawling over to where they stood. My diaper was sagging down towards the ground with every step. I felt it dangling between my legs; the weight of the heavy, piss-soaked diaper brushing against my genitals.

I stopped in front of Madison and looked up at her from my kneeling position.

She reached her hand out towards my face. Her fingers were slick with Laura’s juices. I opened my mouth and stuck my tongue out to lap at it. Salty, sweet flavor hit my mouth as I lapped.

Madison grinned.

“Good boy. You’ve got such a well-trained boy here, Laura,” Madison said. A lazy, non-committal sound came from Laura, still dazed from her orgasm.

Seemingly satisfied with my job, Madison pulled her hand back and gestured towards my wife. I started crawling in her direction, and again, the diaper dangled between my legs.

I hate to admit it, but I found the sensation strangely erotic.

I placed my head between Laura’s legs. She glanced at me lazily before she spread her legs slowly.

“Careful. Sensitive,” Laura managed to say in a dazed, lazy tone.

I did my best to avoid her sensitive trigger areas, focusing instead on licking away the fluids coating her skin.

“Good boy,” they said as soon as I was finished. Laura sighed and eventually got up.

“Mmm, thank you, Madison. That was nice. We should do this again sometime.”

“We sure should. Perhaps you guys could come to my place next time… as you know, I’ve got this large window facing the city. We could make your hubby strip to his diapees, put him on display while you and I retreat to the bedroom… If he’s a really good boy, we could leave the bedroom door open so he can hear us.” Madison grinned at Laura. I looked from one to the other, my gaze darting between them. And I felt my cock getting hard yet again from the anticipation of what the future would hold.

Keep reading for a sneak peek of Dylan Katana’s Hard & Diapered: My Wet, Scandinavian Holiday.
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“Look, I wanted to… talk before we head back to my place,” she said and leaned closer. The pulse in my throat sped up. I cleared my throat and tried to respond in an even voice: “Um… about what? Ah!” I ended the sentence with a yelp as she squeezed my thigh. My throat seemed to tighten as I watched the hand move further up my thigh. She leaned closer until I felt her breath brush against my neck.

“You know how I mentioned that I enjoy being in control of my partners?” she said in a low murmur.

“Uh-huh,” I said. My groin was getting painfully tighter with each passing second.

“Here’s the thing… I want to be completely in control. Do you think you can do that for me… to give up control of yourself to me for an entire week?” said Frida.

Her hand stopped right next to my groin and the world was still for a moment.

“None of my guests so far have been able to fulfil my needs, and I would understand it if you don’t want to,” she added. For a single moment, I thought I could hear vulnerability in her tone.

“Is this what you really want? A… sex slave?” I asked, trying to understand her demand a little clearer before I gave her an answer. She smirked.

“Not quite but. In a way, I suppose it’s comparable,” she said and stroked my thigh absentmindedly. The tips of her fingers brushed my cock and my mind went blank for a moment. Fuck it, if that’s what it took to be with this woman, I’d gladly take it.

“If that’s what you want, I’ll give it to you,” I said. She beamed.

“But I warn you, I can be a bit extreme…” she said and stroked her fingers all the way across my crotch. I closed my eyes and let out a shaky breath.

“Do you still want it?” she asked. I nodded and managed to croak out another ‘yes’.

“Oh, good boy,” she said, still smiling. Then, she closed her teeth around my earlobe. The hard, white protrusions raked lightly along my skin before she let go.

“Do you want to know a secret?” I stared down at the hand that was resting dangerously close to my cock. I nodded. She moved her hand to stroke the growing bulge in my jeans. I glanced about the park nervously, but the park was as desolate as it had been all along.

“I’m not wearing any panties under this skirt,” she said and lowered her lips to the sensitive skin of my neck. I drew a sharp intake of breath at her words. She scooted closer and before I knew it, she was straddling my lap with one thigh placed on either side of my legs. I looked down straight into her cleavage, my imagination running wild at the thought of her naked pussy currently pressing against my trousers. My cock pushed at her, desperate to tear free from the fabric and rub against her.

For a short moment, I was nervous that she would be disappointed at the size, which she had to be able to feel. But as she ground herself onto it and let out a small moan, I started to imagine how wet her pussy was for me and lost myself in the moment. She pressed closer.

“You’re going to be a good and obedient boy for me, aren’t you?” murmured Frida into my ear.

“Yes,” I said and, after a moment, added: “Miss”.

“Good boy,” she smiled sweetly at me, leaned down and then I felt her soft, warm lips against mine. It was so unexpected, though I suppose I should have seen it coming. I stiffened before I relaxed into the embrace and placed my arms around her.

She moaned. It was a sound that was enough to drive me wild. She pressed against me, and again I imagined how her pussy was dripping with desire for me. Heat from our embrace seemed to gather in my loin. I returned her moan and was slightly surprised at how much it sounded like a whimper. She ground her cunt against my jeans, sending jolts of pleasure along my cock. She sighed into my ear and my fingers tightened around her waist. Somewhere at the edges of my consciousness, I became aware of a dripping sound, like water from a drain dripping into a small puddle after a rainy night. It brought my mind to her dripping wet pussy once more. The warmth in my crotch spread and I bucked my hips involuntarily.

Suddenly frustrated at the fabric keeping my cock from entering her, I retrieved one of my hands from her waist and edged down the length of her skirt. She stopped it before I could slip it under her skirt.

“Nah-uh,” she said and clicked her tongue.

“No touching yet. Did you forget that we’re in public?” she said. Her hand gripped my wrist and forced it over my head. She kissed me again and this time, the sound that escaped my lips was definitely a whimper. Too soon, she ended the kiss. She gave me a wide smile when she pulled away from our kiss. The movement gave me a pang of loss. But at the sight of her smile, which held promises of what was to come, I quickly forgot the emptiness she left when she moved away.

“What do you say if I suggest we get back to my place and continue this in private?” she asked with a wink.

“Well, I think that would be an excellent suggestion,” I said and returned her smile. She unwrapped herself from my lap. As she stepped away, it was as if she took some of my warmth with her. The wind, which before had seemed warm, now seemed to send a chill straight to my crotch. Almost as if… She was staring at my crotch. I looked down, following her gaze. There, spreading out from my crotch, was a large dark spot. I stared at it, not comprehending the implications of that spot at first. Surely, I hadn’t…?

“Oh, my! What have you done? Did you pee your pants?”

The full story is available on Amazon here.
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