

Daddy's Diapered Babyslut - Part 1 


Chelsea tried to tell herself nobody could tell she was wearing a thick diaper, wetted with Mar- with her Daddy’s urine. Her skirt was short, but it wasn’t /that/ short… was it? She tried to discreetly move her free hand around to tug it down again… 


“A-hem, Chelsea?” Daddy chastised her before her hand even reached her skirt, and she turned away from him, blushing, but also hiding a smile. It was so exciting, but so scary, being so totally under someone else’s control this way. Martin was a powerful Dominant, and when he threw himself into the headspace he went all out, ordering Chelsea to call him ‘sir’ or ‘Daddy’, planning elaborate scenes that he whispered into her ear while he played with her excited slit. 

Chelsea liked to be a little bratty just to have him push her buttons more - but right now, as exciting as it was, her protests were genuine. She knew how utterly shameful it would be if someone were to point out she was wearing a sodden diaper. How even-worse it would be if people knew she was getting excited from this treatment, being trotted out, displayed, in front of so many strangers. 

Which, of course, only made it more exhilarating when ‘Daddy’ ignored her complaints. It gave her a giddy thrill, half-fear, half-arousal, to see him put her in her place. 

“You know you don’t get to hide yourself, princess. If people notice you’re wearing diapers, just give them a big smile, okay?”

Chelsea mumbled something under her breath about Martin being a ‘bully’, and Daddy stopped walking for a moment to give her that certain Daddy-look that meant he wasn’t going to take her sass. 


“What was that? How about this then,” Daddy leaned in close to speak, his breath tickling Chelsea’s ear. “If anybody sees you’re wearing diapers… you have to explain that you’re a naughty little baby who’s too tiny to use the toilet properly!” 

Chelsea whined a complaint, shaking her head vigorously. “N-no Daddy… I’m sorry… don’t make me say that!” 

She felt her cheeks grow even hotter. 

“Then behave yourself, okay? And remember who the boss is…” 

‘Chelsea nodded, mumbling again in response. 

“I’m sorry? Who is it?” Daddy prompted her with a swat to her well-padded rump, and Chelsea yelped in surprise, causing several people to glance over. 

“You’re the boss, Daddy!” she hissed a little louder, trying to ignore the whispers of a couple of teenage girls who were looking right at them. Chelsea was certain they must have seen, or heard, her crinkly state, but there was absolutely nothing she could do about it right now. She just kept walking, hoping to hide her rump from the view of any curious passers-by. 

Martin smirked at her response, feeling his cock twitch in his pants. He’d feel guilty at taking pleasure in her distress - if he wasn’t completely certain that she was just as excited, if not more, by today’s events. If they were somewhere more private he’d have checked for himself, but... 

Martin took Chelsea’s slender hand in his, leading her down another row of shops. There were still people milling about, shopping and drinking coffee, but much fewer down this street. 

Still, Chelsea swore they were all staring at her. Her ears burned in embarrassment, but it felt like they perked at every mumbled conversation, every laugh felt like it must have been about her. Whenever someone passed, she eeped and pressed herself close to her Daddy, trying to avoid notice - but secretly, some part of her longed for people to notice. 

Could people tell? Did people know that she was Daddy’s little babyslut? Was everyone thinking about how she was Daddy’s favourite little toy, who loved to get tied up and spanked and fucked in his bed, moaning shamelessly over and over as her cunny spasmed and throbbed with pleasure as she came again and again. Daddy filling her up with load after load after- 


Chelsea blushed as she realized she was getting out of the realm of ‘worries’ and into ‘fantasies’ - but that was what this was, right? One of her fantasies, come true. It was even more thrilling than she’d imagined, and the way the wet diaper pressed between her folds only added to the exhilaration and embarrassment. The sensations stacked on top of each other - she felt shame, which made her horny, which made her feel ashamed, which made her even hornier. 

She gasped as she felt Daddy’s hand under her skirt, squeezing her crotch. She hadn’t been paying attention - there was a brief lapse in foot traffic here, and there was nobody around to see him pressing his hand against her, cupping and teasing her through her diaper. She could feel the demand in his touch, the insistence as he groped and fondled her. ‘You little slut,’ his touch said, taunting her - she could hear his voice in her head, even though his mouth never moved. ‘Press against my hand, hump and grind, show me what a dirty, desperate girl you are for your Daddy…’ 

And then, just as suddenly as the touch had been there, it was gone, and Daddy was leading her along again, the tell-tale click clack of someone else’s heels on the pavement letting her know they weren’t alone anymore. She forced herself to straighten up, giving a short sharp outtake of breath to hide that she’d been holding it. Daddy smirked, but didn’t say anything, letting the well-dressed woman walk past - even nodding to her politely as she did so. 

“You shameless little whore.” 

Chelsea jumped and whimpered at Daddy’s sudden remark. He’d leaned in close to speak, his voice loud enough to be heard by her, but low enough that nobody else could listen in. She hoped, anyway. There were more people on the street now.

“I can tell how excited you are, princess. Don’t ever try and tell me again this isn’t exactly what you want,” Daddy continued, as he steered her towards a coffee shop. “Let’s get a drink before I walk you home. Sit at this table, babygirl.”

Without even thinking about, Chelsea found herself taking a seat in a plush faux-leather chair. As her rump sank into the cushions, it pressed her lukewarm diaper against her, making her shudder. She wriggled backwards to get comfy, feeling the telltale squishing sensation as she looked up at her Daddy. 


“What do you want, baby?” 

Chelsea considered for a moment, before pointing shyly at a certain item on the menu she’d been wanting to try. Daddy read over it and then frowned. 

“There’s coffee in this. And a lot of whipped cream and sugar… I’m going to get you something else, okay, little girl?” 

“Y-yes,” Chelsea stuttered, her heart doing a flip at Martin’s assertive tone. 

“Yes, what, slut?” Daddy leaned in as he said the last word - he had a way of making it sound like a threat, almost, but an exciting one, the same voice he used when he told Chelsea he was going to fuck her so hard she wouldn’t be able to walk the next day. 

“Yes, Daddy!” she blurted, hoping the people the next table over didn’t hear her outburst. Daddy smirked, standing back up straight before he walked calmly over to the queue. If he was flustered by their interaction, he didn’t show it. 

And then he was gone, leaving Chelsea alone with her thoughts. 

It was weird, but when Daddy was there, everything seemed so natural, so normal. It was easy to stay in her submissive headspace, because every time she tried to push against it, he’d be right there to remind her of her place. Chelsea blushed as she realized that she even called him ‘Daddy’ automatically in her head when she felt this way. 

Plus, it helped, to have someone else to ‘blame’ for some of the things they did. If Daddy wanted to lead her out on a collar and leash, dressed in skimpy lingerie, so everybody could see her barely-covered body… well, that was up to Daddy, of course, and as such, she was his responsibility. She had no choice about whether or not she was paraded around half-naked, or forced to humiliate herself for her Master’s pleasure - she was, after all, just a helpless little baby slut. 

Of course, the most arousing times where when Daddy ripped the illusion of ‘force’ away, when he pointed out that no matter who was pushing or driving her, it was obvious how badly she needed, wanted, craved acting like the needy little fucktoy she was. Daddy sometimes told her he was just helping her out, giving her a chance to realize her own kinky, dirty fantasies. To be forced to do something humiliating hit that sweet blend of shame and arousal that Chelsea was so fond of - to admit that you craved performing in those depraved ways, that it made you come so hard your eyes cross… well, was something that made Chelsea’s stomach do flips, in good and bad ways. 

Without Daddy… she would never have come out dressed like this. Even in a non-kinky way, he was a fun, loving partner who’d helped her get a lot more comfortable with wearing diapers in public. But how she was dressed and thinking now… 

Of course, on that note… this time there were other things to keep Chelsea in subspace. The thick padding between her legs for one. Sitting down like this, her diaper was concealed as long as she didn’t stretch or spread her legs too wide, but it was still there, an ever-present bulk between her thighs, forcing them apart almost-imperceptibly. Well, imperceptibly to other people around her… She experimented, clenching her thighs together, feeling how the thick padding resisted her closing her legs. There was no missing that. 

‘I’m such a little baby…’ she thought, biting her lip as she rolled her hips subtly, a murr forming in her throat. The wet padding felt warm and squidgy, pressed up against her mound, like a clumsy but intimate caress that she couldn’t get away from. 

‘I’m just a filthy little slut, humping against my wet diapers…’ Chelsea punctuated her thoughts with another, more eager thrust, biting back a soft whimper as the soggy padding rubbed against her already excited clit. ‘Wet diapers… that my Daddy wet for me…’ 

Chelsea moaned audibly, and then squeaked in embarrassment, looking away from the rest of the customers, out of a nearby window. Her clit throbbed with need, remembering how Martin had taped her into this diaper, forced her to wet it for him like a ‘good girl’ - and then slid his own length into the legcuff, drenching the diaper with musky, male urine. The naughtiness of wearing a diaper, in public, filled with someone else’s pee… and that making her so unbearably horny she was trying to get herself off in a public place… She shivered. She really was a naughty little slut. 

“Hello, princess,” Daddy’s voice made her whip her head around, giving him an expression that was undeniably one of guilt. “Uh oh, have I caught my naughty girl up to something, hm?”

Daddy placed their drinks on the table and sat down besides her, putting his hand on her thigh and smirking. 

“It looked like you were having trouble getting comfortable. Tell me, baby, is it because of those thick, wet diapers… or is it because your cute little clit is desperate for Daddy’s hand to touch you?” he grinned wider, as he leaned in. “Or maybe you were just so, so excited, you were grinding that cute pussy of yours against your padding and hoping you could cum?” 


Chelsea looked away again, biting her lip harder, and Daddy snorted, picking up his drink. Chelsea was so predictable, and so cute when she blushed and pretended he hadn’t just caught her being naughty. 

“Wh-what did you get me, Daddy?” ‘Chelsea asked softly, trying to change the subject. Daddy smiled at her, tapping his cup with his finger. 

“Well, for myself I got a caramel latte. And I got you a chocolate milkshake, princess. With whipped cream and a cherry on top.” 

Chelsea huffed softly at this news - she’d hoped that Daddy might change his mind and get her what she wanted after all. But there was the warm giddy feeling, too. She was totally under someone else’s control. It didn’t matter how fussy she got - Daddy had gotten her a milkshake, Daddy got to decide, no matter how she felt about it. 

“What do we say?” 

Chelsea flushed again at her Daddy’s tone of voice, the same kind you’d use with a very small child who barely knew how to use manners. 


“...F-fankyou, Daddy,” she responded obediently, and Daddy scratched behind her ear in reward before he continued drinking his latte. 

Chelsea turned her attention to her own drink, carefully plucking the cherry off the top, intending to eat that last. She daintily popped the pink straw into her mouth, drinking the milkshake slowly. It was actually pretty good, cool, sweet and creamy, with a rich, chocolatey flavour. Her rump wriggled happily as she slurped more enthusiastically, prompting a snicker from Daddy beside her. 

“That’s some very enthusiastic sucking, Chelsea,” he murred, squeezing her thigh. Her eyes twinkled, and she made an amused noise as she swallowed her current mouthful. 

“Well, I want to drink it all down, Daddy. I have to suck to get it in my mouth, right?” she tilted her head in faux-innocence, but couldn’t keep her mouth from quirking into a smirk. 

“Good girl! Don’t forget to lap up all the cream, after all. Daddy got that for you special.” 

“Oh, you’re right!” Chelsea swirled the end of the straw in the cream until it was covered, pulling it out and delicately swirling her tongue around it, suckling out whatever had ended up inside, her eyes watching Daddy closely. 


“Mmm, I love the taste of Daddy’s special cream,” she said chirpily, running her tongue over her lips to clean them. 

Martin could feel his cock stiffening up in his jeans now. He’d seen those lips wrapped around his shaft enough time to recognize those moves, how she always made sure to lick her lips clean when he’d finished in her mouth. He grunted as he moved closer, watching her drink, wanting nothing more than to put his penis in place of that spindly straw and give his favourite girl something else to drink… 

“You’re a bad girl, you know that, Chelsea?” 

“Mmhmmm,” she cooed in response as she kept drinking. Daddy took a long sip of his own coffee and then placed his hand on the back of her neck, stroking gently. 

“Such a little tease, aren’t you, hm? You’ve gotten your Daddy all excited, in public. Is that what you want?” 

Chelsea didn’t say anything, but she grinned, before swallowing another mouthful of the milkshake. If he could tease her, she could do the same back. The fun kind of shared challenge. Like playing ‘Chicken’, only they both craved the collision they knew was inevitably coming. 

“Nearly finished, hm? I hope you’re going to share your cherry with me…”
  

“Mmmaybe…” ‘Chelsea twirled the sweetened fruit between her fingers, as if pondering what she was going to do, her smirk unconcealed now. 

“You’re going to get a spanking if you don’t, little girl,” Martin growled in a breathy voice, and Chelsea snorted. 

“Oh no!” she said in a feigned whimper - and then, popped the cherry in her mouth. 


Daddy’s mouth was pressed against Chelsea’s in an instant, his hot, dry lips insistent and forceful. She squeaked into his mouth in surprise, and she felt his tongue slide against hers, tasted the coffee and caramel on his lips that mingled with the sickly sweetness inside her own mouth. 

And then, he pulled back, dragging his teeth along her lip, pulling the cherry into his own mouth, chewing it triumphantly. The look he gave her spoke volumes - she would be punished, but the kind of punishment that curled her toes and made her kitty wet, commanding her to do whatever Daddy told her. 

“You’re a bad girl,” Daddy growled again, and Chelsea swallowed and nodded. Where was her earlier bravado? She felt small and helpless, in a good way, again. It was fun coaxing her Daddy into acting, but he always went one better, turning her into a puddle of girly submission and leaving her head spinning as she tried to remember which way was up (it was not, unfortunately, ‘wherever Daddy’s cock is’, which was something she could always find when she was like this).

“We’re leaving. I need you,” he said, and while his voice was low, it was urgent, commanding. Chelsea knew there’d be now arguing now. Under her skirt, nestled in that warm wetness, her pussy ached to be filled. 


He practically dragged her out of the coffee shop - not because she was dawdling unnecessarily, but because he himself was so eager to leave. It was impossible for Chelsea to miss the tenting in his jeans as he pulled her down the now much darker streets, mostly clear of people for the day. 

They’d been walking for a few minutes when ‘Chelsea finally voiced a concern. 

“Daddy, where are we going?” she asked, in her smallest voice. 

Daddy ignored her. He didn’t even turn. 


“Daddy, are-eep!” He’d pulled her a little more roughly, and she’d stumbled trying to keep up. 

“Daddy, are, are you going to punish me? Am… I getting a spanking?” An electric thrill ran up her spine. Sometimes he would give her a few swats in public. Once, in an almost-empty parking lot, he’d given her a spanking over the hood of his car. It had lasted a whole minute, fast, furious whacks with an ice scraper (the punishment of course, had been for her forgetting to de-ice the car before they left) until he was satisfied he could save the rest for later. The humiliation, the terror at possibly being caught, the naughtiness of it all, had left her legs shaking and her princess parts needy and desperate. 

Of course, part of the punishment was a week’s chastity. No touching herself allowed at all. The only release he allowed her was swallowing his cum once a day. As exquisitely awful as the spanking had been, Chelsea didn’t want to repeat the experience. 

“You’re getting more than that, slut,” he said hotly, barely bothering to lower his voice. Chelsea felt her cheeks redden more, but that little pull inside her led her along even more than Daddy’s hand. It was like her heart was on a leash, just like her body so often was, and she’d be his obedient, groveling little babyslut, following along as long as he was willing to command her. 

“What do you mean, Daddy?” she said, although part of her dreaded the answer. That tiny tinge of fear, from not knowing what might happen next… she felt her heart in her throat as Daddy stopped, looking down an alley. It was long, and dark, and you could barely see the end of it. 

It was perfect, apparently. He tugged her down it, only giving a half-glance behind him to check nobody else was around. 

And then, halfway down the alley, leaning against a wall, he unzipped his pants. 

“Daddy!” Chelsea gasped, as his full length became visible, throbbing in the cool night air. To say it looked stiff would have been an understatement. It looked painfully, shockingly stiff, as if a strong breeze could have finished him off. 


Daddy pushed her away a little so she could see all of him. 

“On your knees,” he commanded, and Chelsea felt herself go down, shivering as she felt the cold, damp pavement on the bare flesh of her legs. His cock was at eye level now, and despite the situation, it commanded her attention more than his voice. She felt her mouth water in trained expectation, the heady scent of his maleness hanging in the air… 

“Daddy, I can’t!” she hissed, looking frantically left and then right, trying to see if anybody was coming. Her heart pounded harder than ever - but her traitorous body made her clit tingle excitedly. Did he really expect her to- 

“Yes, you can, princess. And you’re going to,” Daddy said in that same tone of voice, that brooked no disagreement. 

“But Daddy, someone might see,” she offered as half-hearted protest, even as she shuffled closer, running her tongue over her lips to moisten them. 

“Then you’d better hurry up. You got me all excited, you wanted to tease your Daddy. Now you deal with the consequences,” Daddy said, and he smirked, mischief in his eyes. “If you’d rather, I could jerk off myself until I cum all over you… that might take a while, though.” 

“N-no… I… Daddy…” Chelsea’s eyes darted to the side as she heard someone walking down one of the far roads at the end of the alley, holding her breath until she was certain they’d passed. She felt Daddy’s strong hand travel to the back of her head, tangling in her hair and urging her closer to his crotch. 

“You’re going to suck your Daddy off, babygirl, and you’re going to drink every drop of his cum when he finishes, and then you’re going to say thank you to him, for making you do it. Do you understand?” 

They looked into each other’s eyes for a moment, his steely gaze meeting her timid one. She swallowed again. There were words she could speak, to let Dadd- to let Martin know she wanted to stop playing now. She could utter them and Martin would have stopped, blushing, apologizing profusely, because he only pushed her as hard as he thought she wanted to go. And then it would just be them, a boyfriend and a girlfriend laughing awkwardly over a scene that almost went too far. 

She wouldn’t have to suck her Daddy off, on her knees, in a dirty, damp alleyway, where anybody could walk down and find them both, see how depraved and cockhungry she was. There’d be no chance anybody would ever find out how she craved being controlled and used by a dominant male, nobody to hear the moans she muffled in her Daddy’s crotch. 

Her heart pounded. 

Her clit throbbed. 

Her mouth, opened, a word on her lips… 

But the word never came. Leaning forwards with a desperate-seeming hunger, she took the head of his cock between her lips, muffling a whimper with his length as he guided her further along, his hot, thick length sliding deeper towards the back of her throat. 

“Ngggh… good girl… I knew you were slutty enough to do it,” Martin murmured as he pushed his hips forwards slowly, making her take more of his cock. The truth was, his own heart was pounding just as furiously, nervous about getting caught, nervous about pushing Chelsea too far, about ruining what they had. He let the tension out in a loud groan that was unmistakably the sound of a male being pleasured. 

Chelsea’s head bobbed slowly as if in agreement that, yes, she was such a slut for her Daddy, moving back and forth along his length, coating it with her saliva. She had reached up, her hands on her Daddy’s hips, gripping tightly as she worked her skilful tongue along his shaft, moving faster. She could feel him stiffening up, if that was even possible, and she let out a wanton moan of her own, her hips canting slowly as she tried to thrust against nothing, too excited by the debauchery of what she was doing to control the rest of her body. 

She was tense all over, half from the thrill of the situation, the desire coursing through her veins, the want to please her Daddy and make him give her all his cum - half from fear, so sure someone would sneak up while she was busy making lewd slurping noises around her Daddy’s cock. Her eyes were panicked and wide, staring up at her Daddy’s face, his mouth open in wordless pleasure, but every so often they’d dart to the side at some unexpected noise. 

Martin had been achingly hard since he’d grabbed Chelsea’s hand in the coffee shop. Feeling the warmth of her mouth envelope him, her soft lips sliding up and down with practiced skill… every motion sent little shivers of pleasure up his spine. The warmth of her spit and mouth, juxtaposed with the chill of the cold evening air as she slid backwards along his length kept him on his toes, his head spinning with erotic tension. Daddy moaned, pushing Chelsea’s head down again and prompting a muffled yelp. He revelled in the feeling of his manhood filling her whole mouth, warmth that felt like impossibly inviting heat surrounding him, a tongue that pressed up against it and slid along the underside. 

The thrill of possibly being caught, of how Chelsea devoted herself so utterly to pleasing him like this - his cock jumped as he thought about it, catching a glimpse of how his slutty girl was moving her body. 

Chelsea was rocking more insistently now, giving desperately little moans that felt so good on her Daddy’s length.  She was so desperately aroused now, certain her diaper was being slickened with feminine juices as well as pee now. She whiiined, rolling her eyes back in her head and sliding a hand down between her pink thighs, pressing her palm against her diaper and grinding her needy pussy against it. She wanted so badly to touch, to cum while she felt Daddy finish in her mouth… 

“No, bad girl,” Daddy said softly, his own voice shaking, but firm. “Use your hands on your Daddy, to make him feel good. Naughty sluts who tease don’t get to touch themselves.”

Chelsea gave a frustrated groan around her Daddy’s member but she pulled her hands away obediently, one gently cupping his balls, feeling how full and ready they were. It send a jolt right down between her legs to think of it, imagine the heavy load coating her tongue and sliding down her throat when Daddy finished, all his cum for his naughty little slut. 


The other hand wrapped around Daddy’s shaft, and Chelsea stroked quickly up and down, back and forth, squeezing firmly. She could feel him throbbing in her hand, his heartbeat racing from excitement. She could tell how eager he was from how his hips bucked unconsciously, driving his shaft back and forth through her clenched, grasping fingers, to her waiting mouth. 

Daddy’s dripping tip pressed against the back of her throat again and again, precum coating the inside of her mouth as her tongue tried to work his shaft. She pulled back, closing her lips around Daddy’s tip with a hint of a hum as her tongue slid over the dribbling head of his cock, one hand pumping furiously as she looked up at him with submission, almost forgetting the risk of being caught. 

Almost. Daddy wouldn’t let that happen. 

“Nggh, oh God, you desperate little whore, do you l-like displaying yourself so shamelessly? Th-that outfit, those eyes of yours, g-god, you’ve been practically begging for this since I took you out this morning, haven’t you?” Martin panted his words between half-thrusts, his fingers groping blindly at the wall behind him, looking for something to hold onto. “My little slut, w-would you even stop if you heard someone coming?” 

Chelsea looked at the ground as he said that and her cheeks flushed anew, but she didn’t stop her work. She was roughly stroking her Daddy’s throbbing cock how she knew he liked it, tonguing his head and occasionally dipping lower, taking his length halfway into her mouth, pulling up again with a practiced ‘slurp!’ as her tongue slid along the underside of his turgid shaft. 


Any attempt at quiet had stopped a while ago - Daddy’s grunts and moans and cries of ‘good girl!’ filled the otherwise-silent alley, and Chelsea was so, so very aware that people in the houses around could probably hear them. 

“F-fuck, oh god, I’m gonna finish, right there, ohh, ohhh fuck,” Daddy moaned as stopped holding back, his hips jerking erratically, his hand pushing and pulling Chelsea back and forth in a momentary show of desperation and force, all while she kept dutifully sucking. 

And then, suddenly, she felt it, right there in the alley, that electric tingle in the air, the feeling of his balls clenching and pulling up in her other hand. The throb traveling up his shaft. And then… 

“NGGGhh… oohhh… good, good slutty little bitch cumslut…” Martin moaned almost incomprehensibly, as he felt his pent up balls unloading into Chelsea’s mouth. 

She quickly swallowed the first few jets of cum as they hit her tongue, savouring the taste of her Daddy’s very special cream. Daddy adjusted her position during the next few spurts, forcing her down further onto his cock so they splattered against the back of her throat. She gulped frantically, the chemically-taste burning for an instant before he pulled back once more, deflating as the last few strands of cum dribbled out onto her waiting tongue. 

Now Daddy was finished, Chelsea eagerly lapped his wilting length clean, as he panted against the wall. She seemed desperate to get every last taste of him, tonguing his opening as if she might find more if she just tried hard enough. Martin let her carry on for a moment, smirking, before her pushed her away. 

“That’s enough, slut. Daddy’s finished but you’re still desperate to swallow his spunk, huh?” Now that they were finished, his voice rang out loud and clear in the alleyway, and it became very clear just how quiet it was without their carnal noises. 


Chelsea blushed, but nodded eagerly at her Daddy’s question. “I...didn’t get to cum, sir,” she said softly, giving him the best puppy dog eyes she could. 

Daddy made a playful clucking noise with his tongue. “I know that, my little cumbucket - that’s your punishment, after all.” 

Chelsea whined, pouting harder as she looked up at him sadly, one hand still wrapped around his flaccid penis. Her own slit was still maddeningly wet, aroused beyond belief by Daddy’s treatment. She felt truly desperately in need of release. But when Daddy was in charge… 

“Come on princess, let’s go,” Daddy offered his hand, having already zipped himself up. “Before anybody comes out and sees what a naughty little whore I have.” 

Chelsea pouted a moment longer… and then she began to smile shyly, standing up to follow him home. 

“You’re a naughty Daddy, you know,” she said with another little huff, wiping her mouth on the back of her hand. 

“Mmhmm, a naughty Daddy for a slutty little Chelsea! Come on, babygirl,” he squeezed her hand. “Let’s hope we don’t run into anybody on the way home, hm?” 

“Uh huh,” ‘Chelsea said in her softest little voice. And part of her really meant it. 

END 
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