

Chelsea wondered how she kept getting herself in these situations. Diapered and soaking wet, she meekly followed her Daddy as he led her by the hand around the toy store, smirking as she squirmed or fussed about her current predicament.

Daddy had picked out another cute outfit for today, a white t-shirt with a cartoon kitten on, and a pleated lilac skirt. He’d also chosen her underwear - a clingy, see-through purple bra… and a cute diaper with lavender sides, to match.

Chelsea was grateful that the skirt wasn’t quite as short as the one Daddy had made her wear last time he took her out in public like this. It at least covered her diaper, which was extremely soggy by now - at least, while she was standing normally. Self-conscious, she tugged on the front hem, managing to pull it down a half inch or so.

“Princess, reach up and grab me that stuffed bear,” Daddy ordered, pointing at a honey-colored teddy bear on the top shelf. Slung over his shoulder was a hefty grey diaper bag - and Chelsea shyly thought about the fresh, thick diapers that were waiting inside for her.

Chelsea looked at the bear, and then at Martin. Martin was taller than her… it would have been far easier for him to reach it. In fact, she suspected he could have just lifted an arm and grabbed it off of the shelf.

Pouting, Chelsea looked up at the bear again, remembering her short skirt, and her soggy diaper, and knowing her Daddy was only asking her to do this because he wanted to embarrass her by revealing her diaper- or making her worry about it. The thought made her blush and feel hot between her thighs all at once.

“I can’t, Daddy,” she said honestly, half-hoping he would let her off. “It’s too high up.”

Like always, Martin shook his head and insisted. Some doms backed down if you protested or pouted enough. But Chelsea’s Daddy wasn’t like that. He always followed through - he never said anything that he didn’t mean for her to do.

“Try,” he said, simply. “Go on, baby girl.”

Reluctantly, Chelsea stretched her arms out as far as they could go, without changing her stance too much. Predictably she didn’t even get close - she looked over at her Daddy, and found he was smirking, waiting for her to try harder.

That same pout on her face, Chelsea moved onto her tiptoes, fingers stretching out, just grazing the fluffy fur of the bear. She ignored the burning humiliation on her face as she felt the skirt riding up, cool air on her upper thighs, knowing the bottom of her sodden diaper must now be visible, hoping nobody else saw. She looked over at Martin again, to see if he was watching, see if his face showed approval.

But he wasn’t watching. In fact, he was looking over her shoulder. Why was he-

“Can I help you?” came a chirpy voice from beside her.

Flustered, Chelsea stepped back, lowering her skirt and hopefully covering her soaked diaper. She nodded uncertainly, looking at her Daddy for prompting, her heart racing at the near miss. The smiling man in front of her - ‘Duncan’, his nametag said - didn’t seem to have noticed anything, but maybe he was just being professional?

“She’d like that bear, up there?” Martin said, speaking for her as he placed a firm, masculine hand on her shoulder.

“Okie dokey, let me just grab that…”

Duncan kicked a rolling step-stool over from further down the aisle, and easily climbed onto it to reach the bear. Chelsea swallowed, watching nervously - it always made her feel deliciously anxious if somebody else was interacting with her during one of her ‘play days’ with Martin.

Would he notice she was acting strangely? ...Would she want him to?

Her head said ‘no’, but her… well, maybe not her heart… But some part of her wanted for other people to notice, to know what a naughty, slutty, diaper-wearing girl she was.

“Heeeere you go.”

Duncan had apparently managed to grab the bear, and was now offering it to Chelsea. A shy smile on her lips, she pressed it to her chest, hugging tightly, making Martin chuckle with appreciation at the sight of her acting like the helpless diaperbutt he knew her as.

“Say thank you, sweetie,” he prompted.

“Um, um, thank you, mister,” Chelsea said softly, blushing, knowing what her Daddy wanted. He loved to see her humiliated - and secretly, she loved it as well.

“Oh, uh. You’re welcome!” Duncan said, his smile faltering slightly.

Chelsea looked away, ashamed, wondering what he thought of her. ‘Go away,’ she thought, silently, but Daddy made sure that wasn’t a concern after just a moment.

“Alright, princess, let’s go and look at the bottles,” Martin said, as loudly as if the shop assistant hadn’t been there at all. “You need a new one for your bedtime baba.”

Chelsea cringed, but between her legs her cunny tingled with excitement at the public humiliation. She didn’t dare to look up as they walked away, wondering if ‘Duncan’ would tell his co-workers about this...

Walking through the baby section, Chelsea’s Daddy happily and loudly pointed out various baby toys, wondering if they were too advanced for her when she didn’t respond.

“Daddy!” Chelsea hissed under her breath, when he offered to buy her a mobile.

“What is it, Princess?” he asked with a smirk, as if he had no idea what was the matter.

“You’re embarrassing me!”

Martin leaned in close. Chelsea could physically feel the rumble of his voice as he spoke, still smirking.

“And? Are you upset because you want me to stop - or because it forces you to admit what a horny little slut you are, excited for people to know you’re Daddy’s helpless baby slut?”

Chelsea swallowed, and said nothing else.

“That’s what I thought,” Daddy smirked, straightening back up. “Now pick out a bottle.”

She grabbed the nearest one, handing it to him. Truth be told, she could feel her bladder complaining again, telling her she needed to go to the toilet. Whenever she was wearing a diaper the urge to go was so much stronger. She’d often end up wetting herself without even thinking.

Right now, though, Chelsea wasn’t sure if her soaked diaper could hold another wetting, and it felt like it would be a big one.

“No, babygirl,” Daddy shook his head, handing the bottle back. “Take a little more time to pick one out that suits you.”

Frustrated, and feeling the pressure building, Chelsea turned around, choosing another bottle randomly. That too was rejected, so she tried again, browsing more carefully now.

It was hard, with her bladder so full. She shifted uncomfortably, biting her lip, as bottle four and five were rejected in turn. She could tell Martin was enjoying watching her squirm, literally, her hands shaking a little as she reached out for the sixth bottle, which had a kitten on that almost matched her shirt.

“H-here,” she said, quietly. “Is this okay?”

“What’s the matter, princess?” her Daddy asked with faux concern.

“I gotta go potty, Daddy,” Chelsea whined, squeezing her thighs together, feeling the soggy padding between them give way slightly.

Martin’s cock twitched under his jeans, but he held strong. Sometimes all he wanted to do was stop the game, push her against a wall and fuck her in front of everybody, cum inside and mark her as his where everyone could see.

But part of the fun was prolonging, teasing each other, dominating her and pushing her deeper and deeper into submission.

“Then go, babygirl,” he said, softly, turning the new bottle over in his hands. “You’re wearing your bathroom.”

Chelsea opened her mouth to protest, not sure if she should complain or swoon, but Martin stopped her with a look.

Swallowing, she tried to position herself to make sure her pee hit the driest part of her diaper - which was hard because, as she realised with a blush, her diaper was almost completely soaked.

Her face showing tension and worry, Chelsea focused… and let go, her whole body relaxing. Warm pee soaked into the already sodden padding, spreading out quickly. Her little trickle quickly became a flood, and while some of it seeped into the diaper, some of it began to overflow out of the legcuffs.

Still peeing, Chelsea shrieked as she felt pee dripping down her legs, squeezing her thighs together to try and hide it - and then stopping as she realised that was squeezing the oversaturated diaper, too, pushing more liquid out.

Without any warning, Martin grabbed the front of Chelsea’s skirt, peering underneath, seeing the evidence of her diaper leaking running down her legs in wet rivulets. She whimpered as he ran a finger along the sodden leg-cuffs, eyes wide and panicked, looking to the side, terrified somebody would come around the corner…

And then he dropped the skirt, smiling.

“Good girl, Chels,” he said softly, stroking her cheek. “You just need a little encouragement to use your pampers sometimes, don’t you?”

Shyly, Chelsea nodded, nuzzling against her Daddy’s hand.

“Can I have a change, please, Daddy?”

“Soon, babygirl,” Martin said, with a careless smile. “After we go through the check out.”

Chelsea pouted harder at that, but felt a mixed sense of relief and excitement. Relief because her Daddy would be changing her out of this sodden diaper - excitement and humiliation at the idea of what he might do once he got the diaper off…

They were both pleasantly surprised to find the queue was reasonably short, and Daddy kept pressed close to Chelsea, which was grateful for – she was almost sure if she made even the slightest movement in the wrong direction, she would show off her soaking wet diaper, for anybody to see.

“Is this all?" asked the cashier, as she scanned the bear and bottle in turn.

"Yes, thank you," said Daddy with a smile. "Do you happen to know where the family bathroom is?"

“It's just outside, to the left," the cashier replied with a friendly smile.

"Thank you," Martin replied, with an equally friendly smile, as if he wasn't parading his girlfriend around in a soggy diaper, and was instead just a normal shopper enjoying the day.

"Say thank you, baby girl," Martin said as he pushed the teddy bear into her arms.

"… Thank you," Chelsea replied reluctantly, looking at the floor, refusing to meet the cashier's eyes.

Her diaper felt soaked and saggy, and while she knew it was impossible, she felt sure that it was hanging down between her knees, obvious and blatant to anyone who was watching. She was sure the teddy bear only added to her childish look, but she used it to hide her deepening blush as she heard people chuckling and whispering behind her.

Daddy put his hand on her back, pushing towards the exit and she all too eagerly waddled along, looking forward to a change, whatever else might come with it.

The family restroom, as it turned out, was mercifully close. Chelsea breathed an audible sigh of relief as they stepped in together, Martin closing the door behind them.

She watched as Martin unlatched the baby changing table, pulling it down firmly.

"Come on baby girl," her Daddy said softly. "Climb up."

"Don't be ridiculous," Kelsey replied blushing, but looking incredulous at the same time. "That would never hold my weight."

Martin said nothing, but he walked across the room and put his hands under Chelsea’s armpits,. Lifting her with ease, Chelsea could only give a squeak of protest before she was hoisted up onto the teetering plastic changing tray.

"If Daddy can hold you," Martin said with a huge grin. "This table can too. Now hold still and don't squirm, or you really might break it."

Chelsea nodded, eyes wide. It felt like Daddy carrying her had directly jolted her already dampened slit - it made her feel so small, weak, vulnerable, to be carried like that so easily. Martin was so forceful and strong, and she was helpless to resist anything he wanted…

Laying back, her heart in her throat, she heard the ripping of the tapes.

“Such a soaked, soggy babyslut,” Daddy remarked, as he began wiping her clean.

Naughtily, she tried to follow his fingers, arching her back and pressing her needy slit against them when they grazed her there, squirming with a smile to try and get him to touch her more. He ignored it, humming a little tune as he cleaned her, lifting her bottom up to wipe and remove the sodden diaper.

“You really are a slut, aren’t you?” he said with a grin as he slid the new diaper under her backside, powdering it lightly.

“Yes, Daddy,” Chelsea agreed urgently, hoping he’d use those fingers of his for more than just cleaning.

“Well you know what happens to naughty little sluts,” Daddy said, sliding his hand up her thighs. “They get made to cum in their soaking, wet, diapers.”

His fingers were between her folds, rubbing, stroking her stiff clit with almost-lazy motions, a smirk on his face as she spread her legs even wider, frantically, pushing her eager mound against his hand.

“Do you think anybody noticed?” he asked, softly.

“Nnnn! Y-yes! Daddy they all saw! That I’m just a naughty girl wh-who can’t even use the potty,” Chelsea babbled, humping his hand, desperate for more of that maddeningly light touch. “Th-they know I’m your slutty diaper girl!”

Daddy kept up his tender ministration for about half a minute longer, working Chelsea up to the edge, her rump lifting, bucking away from the soft padding of the diaper beneath her. Chelsea moaned like a lost soul as her Daddy pulled his hand away - sagging, panting, as she rested, waiting for him to tape the diaper up. Sometimes he teased her like that. And there was nothing she could do about it – which is exactly the way she liked it, deep down.

"I have a new toy for you Princess," Daddy said, and Chelsea could see he was holding something in his hand as he approached now.

"Lie back down," he chided, and Chelsea did exactly that, spreading obediently.

She felt her folds being spread by one hand, and she held her breath, imagining daddy's fingers, plunging in between them, inside her, to the heart of her femaleness, gently finger fucking her to an intense orgasm.

Instead what she felt a moment later, was something far harder – it felt like plastic, not hard plastic like her phone was made of, but soft plastic, with give. She moaned as Danny pushed deeper, one end of it inside her, resting against her G spot, the other end nuzzled against her clit.

"Daddy, what is it?" she asked, with an innocent quality that was very different from her words earlier.

Again, Martin felt his cock throb, and he had to fight himself from ripping the toy out and forcing his own cock inside, instead. Enduring the pleasurable ache, he gave Chelsea his most daddy-ish smile.

"Just a special little toy, for a special little princess."

Chelsea opened her mouth to ask more, but as she did so she suddenly felt the toy springing to life. It buzzed merrily between her folds, vibrations hitting both of her sweet spots at once - her stiff, eager clit, and the other, more secret one, nestled inside her.

“Nnn! Daddyyy!” she moaned, arching her hips uselessly. It didn’t matter where she moved to, how she tried to push against it, the vibrator stayed in the same place, steadily thrumming against her, driving her wild.

“I can control it with my phone,” Martin said, in a voice that promised danger and naughty adventure. “It’s on the default setting right now, but…”

Chelsea could barely register what he was telling her, focusing on the intense pleasure between her legs, whimpering and moaning as her hips writhed.

That pleasure suddenly exploded three-fold, and she swore her vision turned white for a moment as the vibrations intensified. She found herself unable to make any noise except gasps and gulps as she bucked desperately, the toy pushing her harder and harder towards the edge, the intensity almost painful, unable to do anything at all to get away from it or make it better, just waiting until it pushed over that peak, that seemed so close...

“Noooo,” she whined, sagging once more as the vibrations went away.

With a frown, Chelsea realized that wasn’t true. The vibrations hadn’t stopped, they’d just been turned down very low. It was a constant, maddening low-level of stimulation, a tickle that wouldn’t go away. Enough to keep her horny and eager at all times, but no more, and she whined again as she realized it.

“...I said, that was the highest setting, princess… And this is the lowest one.”

“Turn it up!” Chelsea pleaded, pouting. “Please!”

“Are you begging me to let you cum, princess?”

“Yes Daddy, please, let me cum for you,” she begged, hopefully.

“Okay, then, sweetheart,” Martin said, with a wide grin that Chelsea knew meant trouble. “I’ll let you cum - once we’re inside the mall again.”

“What!?” Chelsea protested, as Martin taped her diaper up snugly, locking that little device inside her. It still buzzed away happily, although now she couldn’t really hear it.

“You heard me, babygirl. Daddy’s going to make you cum, just like you asked for.”

“Martin, y-you can’t,” Chelsea insisted, trembling as she looked at him.

“Can’t I?” he replied - and while there was steel in his eyes, Chelsea could tell it was a genuine question. He was waiting to see if she would safeword, and if she did, he’d never try anything like this again.

Her mouth dry, Chelsea bit her lip, as Martin watched her, second after second.

Finally she groaned, flopping back on the changing tray.

“Fine. I mean,” Chelsea tried, her face bright pink from exertion and embarrassment. “I’m your property, Daddy. It’s your right to make me cum whenever you want.”

“That’s what I thought,” Daddy replied, with barely-concealed relief in his voice. “Now stand up…”

The mall seemed even more packed than before, and Chelsea blushed every time someone walked by, unrealistically paranoid about somebody somehow hearing the buzzing between her folds.

Her breath was constantly catching in her throat now - Daddy had turned the vibrator up a few notches, and while it wasn’t anywhere near enough to bring her off right now, it kept her flushed and on-edge, looking over constantly to see if Martin had his phone out or if he was checking her reactions.

“So where should we go?” he asked, seemingly innocently, but Chelsea knew what he was really asking.

‘Where do you want to cum, babygirl? What store would you like to be in when I push you to your limits, making you orgasm in full-view of everybody, showing off your diapers carelessly as you explode with pleasure?’

Biting her lip, Chelsea pointed an uncertain hand at the candle store.

“Ah!” she cried out softly - as a reward, Martin had turned the vibration up further, just a tad, and Chelsea could already feel the pleasure climbing again, her slickness clenching slightly around the vibrating invader that was foisting this torturous bliss on her.

In the store, Chelsea tried to browse and ignore the buzzing sensation, finding it hard to focus as she picked up candle after candle, trying to make sense of the names. Biting her lip, she put down ‘Winter Warmer’ and reached clumsily for ‘Fresh Linen’.

“Can I help you at all?” a nice young woman in a pressed skirt asked, and Chelsea shook her head violently.

As she did so, she felt the vibrations increase dramatically, pulsing with urgency within her sensitive slit. Her heart thumped, wide-eyed as she was slammed by wave after wave of agonizing pleasure, her thighs quaking slightly.

“Nnn… Ah… No, no thank you,” she managed, her smile crooked and her face flushed.

“Okay, well, I’ll be here if you need anything,” the young woman responded, her veneer of politeness cracking slightly as she looked at Chelsea’s red face and trembling body.

Unable to speak, Chelsea nodded, eyes crossing with imminent gratification, walking unsteadily towards a different shelf. She was sure the woman had to hear the buzzing sound, trying to put as much distance between

“Ah!” she gasped again, feeling the vibration sliding down - not as low as the lowest setting, though, enough stimulation that she knew if she closed her eyes and focused on it, she would finish, easily.

“Find something you like?” Daddy asked casually, looking at the white candle in Chelsea’s shaking hands.

“N-not yet,” she managed, putting it back.

“Well, pick something. I’ll wait here while you go pay,” he said, with a smirk.

Chelsea shot him a pleading look, but he replied with pure, sensual dominance in his gaze. Whimpering, Chelsea staggered to the next aisle over, grabbing a pink glass in a glass jar.

As she picked it up, her breath hitched once again, and she had to close her eyes and steady herself as she felt vibrations rocking seemingly her entire body. She bit her lip, fighting the urge to buck against thin air, her ears feeling incredibly sensitive – with every step she took she could hear the crinkling of a diaper, and the unbearable loudness of the vibrator between her legs. She was genuinely surprised nobody had heard it yet – was it just loud to her?

Chelsea reached the counter in a matter of seconds, although it seemed to take years.

"Hi there," the cheery saleswoman said. "Justi this today?"

As soon as Chelsea opened her mouth to speak she felt the vibrations turn again. She cast, and try to cover the cough, her face flushed, almost as pink as the candle she was handing over.

"Yes," Chelsea said, trying to hide the tremors of her body, forcing a smile that she was sure looked as fake and artificial as it felt.

Chelsea wanted nothing more than to give in, squeeze on the buzzing device inside her, rock her hips, and cry out, yes, yes, over and over again, as she violently orgasmed in front of everybody watching,.

She knew her breathing was heavy, and she hoped it wasn't too visible, trying to focus on taking breath in through her nose, in and out, in, and out. She felt sweat beading on her forehead as she focused on the normal interaction with a woman in front of her who seemed cheerily oblivious.

"Oh, pretty in pink? That's one of our most popular," the woman said, still smiling, as Chelsea re-entered her pin for the second time. "I’ll just go to the back and wrap this up for you, since it’s glass."

Beyond words. Chelsea nodded frantically, overenthusiastic in a desperate attempt to hide her body's movements, hands curled into fists as she lent forward.

As soon as the woman turned around, Chelsea's daddy took the opportunity to turn the vibrator up. Chelsea moaned uncontrollably and then clapped a hand over her mouth, blushing. This was the highest level again, the one she felt earlier.

She was aware of eyes on her now, her shameless moan heard by many people. But there was nothing she could do, as the vibrations battered her, throwing about like waves on the sea, coming again and again and again, inescapably.

She gripped the counter fiercely, her knuckles white, trying to stop her body from moving, and keeping her hips movement to a slow, jerky sway. She bit her lip with a groan, shaking her head, trying to hold off the inevitable… but it was all too much.

“Ngghh…” she groaned, leaning forwards hard, shuddering as she climaxed. She bit her lip, keeping admirably quiet as she came, hard, legs shaking with pleasure that dragged her under like a huge wave, pulling her down where she felt like she might never escape.

Dimly, she heard some gasps and muttering behind her as she leaned forwards, knowing her skirt was riding up, showing her diaper to everybody, but she was too wrapped up in pleasure to notice. Her pussy clenched rhythmically again and again on the vibrator inside her, as her clit throbbed in time with it, unbearable pleasure that went on for seconds…

Finally, the sensations began to ebb away, and she relaxed, noticing the vibrations lessened as she did so. Martin must have been watching her, able to tell she’d climaxed. Frowning, she wondered who else could tell, but there was no time to worry about that.

As the saleswoman returned, Chelsea quickly stood up straight, trying to control her breathing while her heart pounded in her head.

“All done… Are you okay?” the saleswoman asked, frowning with concern.

“Hahh- Yes! Yes, definitely, sorry, I was just, uh, checking out the, personalize a candle thing.”

“Oh, well, if you’re interested, it’s $10 extra,” the woman said, smiling again.

“M-maybe another day. Thank you!”

Chelsea took her pink candle and turned around, flushed. Daddy walked beside her, smirking, and she finally let herself breathe out, hard, as they left the store.

“Oh my god, that was so embarrassing,” she muttered, not looking at him.

“It was so hot,” he growled, kissing the top of her head.

He pressed his crotch gently against her side, so she could feel his hardness through his pants, hot, eager for her. She swallowed.

“Y-yeah. Absolutely. It was probably one of the sexiest things I’ve ever done,” she said, with a weak smile.

“That’s good, because I’m not done yet,” Martin practically purred, grinning, and Chelsea wasn’t sure if she was more afraid or excited.

First, Martin led her to the food court. He made her buy an enormous cup of soda, and told her he expected her to finish it before the end of the day.

Chelsea found she was remarkably thirsty, and she blushed, thinking that perhaps she lost a lot of fluids when she was shaking, moaning and sweating her way to an orgasm in the candle store. The drinking inevitably filled her bladder, and it wasn't long before she had to wet again.

Using her diaper was very strange with the unusual device inside her. The plastic bridge in the middle made it bounce off slightly to either side. As she peed she immediately felt the liquid splashing back against her, tickling her crotch. She gave a little gasp of surprise the first time it happened, but found it easy enough to get used to after a while.

True to his word, Martin kept at the teasing the whole day. By the end of it, Chelsea found herself a blushing shaking mess, barely even noticing or caring when people stared at her. At first, she been sure everyone could tell - tell that not only was she wearing a soaked diaper, but that she had a vibrator embedded inside her buzzing away, controlled by a dominant Daddy. One who knew how to treat a slut like her.

She'd managed to finish a drink while they walked around, looking at the Disney store, browsing the clothes look you, every time interrupted by that nagging unbearable pleasure between her legs, that she could do nothing to stop, or even to increase. It drove her crazy knowing there was no way to push against the sensation, or buck her hips, or even to do anything at all to make the feeling stronger.

But the fact that drove her crazy in that way also drove her crazy another way - knowing that her Daddy was in control, that she was his possession, the he decided what she felt and how much she felt it and if it would stop… If it ever stopped.

Finally they ended up at the food court again. Once more, Chelsea felt sure her soggy diaper was starting to hang below her skirt, and she eyed the bathrooms hopefully.

Her hopes were dashed though when Martin left her sitting at a table, and returned again with another cup of soda. This one was smaller, but still a significant amount.

Chelsea swallowed hard. She looked at it and then at Martin. He been teasing her all day, pushing her to the edge again, and again, and then pulling back. Her pussy felt like an agitated pot of excited ooze, she knew she was dripping wet down there, and not just from her pee.

"Here baby girl," Martin said as he pushed the drink towards her. "Drink up."

Chelsea was too frazzled to argue back or ask why at this point, so she just clumsily grabbed the cup, popping the straw into her mouth and sucking steadily. As she pulled it towards her, she sat up a little, feeling her drenched padding squish as she did so.

“Now sweetie,” Daddy told her, as he subtly increased the vibrations again, making Chelsea whimper around her straw. “If you can finish that whole drink before I make you cum, I’ll take you home and use my tongue on you all night…”

“Mmmf?” Chelsea asked, looking up at him, not stopping her drinking. If there was something she could win, there was probably going to be something in it for Daddy if she lost.

“But if you can’t, sweetie… I’m going to punish you, like the naughty, slutty girl you are.”

Chelsea gulped the mouthful soda she’d been holding onto down, and then quickly went back to trying to chug as much as possible through the thin straw. She found herself gagging several times, as it just kept going, filling her mouth with thin, sticky sweetness.

Meanwhile Martin was controlling the vibrator with his phone, her crotch alive with sensations that made her squirm and rock on her seat. The swollen padding kept it pushed against her, thrumming hard, and Chelsea moaned as she saw Martin’s thumb slide the settings all the way up, right to the end.

Gasping, she tried to drink her soda, but found it was hard to focus on sucking it up and ignoring the building pleasure between her legs at the same time. She squeaked as she felt a tiny gush of pee escape from her spasming bladder, her legs shaking violently.

She drank faster, gulping frantically, eyes squeezed shut and hands clenched around the cup, trying to finish her drink before she came.

And then, with her eyes screwed up and a straw in her mouth, she orgasmed, crying out, gasping, moaning, her whole body thrusting against nothing as she came. The build up of hours of teasing was all unleashed at once, and her pussy felt like unbelievable heaven as her orgasm stretched on and on…

As her climax finally came to an end, shaking and breathing unsteady, Chelsea looked up at Martin, feeling tremors of pleasure dying down between her legs, as the vibrations were turned slowly down… and then off. Martin smirked and then gestured down, with his head.

Chelsea down at herself. Through the afterglow she felt a stab of shame, and then arousal (‘STILL?’ Chelsea thought to herself) as she realised she must have wet again as she orgasmed. The linoleum floor below now showed a small puddle of pee, shining in the artificial light, and she could tell the bench was soggy.

With burning cheeks, she glanced behind her, confirming her suspicions. Everybody within a 10 ft radius was staring at her, open-mouthed. As she looked, some of them turned away, but a few kept looking, waiting to see what she would do.

“Ooops, baby girl, looks like your diaper couldn’t hold all your potty,” her Daddy said, loudly as he stood up, helping her to her feet. “Don’t worry sweetie, let’s get you cleaned up…”

Flustered, Chelsea found she could barely protest as Martin led her away into the family restroom at last, keeping her head low and trying not to hear the amused and sympathetic muttering of the people they walked past.

Chelsea barely got five feet into the restroom, before she felt her skirt being pushed up, and her diaper yanked down, pushed towards the sink which she grabbed for support.

"Daddy!" She cried in alarm as she looked behind her quickly, to confirm the door was closed.

Martin grinned wickedly and before Chelsea could protest, he brought down his open palm hard on her wet backside.

"Ah!" Chelsea cried out, barely managing to take a breath before Martin slapped her rear again.

"You’re a naughty girl, aren't you?" Martin asked, in a growl. "Tell me what a naughty, slutty, baby girl you are."

"I, I am a naughty girl daddy," Chelsea replied breathlessly, head spinning with lust. "I'm a litte -ow!-, slut, I’m your slutty baby girl, Daddy."

Martin huffed, swatting her rump again and again, leaving it a bright stinging pink. Chelsea groaned, somehow feeling the slit between her legs getting wetter and wetter again.

"Oh God," Chelsea moaned, sticking her bottom up shamelessly.

"You want daddy's cock, don't you?" Her daddy asked breathless himself. "You want daddy's big cock inside that slutty hole of yours, don't you?"

Chelsea just nodded helplessly, shuffling her legs apart. Before she knew it, Martin was on her she could feel his fat, hard, angry cock poking against her dripping entrance - and then with a single thrust he entered her.

She groaned, shoving back against him, the lust and passion of their coupling more than either of them could bear. He worked quickly, strong hands grasping her hips and pistoning his cock hard in and out of her, her sweet cooze tight and wet, massaging his cock as he plunged it back and forth, filling the stall with wet noises.

“That’s my dirty little diaper slut, you need Daddy’s cum, don’t you, you shameless whore,” he grunted between thrusts, and Chelsea could only nod dimly, gasping and moaning as she was pounded so thoroughly, bent over a bathroom sink, her mind unable to think about anything except being fucked and used.

“Oh god, yes, baby girl your hole feels so good, you were made to be used like this, mmm, god I’m going to fill you up, you little slut!”

The walls seemed to shake as Daddy’s thrusts went full throttle, pounding, reaming, using his little girl with masculine force that almost hurt as much as it felt amazing. With animalistic grunts and snarls he fucked Chelsea into a helpless, submissive puddle of girl, his balls tight and full, smacking against her with each thrust in, his own pleasure rising and rising…

“Fuck!!! YES! Take my load, baby girl!”

Chelsea’s eyes rolled back in her head from pleasure as she felt him slam home, his cock, throbbing inside her as he came, hard, blasting spunk deep into her and filling her with his seed. She trembled, climaxing with him, her cunny spasming and milking him, pulling his warm jizz deeper and deeper inside as he finished in his babyslut’s hole.

His thrusts slowed gradually, becoming languid and dream-like. His cock was like a plunger, working spunk back and forth inside her, and her toes curled to feel it. She sighed happily, totally contented with the feeling of cum deep inside, her Daddy’s cock behind it, and his strong hands, holding her hips.

“Ohhh, God, I needed that so badly, you little tease,” he said softly as he slid himself out, some ooze dripping down Chelsea’s leg.

“Mmmm, me too, thank you, so much,” she murmured in response, standing up, kicking the diaper aside.

“Let’s get you in a new diaper and back to the car. I’m worn out.”

“Me too,” Chelsea said, with a wobbly smile.

But she secretly hoped she would be worn out again soon.

End

OEBPS/image_8.jpg





page-map.xml
 
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   
   




