

Preview: 


“It looks like you’re still wet, princess,” Martin muttered, sliding a finger between her slick folds. 

“Uh huh,” Chelsea responded, trembling, the electricity in the air tingling all around them. 

“Hmm.. now, a good little girl would want me to clean her up with wipes…” 

“What about a naughty little girl, Daddy?” Chelsea said, sounding genuinely innocent in a way that sent shockwaves straight to Martin’s hard cock. 

“She’d get what naughty little girl’s want…” 

Martin licked his lips teasingly, looking down between Chelsea’s thighs. 

“So tell me, are you a good little girl, or a naughty one?” he asked, awaiting the answer with bated breath. 

“I’m a naughty little girl, Daddy,” Chelsea whispered... 

**** 

Daddy’s Diapered Babyslut #3 


Martin held Chelsea’s soft hand in his big, strong one, the same big diaper bag slung over his shoulder as always. 

Chelsea kept her head low, a bashful smile on her face as he bought their tickets, walking through the entrance to the zoo. Chelsea’s outfit today was slightly more modest, a little girl dress with puffy sleeves and Mary Jane shoes with frilly white socks. Today her skirt was long enough there was no chance of accidentally exposing the thick, baby-patterned diaper she wore underneath it… 

Of course, she was pretty sure it would end up exposed at some point, accident or no. Daddy loved to make her blush, and one of the best ways to make her blush was to reveal her sodden, padded state to anybody who was nearby. 

In most of her life, Chelsea was shy and quiet. But holding her Daddy’s hand, she hopped around, looking at the signs, the balloons, the gift shop… an enormous grin on her face. She was so lucky to have a Daddy who helped her come out of her shell, and have the confidence to do things like this - walk around a public zoo in a poofy babyish diaper, crinkling audibly with every step. 

Of course, just because he made her feel more confident, didn’t mean Chelsea suddenly had no shame… In fact, Martin could make her very, very embarrassed sometimes. But that was so exciting in its own way, thrilling, seeing how far she could be pushed before she said it was too far - if he ever managed to push her ‘too far’, that is. 

Chelsea was barely 20 feet down the path to the monkey enclosure before her Daddy started pushing those embarrassing buttons again. Out of nowhere, she felt the back of her skirt being lifted, gasping as she realized her rump was exposed to whoever was behind her. With a frantic glance backwards she realized with some mild relief it was just her Daddy, but still, her heart thumped with the potential thrill of being caught. 

“Daddy, stop!” she hissed, taking a step forwards, but barely moving, Daddy’s hand still holding the hem of her skirt aloft. 

“Don’t fuss, babygirl,” he ordered, slipping a finger into her legcuff for a very public diaper check. 

Chelsea’s eyes were tightly shut, and you could have toasted a marshmallow on her face, as Martin ran his finger along the inside of her dry padding, then pulled back the upper waistband, making a show of checking her very thoroughly. 

“Da-ddyyy,” she whined, despite the warning. 


She was barely aware of what was happening before she felt Martin’s hand clapped over her face, pushing a pacifier into her mouth. Her eyes flew open in a look of comical shock as she suckled despite herself, a free hand tugging part of her hair forward, trying to hide her face from the side. 

“I told you no fussing, baby,” Daddy chided, as he finished her check, finally letting her skirt drop. “Little girls who whine and fuss get pacified.” 

Chelsea pouted around the pacifier, but nodded, reaching for her Daddy’s hand as he walked to the other side of her again. 

“We need to find a restroom,” he said, looking around for a sign. “This way, princess.” 

“What? But Daddy,” Chelsea said, flustered. “You just checked me, and I’m dry, and I’m already wearing a diaper…” 

Her Daddy raised an eyebrow, but looked amused, as if he was in on a joke that Chelsea wasn’t… yet. 

“Don’t argue with Daddy, babygirl. We need to get you to a restroom because I said so, okay? That’s all a little diaper butt like you needs to know, that Daddy says so.” 

Chelsea tried not to blush too much as she nodded quickly, letting Martin lead her through the park to the restrooms. 

It was a weekday, so there weren’t many people out,  which was reassuring, but as they approached the main plaza there were several couples and parents with young children. Chelsea’s heart pounded as she followed her Daddy obediently to wherever he wanted to take her, keeping her head down as much as possible, hoping her hair hid her face. 

Walking past a crowd of excited tourists, she felt her heart race wildly, imagining they could every crinkly step she took, could tell she was pacified and owned by the strong man beside her. She silently prayed they’d reach the bathroom soon, swallowing gently as her Daddy led her towards the family restroom sign… 

Once inside, Martin instructed her to put her hands on the wall and spread her legs. 

Less shy now she was out of the public eye, Chelsea giggled. 

“Are you gonna frisk me, Daddy?” she asked, batting her eyelashes. 

“Mmm… something like that,” Martin rumbled, smirking. “Turn around and face the wall… Do not look behind you until I tell you, okay?” 

“Okay,” she replied, suckling her binky softly. 

Her whole body thrummed with a tense excitement as she waited to see what Martin would do. His hands gripped the sides of her diaper, and began to gently tug it downwards. 

Chelsea couldn’t conceal a mild ‘eep!’ as Martin pulled her diaper down to her thighs, exposing her pert bottom, but she managed to keep facing forwards. 

When she felt him pulling apart her rumpcheeks and something gently pressing at her puckered hole, though, she looked around quickly in alarm, suckling frantically. 

“Daddy, wha-” 

*WHAP!* 

Martin’s hand came down hard on her backside, and she squeaked in pain, whipping her head back to look at the wall again, adrenaline coursing through her body as she trembled, head-spinning. 

“I told you not to look,” Daddy said, matter-of-factly, and Chelsea nodded, swallowing. 

“Yes Daddy. Sorry Daddy,” she muttered, face bright red. 


Again she felt her bottom being spread, and that same strange sensation of something thin pressing between them. It pressed firmly at her tight rosebud, until it slipped up inside her bottom, quickly disappearing into her tight backside. 

“Ah!” Chelsea gasped, as she felt cool, slimy fluid being squirted up inside her tight hole, filling her passage suddenly. 

She squirmed as Daddy pressed the plunger further and further down, until the syringe of lubricant was completely empty. Chelsea gulped - was he going to fuck her ass, right then and there? He didn’t take her there very often, and it was far from her favourite place… but she was always his good, obedient, submissive little girl... And having Daddy’s cock inside her anywhere was better than nowhere. 

With a wanton moan, she pushed her rump back, eagerly, inviting Martin to slide his cock inside her, as deep and hard as he wanted. 

She received another stinging slap on her backside for her efforts, and yelped, shooting forwards. 

“Ow!” 

“Well, that’s for being a naughty little slut, princess,” Martin said, chuckling, as he waited for Chelsea to retake her position. 

“You like me being a naughty slut, Daddy,” Chelsea replied, pouting as she spread her legs again. “I’m your naughty slut.” 

“Mmm, yes you are,” Martin purred. “But I know you love being spanked and told you’re a slutty girl, don’t you?” 

Chelsea was forced to nod, smiling sheepishly behind the pacifier. 

“Yes Daddy,” she murmured. 

With a smile, Martin, quickly went back to his work. Chelsea groaned again as she felt something else, slightly thicker and rounder, pressing against her entrance. As it was pushed deeper by Daddy’s fingers, she could tell it was roughly bullet or pill shaped. It felt so strange and naughty being penetrated down there, even by Martin’s hand, and she whimpered as she felt his thick finger pull slowly out of her well-lubed rectum, only to be replaced by a second object, pushing deep into her again. 

“Nggh, Daddy, what is that?” she moaned, fighting against her body’s instincts to try and push the foreign objects out of her. 

With a second one inside her, she felt them squeezed against each other, uncomfortably lodged up where nothing ever belonged… 

“They’re suppositories,” Martin said, with a smirk, as he pulled her diaper back up, patting her padded bottom fondly. 

Chelsea whimpered, but didn’t turn away from the wall until Martin turned her, pulling the pacifier out so she could speak freely. Her bottom felt uncomfortably full, and she tugged at her dress self-consciously. Would Martin really do this? Make her mess her diaper here? 

“Daddy…” Chelsea began, swallowing, heart in her throat. Her mind raced frantically - she had to convinced Martin this was too far, to let her empty her bowels in the restroom instead. 

“Daddy,” she repeated, quickly. “If I… um, poop, then everybody will have to smell it… It’s, it’s not fair to other people…” 

Martin chuckled gently. 

“Nice try, babygirl. This is a zoo, remember? There are already a lot of stinky smells here,” he smirked. “Besides, I know you’re just trying to wiggle out of it because you’re embarrassed.” 

Chelsea huffed, refusing to meet Martin’s eye. 

“But, I-” 

“No arguing, princess. I know you’d say something else if you really meant it.” 


Chelsea bit her lip, seriously considering safewording, even while she felt the suppositories melting inside her. This was further than they’d ever gone before in public, and it was so wrong and naughty… but it was also so, so exciting. Her slit felt like it was already sopping wet, just imagining how humiliated she’d be, loading her pampers in front of everybody watching, whimpering and grunting like an un-potty-trained toddler. 

“...Uh huh,” she finally agreed, pouting shyly. 

Again she’d been forced to admit she wanted this. Again she felt the flutters of love and lust in her chest at having a Daddy who’d take her out in public and play such kinky games with her, playing with her mind and emotions so expertly, always pushing her further and further - and all in a way that she adored, making her head spin and her pussy throb. 

Once they were outside, Chelsea found herself more self-conscious than ever. She waddled slowly along, buttocks clenched, trying to keep the mass of half-liquidized glycerine inside, whimpering softly to herself. 

At the monkey cage, she tried to giggle and be distracted by the antics of the animals, but it was hard to ignore the pressure slowly growing in her bowels, occasional ominous rumblings accompanying growing pressure that reminded her with every step of her need to use the bathroom - and the thick, rustling padding that reminded Chelsea that she wouldn’t be stepping into one any time soon. 

Daddy seemed oblivious to her discomfort, although Chelsea could swear she saw him smirking a few times at inappropriate moments. He led her by the hand, talking about the different animals they saw as they journeyed around the zoo, ignoring how she had started to sweat and shiver. 

Chelsea was fighting waves off pressure off every so often now, gritting her teeth and groaning as quietly as possible. They were near the giraffe enclosure, and she grabbed the rail, knuckles white as she gripped it, clenching her backside tightly closed to try and prevent from loading her pampers right there. 


“You okay, princess?” Martin asked, trying to hide his smirk. 

“Nggh… guh.. Uh… huh,” she gasped, swallowing and wrenching her head upwards, looking at the giraffes as her stomach rumbled audibly. 

Her face was bright red, not just from embarrassment but also from the sheer strain of keeping her mess inside, her body pushing, harder and harder, more insistently, letting her know she was fighting a losing battle. As Daddy led her away, she walked stiff-legged, doubling over and gripping her stomach every few seconds in discomfort, feeling the pulsing pressure growing inside her, knowing she needed to go, and soon. 

“I… I gotta...ngghh…” 

Martin waited, watching her struggle with a grin of anticipation. It was so hot watching her fight, both of them knowing she’d eventually have to give in to her body’s demands, struggling so hard to keep up the pretense of being an adult who used the bathroom. But he would have her as his helplessly messy baby girl, whimpering as she filled her diapers uncontrollably in the middle of the zoo. 

Chelsea led him unsteadily down to the hippo enclosure, sweating, barely focusing on where she was going, just trying to find the area of the zoo with the least people, because she knew soon she wouldn’t have a choice about where she emptied her bowels… 

“Ghh… D… Daddy!” she moaned, defeatedly. 

“It’s okay babygirl, I’m here,” he cooed soothingly, pulling her into a hug, strong arms pinning hers to her side. 

She trembled all over, fighting the pressure again, but trapped and knowing time was running out. Submitting, Chelsea swallowed and bent her knees slightly, blushing more brightly than ever as she relaxed, letting her body empty itself. 


“Ngggh!” she gasped, tears in her eyes as she pushed, filling her diapers thoroughly. 

Daddy ran his hand over the back of her plastic diaper, and she sobbed softly as she continued to mess herself uncontrollably, knowing he could feel the padding bulging outwards slightly as she loaded her pampers. The scent of poop and baby powder filled the air immediately around her, and she groaned as she pushed one last time, finally feeling her rear emptying completely into her diaper, fists clenched with the strain. 

“Mmm, that’s a good girl, good girl,” Martin murmured, his cock hard and eager now, holding his princess close as she stood, sniffling, saggy pampers now full. 

Chelsea said nothing, but whimpered as she took an experimental step, feeling her mush butt wobbling slightly with its own weight as Martin walked her down the path. She couldn’t believe she’d just messed herself in public. Shame, and lust, burned on her face in equal measure, and she looked around worriedly to see if anybody had been watching, her pulse frantic at how uncontrollable it had been, how she genuinely hadn’t been able to keep herself from soiling her diaper like a little toddler. 

“Such a tiny baby,” her Daddy said, grinning, as if reading her mind. “Too little to even control her bowels… You’re obviously not ready for potty-training, are you?” 

Chelsea flushed, shaking her head hard. She didn’t feel ready for potty-training… she felt like the shamefully diapered toddler she was, holding Daddy’s hand as he waddled her towards the changing room. 

“Okay, princess, I’m not sure where the restroom is in this part of the park, so you’d better go ask.” 

Martin had pushed Chelsea in the general direction of a zoo-worker, and she whimpered, looking back uncertainly. 

“Go on, now,” he said, giving her a firm pat on the mushy butt, that made her eep and jolt forwards. 

By now the worker had noticed her, and was walking over with a smile on his face, clearly expecting a question. 

“Um,” she said, in a small voice. “D, do you know where the restroom is?” 

The worker opened his mouth to respond with a cheery smile on his lips - and then visibly jerked backwards, nostrils flaring at a ripe scent that seemed to hover all around the woman he was talking to. He sniffed the air a few times, frowning, while Chelsea looked at the floor more intently than ever, face burning, wishing the ground would swallow her up. 

“Um, sure,” he said, after a few moments. “They’re just up here… But, uh, if you want the special needs one, it’s on the far left when you reach them. Good luck.” 

“Th-thank you,” Chelsea mumbled, being quickly led off in that direction by her Daddy. 

She lost count of how many pairs of eyes she swore she felt staring at her backside, at how many people seemed to mutter, gasp, or wrinkle their noses as she waddled awkwardly past them. Her relief was unimaginable, heart pulsing furiously as they finally reached the ‘special needs’ restroom, all-too-eager to clamber onto the large changing table to be changed. 

Chelsea sighed with relief as her Daddy undid the sides of her full diaper, using the front of it to clean away the worst of the mess. She lifted her butt gratefully as he started to wipe her, frowning at the smell of her own mess that filled the small room. 

“Gross,” she said, softly, childishly. 


“It came outta you,” Martin said, with a chuckle, wiping her as quickly and thoroughly as possible. 

At last she was wiped clean, and the dirty diaper was rolled up and tossed in the trash can. Chelsea had a little giggle at the thought of some restroom attendant finding her messy diaper, covered in purple moons and stars, but clearly adult-sized. What would they think…? 

Sliding a fresh diaper under his baby’s bottom, Martin tenderly wiped once more, cleaning any trace of mess of of her completely. He paused, grabbing a fresh wipe, cleaning between her folds gently, smirking. 

“Nghh… Daddddy…” Chelsea whimpered, pushing her hips slightly against his teasing fingers as they brushed over her stiffened nub. 

“Naughty girl,” murmured Martin, allowing his fingertips to linger a moment longer… before he pulled the front of the diaper up, taping it tightly. 

Chelsea whined, but didn’t protest further, allowing herself to be sat up, wriggling about in her new padding. 

“Faaaaank you, Daddy,” she said, with a giggle. 

Now changed into a fresh diaper, Chelsea found moving around much easier, and when her Daddy suggested they take a break from looking animals to go to the small playground beside the gift store, she found herself agreeing. 

It would be embarrassing to use the playground designed for little toddlers, in full view of anyone who was watching, but compared to her recent experience this was nothing, and Chelsea found herself easily clambering onto the swing with barely a care in the world. 

She sat on the swing giggling as Daddy pushed her, ignoring the stares and chatters of a couple of nearby mothers, who pushed their prams back and forth to try and get their babies to sleep. 

Chelsea's legs kicked in the air without her even thinking about it, sending her skirt flapping in the breeze. It wasn't until the third shocked gasp from a passerby that she realised she was showing off her diaper, completely by accident. She balled up a fist between her legs, pushing her skirt firmly down and blushing furiously. 

After she got tired of swinging, Chelsea explored the enormous ship-shaped climbing frame, barely noticing how her damp diaper was showed off to people watching below as she climbed the rigging. This time, when she did realize, she just blushed and shrugged, grinning, enjoying the mild exposure and humiliation of someone potentially getting a glimpse up her skirt.
  

The ship had several ‘port holes’ on the side that were lined with small plastic, and looked as if they were designed to allow children of different ages to crawl through into the ‘ship’ itself, rather than using the largest opening at the front - the ‘door’. 

“Quick, princess, see if you can crawl through here,” Martin said, with a grin, pointing at the largest one. 

Chelsea found herself eagerly scampering towards the porthole, her slender upper body easily wriggling right through. Once she got it over her waist, she started to worry slightly, feeling the smooth plastic ring digging into her sides. As she wriggled forwards a few inches she realised with horror that she was completely stuck, her padded hips trapping her helplessly. 

"Daddy!" She cried, for a moment forgetting herself and panicking. 

She could hear Martin laughing behind her, as her legs kicked frantically, wedged inside the climbing frame, seemingly unable to get herself out. She wriggled this way and that way, her rump shaking in the air, thick padding clearly on display to all and sundry. 

She whimpered, embarrassed as she heard the click of Martin's camera phone. At last, she felt a strong hand on her hips, gently tugging her backwards. 

It took quite some time to pull her out of the climbing frame. Chelsea was beginning to panic towards the end, afraid that if she didn’t get out soon, they'd have to call the staff. How embarrassing! But finally her Daddy succeeded and pulled her out, grinning as he showed her a picture of her stuck, legs kicking, bottom sticking out like Pooh bear trapped in Rabbit’s front door. 

They returned to looking around the zoo, Chelsea eager to check out the big cats. As her Daddy led her around by the hand, she let her bladder empty gradually. 

She was diapered so often now, that she barely even thought about it. The made her blush, realising how adapted she was becoming to them, how dependent on them – and on her loving, dominant daddy, who put her in them. 

Enjoying herself, Chelsea made a show of growling at the lions, giggling when Martin growled too. She made little chirpy noises at the bright colourful birds. She giggled happily, as her daddy lifted her up to better see the animals. 

A few times, Chelsea realised her upper thighs felt chillier than usual, and turned round, aghast to find that Daddy had lifted her skirt, showing off her diaper to the mercifully mostly-empty zoo. 

She blushed and pouted at that, tugging her skirt back down, but after a few seconds, both her and Martin were chuckling over it. 

After a couple more hours, both of them had tired feet from walking around the large zoo, and Martin mentioned he could hear Chelsea's tummy rumbling. 

"Are you hungry, baby girl?" Her daddy asked, smiling. 

"Uh huh," Chelsea replied, nodding her head gently. 

"Let's go get you some food them," Martin said, still smiling. 


Chelsea found her face turning pink once again, but said nothing, when she noticed her Daddy walking over with a booster seat, clearly designed for a much younger child. He set the seat down, as she obediently climbed up, waiting there for him while he went got their food from the counter. 

Chelsea tried to look at the table, trying very hard not to think about the people staring at her – she wasn't sure if that was because it was embarrassing, and humiliating… Or because it was incredibly exciting, so much so she wasn't sure she’d be able to eat her food if she was thinking about it. 

Finally her Daddy returned. While he had a plate of warm food, what he’d gotten for her was clearly a children's meal, cold, and in a little box. Martin opened it, peering inside and frowning in apparent disapproval. 

"This won't do at all," he said. "They haven't cut your sandwiches up. Little baby like you could choke." 

Chelsea pouted gently, but kept quiet as she watched Daddy use his knife to carefully cut up the sandwiches into little pieces. He then did the same with the grapes that came with the lunch, cutting them one by one into quarters. 

She picked up the tiny piece of sandwich and began eating, her face bright pink. 

She didn't think she could be embarrassed any further, when she saw Martin pick up the carton of juice, and then pull out her pink baby bottle. She gasped, seeing it, and realising what he intended – but unable to do anything about it. 

Face red with shame, she looked out the floor, part of her aching with humiliation, another part of her marvelling at the ingenuity of her Daddy, who knew just how to humiliate her, embarrass her, push her buttons in public. 

With a trembling hand, she took the full bottle of juice, trying to sip from a subtly as possible in between bites of sandwich and grape. He had such a way of making her feel small, owned, protected and dominated. Her heart fluttered every time she thought of it, although now it pounded like a bass drum. 


When she was finally finished eating a sandwich and most of her juice was gone, Daddy grabbed the little pot of strawberry yogurt out of the box, holding the spoon aloft as he loaded it with the white cream. 

"You'll want a mouthful of this, princess," Daddy said with a smirk, grinning as he pushed it into her parted lips. 

Blushing, Chelsea opened willingly, allowing herself to be spoon fed in public. Her face burned harder, but god, what a turn on. She found her hips rocking in her seat as she ate mouthful after mouthful, trying to grind on her dampened padding as she thought about what a naughty, helpless baby girl she was... 

She smacked her sticky lips together, giving her Daddy the same enticing bedroom eyes she would give for a mouth full of something else, Martin’s cock throbbing in response. At one point, he missed her mouth, smearing some on her cheek, and then scraping it back into her mouth, tutting. 

“What a messy baby,” he murmured, grinning. 

At last, Chelsea was finished, her Daddy cleaning her sticky face with a napkin carefully and lovingly. She felt the warmth between her legs grow as he tended to her so well, knowing he loved all parts of her. 

The afternoon wore on, with both of them admiring the animals, taking occasional snapshots of interesting creatures, a few ‘couple’ pics in front of signs or especially interesting exhibits. For now they were just a normal couple, enjoying a day out, Martin’s dominance and ownership of his wet babygirl all but forgotten - apart from, of course, when he patted her rump every so often, making it loudly crinkle. 

As she wandered about, Chelsea felt her diaper growing fuller and fuller once more, wet and soggy between her legs, the fullness making her thighs spread slightly in a way that made her smile embarrassedly. 


Once in a while, when nobody was looking, Martin would reach under her dress in a shocking manner, squeezing the mass of sodden padding between her legs, and then smirking as he withdrew his hand. Chelsea eeped and flushed every time he did this, instinctively parting her legs to let him do what he wanted. 

Still, no matter how soggy she got, Martin never told her he was going to change her - and Chelsea knew better than to complain or ask for a change. Full of tense excitement, she wondered if she was going to be left in the diaper all day, leaking… She whimpered a little, imagining the rash… he wouldn’t be that cruel, would he? 

“Looks like the zoo is closing in about 40 minutes,” her Daddy remarked as he looked at a signboard with show times on. “Is there anything you’d like to see before we leave, princess?” 

“Yes, Daddy,” Chelsea replied, brightly. “I wanna go see the tigers again.” 

Martin smiled, turning to lead her down the path, but Chelsea hung back, biting her lip. 

“Um. Could I maybe get a change first, please, Daddy?” she asked, as meekly as possible. 

“You know little babies don’t get to decide when they’re changed,” Daddy replied, in that tone of voice that made her melt. “I’m going to change you after we go see the tigers, okay.” 

“Okay,” Chelsea said, blushing. 

As she walked to the tiger enclosure she tried not to wet any more, feeling her soaked diaper sagging lower and lower, afraid if she peed more she’d start to really leak. She could feel moistness around the legcuffs already, and knew she was on the verge of over-filling it completely. 

“Here we are, sweetie,” Martin rumbled, as they reached the striped big cats. 

For a moment, Chelsea’s worries about her diaper were forgotten. She watched them closely, gasping, telling Daddy about which one her favorite was, reading the information cards posted on the walls with a chirpy voice. 

When Daddy asked her to pose for a few pictures in front of the enclosure, she giggled, nodding and agreeing, striking pose after silly pose, waiting for her Daddy’s phone to focus so he could take a good shot of her with the tigers. Once he was done, she rushed back over, looking at his phone eagerly to see the pictures of her, giggling at the sillier ones. 

“Now, princess, there’s just one thing left to do before we can get you changed…” 

Chelsea swallowed, sure that whatever he asked her to do, she would at once love it and hate it. 

“I need you to pose in front of the tiger cage, with your skirt lifted up. Show off that soggy, saggy diaper for everybody to see.” 

Chelsea whined, pouting, having been afraid it would be something like that. 

“But Daddy,” she began to protest, stopping at just a look from him. 

“Shush, babygirl,” Martin said, firmly. “Do it, or no changes - and you can sit in your puddles on the way home.” 

Flustered, Chelsea tried desperately to work out an argument to wriggle out of the task, but came up with nothing, her brain overloaded with sexy humiliation and her princess parts completely in control. 

With trained obedience, she walked shakily back over to the tiger cage, hesitating as she bunched up her skirt... And then lifting it, trembling, showing off her soaked diaper to anybody who happened to look in that direction. 

Her eyes darted around frantically, waiting, terrified of somebody coming around the corner, hands shaking as she waited for Daddy to get the focus again… 

He seemed to be taking his sweet time about it, humming and hawwing as he changed settings, grinning as Chelsea squirmed, cool air on her upper thighs a contrast with the warm wetness of her padding. Finally, he seemed to decide he’d gotten it right. 

“Smile, baby girl, you look too worried!” 

Uncertainly, Chelsea forced an awkward smile that she was sure was humiliating in the very unsexy way, but a few seconds later she heard the shutter noise… and then again… and finally one last time, before Daddy put his phone away, smirking. 

“All done, princess, you can put your dress down, sweetie,” he chuckled, offering his hand. “I didn’t know you loved showing your soaked pampers off to everybody so much!” 

Chelsea grumbled a little at that, but she couldn’t keep a smile off her face as her Daddy hugged her softly, leading her down the path to the restroom once more. 

The soaked diaper was soon untaped, and Martin carefully wiped her clean, wriggling a finger between her folds to make sure she was ‘extra clean’. She moaned a little at that, expecting it to come to nothing, obediently lifting her bottom for the fresh diaper. 

When it was slid under her, she could feel her Daddy’s eyes between her legs, staring at her bare slit in a way that made it glisten even more urgently. 

“It looks like you’re still wet, princess,” Martin muttered, sliding a finger between her slick folds. 

“Uh huh,” Chelsea responded, trembling, the electricity in the air tingling all around them. 


“Hmm.. now, a good little girl would want me to clean her up with wipes…” 

“What about a naughty little girl, Daddy?” Chelsea said, sounding genuinely innocent in a way that sent shockwaves straight to Martin’s hard cock. 

“She’d get what naughty little girl’s want…” 

Martin licked his lips teasingly, looking down between Chelsea’s thighs. 

“So tell me, are you a good little girl, or a naughty one?” he asked, awaiting the answer with bated breath. 

“I’m a naughty little girl, Daddy,” Chelsea whispered. 

“Mmmm, yes you are,” Martin growled, grabbing her thighs and yanking her down towards his face. 

She squealed as she felt his tongue between her folds, a full-on assault that made her jerk and thrash from sheer pleasure. Daddy’s lips sucked and kissed her most intimate areas, while his tongue lapped, slurped eagerly, making pussy-eating a true calling, teasing and pleasuring her while she bucked and humped against his face. 

“Tell me what a naughty girl you are,” he murmured breathlessly before he dove back in, his tongue working magic around and between her folds, her sensitive nub swiped again and again by his questing tongue. 

“Ohhh! Daddy! I’m such a n-naughty little girl! I’m a dirty slut, Daddy! I wanna come so h-hard from Daddy licking my pussy!” Chelsea moaned out loudly, not caring who might be around to hear. 

“Please Daddy, make me cum, make your naughty, slutty little girl cum from her Daddy’s tongue eating her out while she’s having her diaper changed!” 

Chelsea’s filthy words fueled her fantasy, and more than that, they fueled Martin’s eager oral ministrations. He used his strong hands to heave her upwards, spreading her legs as he lapped desperately, like a man dying of thirst, at her dripping slit, her whole body rocking and bucking as she grunted and whined, working herself towards the climax she knew was coming, the sticky finish she knew any second was going to leave her a shaking, moaning wreck… 

“Fuck me with your tongue, Daddy!” she cried out, as she moaned loudly, her body suddenly wracked with wonderful, pleasurable spasms. 

She howled with the sheer pleasure of it as her orgasm hit her, pummeling her, even as Daddy licked and suckled like a madman, possessed by love and lust, feeling her tense rhythmically around his tongue, her clit throbbing in the same pattern against his lips. She arched her back hard against him, thrashing her head as she came, impossibly hard, laying in the restroom of a public zoo. 

Time passed, somehow, and suddenly the orgasm was ebbing away, ending slowly, Chelsea collapsing with a shuddering gasp. She didn’t even notice as her Daddy did the diaper up, her bones feeling like limp jelly as he maneuvered her. 

Suddenly he kissed her, and she moaned softly, sliding her tongue along his lips, tasting her own juices there. 

She tried to keep her breathing even as her Daddy led her out into the gift shop, promising she could pick one thing, since she’d been such a good girl. 

“Don’t you mean ‘such a naughty girl’, Daddy?” Chelsea asked, with a smirk. 

“That’s exactly what I mean, princess,” he replied, chuckling. “Exactly what I mean.” 

End. 


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

Click Here! 

Other Books by Amelia Hobbes: 

	'Daddy's Diapered Babyslut #1' - See how it all began! M/f public ABDL story - Daddy takes his little girl out in thick diapers and a short skirt, and their mutual teasing leads to her giving him oral sex in an alley, forbidden to touch herself through her diapers. 


	'Daddy's Diapered Babyslut Bundle #1' - all 3 of the currently released books in the 'Daddy's Diapered Babyslut' series, a filthy M/f ABDL story heavy on public ABDL play and extreme exhibitionism.
  
	'My Wife is my New MOMMY? pt 3' - third book in the series - in the most extreme book in this series yet, Joshua is taken to see his wife's female relatives... in a giant stroller! Humiliation and public ABDL kinkiness abound in this embarrassing story! 
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