

Preview:

'Just a little longer', and Chelsea would mess her obviously-exposed diaper in front of everybody... just as Martin intended. With a moan that was a mixture of arousal and distress, Chelsea grit her teeth, pushing herself up...


She got about halfway before cramps hit, and she gasped, reaching down, clutching her stomach desperately. Frozen in a half squat, Chelsea's eyes flew open wide, and she trembled all over. There was nothing she could do to hold it back now - she was stuck here, like watching a trainwreck in slow motion, unable to make any difference.


"Are you alr-" Liam started, but Chelsea interrupted him with a loud groan.


Her knees locked in place, Chelsea cringed as she felt her muscles pushing out the mess noisily into her diaper. Eyes brimming with tears of embarrassment, her face bright red as she grunted and loaded her already full, soggy diaper with uncontrollable mess. 

***
 

Daddy’s Diapered Babyslut, vol 4

Once again, Martin and Chelsea were playing out a kinky scene of public ABDL exhibitionism, this time at a local gym. Today Martin clutched Chelsea's hand as he signed her up for a spin class, the flush-faced woman glancing behind her over and over to see if anybody was watching her.


She was dressed in athletic attire, a long pink tanktop with a neon pink bear on the front and stretchy light blue shorts. On her feet she had white and pink sneakers, sparkling lights in the heels that flashed every time she jumped or stomped her feet.


Chelsea's outfit was normal, if a little childish... But it was covering a thick white diaper that rustled with Chelsea's every movement.


It was hard to tell if she was being paranoid or not, but Chelsea swore the lines of the diaper were obvious through the thin material clinging to her bulky backside. Even as the man at the front desk loudly tapped away at his mechanical keyboard, she could still hear her diaper's rustling underneath her clothes.


A couple of young women joined the line behind them, and Chelsea's ears flushed bright red, hearing them muttering and giggling behind her. She tried to glance back surreptitiously at the two of them, but caught the taller one's eye, making her squeak and turn back around.


Cringing, Chelsea huddled closer to her Daddy, clinging to his arm. Her padded bottom stuck out as she curled her upper body towards him, and Chelsea whimpered softly as she heard more giggles and snorts from behind her. It could have just been her imagination, but Chelsea swore she heard the word 'diaper'...


"That's all done, sir," the desk clerk said, smiling cheerfully. "Here's your wristband..."


Martin gently grabbed Chelsea's hand and carefully guided it towards the man. Chelsea smiled shyly, reluctant but enjoying being treated like a child as the vivid blue wristband was wound around her wrist, and carefully stuck into place. 


Finally done with the front desk, Martin and Chelsea moved away, Martin putting his arm around Chelsea and guiding her away. It was another subtle show of dominance that made Chelsea's knees weak, especially when combined with her embarrassing outfit.


Martin led Chelsea a short distance away and leaned down as he put one hand on her shoulder. It made Chelsea feel small, butterflies fluttering in her stomach as she looked up at him dutifully.


"Babygirl, I'm going to go use some of the resistance machines," Martin said, smirking at Chelsea's humiliated expression. "So you go off and enjoy your lesson, okay?"


"O-okay..."Chelsea mumbled in embarrassment, looking back at the women - glad they were occupied with talking to the clerk now themselves. 


"Okay, what?"


Chelsea cringed, but felt the tingling feeling between her thighs growing. How could a man be so cruel and so kind at once?


"...Okay, Daddy," she eventually mumbled, looking down at her feet, hoping her voice was loud enough to be acceptable but not loud enough to be heard by anybody else.


"Good baby," Daddy muttered, giving her shoulder a squeeze as he stood up. "I'll see you later. Come find me in the weightlifting area after your lesson... And make sure to drink your water!"


Chelsea turned to leave, jumping and squeaking loudly as Martin slapped her departing, crinkly backside. She gave him an embarrassed pout, trying to ignore the laughter of the woman who'd seen it, and scurried away before Daddy could embarrass her further.
  

***

"Alright, hello everybody!" 


Chelsea had cautiously pushed open the class door to her spin class, but it sounded like it was already starting. Every face in the room turned to stare at her as she stood awkwardly in the doorway, clutching her water bottle in one hand, and a small towel in the other.


"Oh, come on in!" the cheerful female instructor said, beckoning Chelsea forward. "You're just in time!"


Chelsea felt even more on display than she already did as she waddled slowly into the room. She saw the instructor's face briefly change to one of shock, before she replaced with a casual smile, unable to stop glancing down at Chelsea's padded crotch. Chelsea blushed harder.


"Umm..." she mumbled as she looked around at the bikes. All of the ones near the back were taken - which meant she'd need to use one with people behind her, possibly showing off her diaper's back waistband.


"Just... just take any bike!" the instructor urged, her own face lightly flushed as she attempted to keep some semblance of normalcy. "Look, there's one right there that's open!"


On the one hand, the bike was far enough back that Chelsea felt she'd be able to hide slightly and avoid the brunt of the instructor's scrutiny... But she'd have to walk down the aisle past half a dozen other attendees to get there...


With an embarrassed smile, Chelsea began to delicately pick her way towards her bike, rustling loudly as she moved and very aware of the bulky padding between her legs. She could feel heads turning to watch as she passed, although the man on the bike behind her gave her a sympathetic smile as she took her seat.


Even dry, the padding pressed up against her mound stimulated Chelsea's needy pussy lightly, her clit stiff even though it was neatly tucked between the petals of her womanhood. She tried not to show any outward signs of her arousal or humiliation as she carefully slid her full water bottle into the holder.


"Okay, then!" The instructor said in a loud voice, attracting attention back to her. "I'm Jane, and I'll be your teacher for this lesson. Spinning is a high impact cardio exercise that..."


The instructor's dull words drifted lazily in one of Chelsea's ears and out the other, but she nodded along as the woman continued, as did everybody else. She was distracted by the padding against her backside and between her legs, feeling the waistband against her upper back. 


The pleasurable pressure on her clit only increased as Jane told them to start pedaling. Every push downwards with her foot sent a shiver of arousal racing up her leg, between her thighs, and back down to the other side, before starting again on that foot. Chelsea bit back a whimpering moan of pleasure as she was teased in public through her diaper, already flushed and breathing heavily before anybody else. 


The squeaky noise of the bike drowned out some of the crinkling of her diaper, but not all of it. As they all worked up a sweat, Chelsea's red face looked less and less out of place, but she could still tell people were occasionally glancing at her to see what the source of the noise was.


Holding onto the handles with one hand, Chelsea clumsily reached for the bottle of water. At least that was a distraction from the embarrassment fuelling her almost-unwanted levels of arousal... She thirstily gulped down some of the water, although she'd already had a lot to drink earlier...


Without even realizing it, Chelsea had downed half of the entire bottle in just a matter of moments, her feet still moving the entire time. The crackly noise of the disposable plastic container was almost enough to cover up the noise of her diaper, so she didn't want to let it go... But she'd probably be thirsty again as the session went on... Reluctantly, she put it back in place.


"Come on! Let's go a little faster!" Jane said encouragingly, her own legs moving far more quickly. "80 rpm!"


Panting, Chelsea looked down at the tiny screen on her own bike. 60rpm... With a groan, she pushed herself harder, the creaking of the bike beneath her padded backside creating an audible symphony in time with the noises of her diaper...


Chelsea couldn't help grinding herself slightly against the padding inside, slickened slightly by her moistening cunny. The humiliation of being in public in such a thick diaper, face flushed with pleasure, embarrassment and exertion... Chelsea's soft moan was lost in the noises of effort around her, her lip bitten as she gyrated slightly against the diaper's lining.


"Okay! Let's slow down a bit! Go to 40rpm!" 


Chelsea obediently slowed her peddling, gasping to catch her breath and return it to a more reasonable pace. Her heart was thumping hard, and she felt in pulsing mostly between her legs, throbbing clit eager for a touch or rub. She knew it was dirty and wrong, but being in a public place just made Chelsea more and more aroused...


There was a pressure in her bladder she was growing more and more aware of, the swollen organ seeming to press right against her g-spot. Chelsea's pussy was quivering with stimulation, although she could tell the bladder situation would soon grow uncomfortable.


"Okay, for a few minutes we're gonna go all the way down to a very slow pace, just whatever's comfortable for you all!" Jane said happily, although she seemed to be barely breaking a sweat.


Glad for the break, Chelsea grabbed her water once more, wiping away the sweat from her brow with the towel. She chugged most of the water far more quickly than she would have liked, her already-full bladder complaining under the strain as it felt like the liquid was completely bypassing the rest of her and turning straight into pee.


Biting her lip, Chelsea debated with herself over emptying it into the crinkly diaper between her legs. She'd used her diaper in public plenty of times before, but it felt somehow dirtier when just the stimulation of the bike seat pressed against her through it was close to getting her off.


...Fuck it... Chelsea breathed out slowly through her nose as she focused on relaxing her bladder, momentarily stopping her pedaling to start the flow of urine. Once she felt the beginning of the warm, wet stream, heat spreading through her crotch and soaking into the padding, Chelsea resumed her movements, not wanting to draw attention to herself.


It felt so naughty to wet herself in the middle of spin class, feeling the padding growing slowly thicker, swollen with urine. It soon began to bulge out slightly around the bike seat, hot piss running down to the seat of the diaper. Chelsea was surprised by just how much she had inside her, feeling the wetness spreading and growing more and more.


Just as Chelsea was done, pussy tingling and body awash in relief, Jane told them to ramp back up the speed. Obediently, Chelsea did so, whimpering softly as she felt the wet mass of padding squishing firmly against her mound. 


As her legs shifted, Chelsea felt herself beginning to pant, the sodden cotton softness of the diaper even more stimulating now it was wet. Every time she pushed her foot downwards, pleasure pulsed through her lower body, teasing her again and again...


Soon she was unable to stop her body rocking slightly, the subtle motion covered by the noise of the bike and the spinning of her feet. Chelsea's whimpers and moans were similarly lost in the sea of similar noises around her, although only hers were of pleasure.


Chelsea was addicted to the naughtiness of her nearly-public DDLG lifestyle, living on the edges, whimpering and blushing as she was humiliatingly exposed by her Daddy. Today he'd outdone himself, and as Chelsea's breathing became strained and erratic, pleasure building quickly between her rapidly moistening folds.


"Mmmf... D-daddy," Chelsea squeaked under her breath, eyes closed as she rolled her hips against her sodden padding, hands gripping the handles of the bike tightly.


Oh God, she was so close. Chelsea panted desperately, her diaper rustling louder and louder as she gyrated more and more enthusiastically on the bike. She didn't even care she was in public, her thigh muscles tightening, clit throbbing as she approached her peak with a passionate fervor.


"Ah! Ngggh..." Chelsea exclaimed softly as her climax hit her, biting her lip hard to muffle herself as her body jerked and twitched through her orgasm.


The electric jolts of pleasure that pulsed through her pussy made her entrance clench rhythmically around itself, her g-spot jostled inside. Chelsea rode out the blissful feeling filling her, rolling up from between her legs, making her moan and whimper softly.


She tried to conceal her climax as much as possible, but the thrill of being in a public place just made it go on and on... As she finally felt the waves of pleasure ebbing away, Chelsea shuddered, flopping forwards against the handlebars of her bike, a little drool running from her mouth that she quickly wiped away.


With a soft sigh, Chelsea forced herself back upright, and began pedaling hard once again, her pussy tingling with delightful afterglow. The secret smile on her face was just for her as she rode out the rest of the lesson, thick, soaking wet diaper and all. 

***

"Great job today everybody!" Jane said as she hopped off of her own bike. "Remember to wipe down your machines before you leave..."


Twenty minutes later, Chelsea climbed off of her bike with unsteady, shaking legs. She'd managed to get through the entire workout, and her face shone with pride and sweat. A couple of times she'd come close to orgasming again, but never quite gone over the edge, her nestled clit throbbing persistently as she grabbed her towel.


The diaper was swollen and pushing her thighs even further apart as Chelsea reached over to clean off the machine, wiping off the copious amounts of sweat... Actually, it seemed like maybe some of it was... pee. Chelsea blushed, squeezing her legs together gently, the pressure gently squeezing out the urine inside it so it seeped out against Chelsea's skin, some escaping through the legcuffs...


"Oh, um... excuse me," the man behind Chelsea said as he approached her, his cheeks slightly flushed from both exertion and second-hand embarrassment. "Your uh... Your diaper is showing."


Chelsea's mouth hung open, dumbfounded for a moment... The friendly man gave her another smile of embarrassing sympathy, as he peeked around her and lightly grabbed the end of her tanktop, pulling it down slightly to conceal the crinkly waistband.


"Um... thanks," Chelsea eventually mumbled, shyly. "I'll uh, maybe see you next time?"


"I bet you will," he said, kindly. "And... don't be embarrassed. Lots of women, even young girls, have incontinence issues..."


Chelsea said nothing as the man made his exit, her face glowing and a shy smile on her lips. As she waddled squishily towards the door, clasping her empty water bottle in one hand and her towel in the other again, she couldn't wait to see what Daddy had in mind for her next. 

***

Chelsea headed down to the weightlifting area, eyes wide as she peered through the sea of exercising, muscly men. Her eyes sought out only one man, though, and Chelsea's heart fluttered happily as she saw him.


"Daddy!" she squealed, before gulping, remembering she was in public. "Um...D...Daddy?"


Several men had stalled their work-outs to watch Chelsea's soggy diapered backside waddle across to her Daddy. The man himself smiled fondly, finishing the rep he was doing and then carefully letting the weights drop. 


"Babygirl," he said, with a chuckle. "I'm guessing from how you're walking you've wet your diaper already?"


"Um... yes, Daddy," Chelsea replied shyly, glancing around in embarrassment at the other people around, knowing they could hear the conversation. "...I need a change..."


"Hmm, well, I have a fresh diaper..." Daddy said, smiling as he grabbed Chelsea's towel and wiped off his own machine. "But I don't know if you're gonna get a change exactly..."


Chelsea pouted, suspicious of her Daddy as he led her by the hand towards the handicapped toilet. He didn't seem to care at all who was watching, ignoring the eyes on them... or more likely, savoring the glances from confused onlookers, knowing it was only making Chelsea more embarrassed... and aroused.


"Here we go, princess," Daddy said as he lay down a changing mat on the floor, locking the door firmly. "Lay down for me."


Just hearing those words and the gentle but dominant tone of her Daddy's voice was enough to melt Chelsea's heart, and she carefully lowered herself onto the plastic mat. Daddy tugged the fresh diaper out of his bag... and something else gleamed in his other hand.


"What are you doing, Daddy?" Chelsea asked as she felt the new diaper being pushed underneath her already-soggy bottom. "You haven't changed me yet!"


"And I'm not going to," Martin replied, with a chuckle. "I'm going to double you up so you don't leak..."


Chelsea heard the sound of the outer plastic of her soggy diaper being slashed, and whimpered, pushing her legs further apart, afraid Daddy would knick her by accident. He didn't, of course, but Chelsea still kept pouting as she felt the front of the new diaper being pulled up, wrapped around the sodden one underneath.


It held her soaking wet padding against her crotch, but more than that, it added several inches to her hips and butt, the thickness between her thighs spreading her legs even further. Chelsea bit her lip as she shifted her bottom, moving to help Daddy pull up the very snug shorts that were about to become even snugger.


"D-Daddy," Chelsea whimpered, feeling the stretched material compressing her big, poofy bottom. "Everybody will be able to tell I'm in diapers now..."


"Is that so?" Martin said, grinning as he patted Chelsea's thickly-diapered rump. "Well, then they'll know you're nothing but a helpless diaper-wetting baby, won't they?"


Chelsea just whined softly in response as Daddy helped her back up. She caught her reflection in the mirror above the sink, and gulped - her bottom stuck out dramatically, the shorts barely covering the mass of padding that forced her thighs apart. With every step, Chelsea crinkled loudly, and the wide white back waistband of her diaper stuck up from the back of her shorts.


As they left the bathroom together, Chelsea instantly felt the weight of half a dozen pairs of eyes turning to look at her. People began to whisper, Chelsea's cheeks bright red as she heard barely-muffled giggles from all around her.


"Daddy," she hissed, huddling close to him. "Please... everybody's laughing. This is too much..."


"What's too much?" he murmured, as he pulled her through the sparse crowd, grinning at the doubletakes and gasps around them as they passed. "Everybody knowing you're Daddy's diapered baby slut? I bet it's making your little pussy soaking wet, isn't it?"


Chelsea whined, looking at the floor while she tugged on her shirt, trying to hide the upper waistband of her diaper. It was true, though... her slit was eager and excited, dripping with arousal. Being so utterly humiliated in public made her giddy with excitement, loving her her Daddy pushed her buttons and her limits at the same time.


"I'll change you once you've really used that diaper," Daddy continued, grinning. "I want you to mess your pampers right here at the gym."


"B-but that's so naughty, Daddy," Chelsea said, biting her lip. "...Are you sure?"


Part of Chelsea wanted him to say no, it was too risky, and call it off... Part of her hoped he was joking...


...And another part loved it, loved every filthy, taboo moment of being forced to obey his every command. Of knowing her Daddy had the power to make her poop her diapers in public... and say 'thank you, sir' afterward.


Grinning, Martin reached back and shamelessly groped the rounded mass of Chelsea's thick diaper, patting it firmly to hear the loud thud-thud it made. 


"I'm sure, cutiepie," he said, still smirking. "...Let's get a little something to drink."


Chelsea hadn't noticed they'd been heading toward the gym's cafe, but that was where they were now. As the purple carpet gave way to shiny white tile, Chelsea kept her head low and her body close to her Daddy, until he led over to a seat.


"Wait here while Daddy gets you a drink, okay?" Martin murmured in Chelsea's ear as he leaned over to kiss her cheek. "You can get a chocolate milkshake again, if you like."


Chelsea nodded enthusiastically, looking up at the menu where there was a big picture of a milkshake, topped with whipped cream and a cherry. She licked her lips, glad that the table hid her diapered lower-half from view, not thinking about the opening in the back of the chair that clearly showed off her white waistband.


Was Martin really going to make her mess herself here? At the zoo was one thing, with lots of animals around... but here? There was no way anybody would miss the source of the odor this time. Chelsea bit her lip, squeezing her thighs together so the diaper pressed up against her moist kitty as she thought about it. She would be such a dirty little girl for Daddy...


When Martin returned a few moments later, he put down his can of soda first, and then carefully lowered Chelsea's cream-topped milkshake onto the table. Unlike in the photo, there was no cherry, but Chelsea still grabbed for it eagerly...


"Uh uh uh," Martin said, batting Chelsea's hand away. "Daddy needs to add his special ingredient..."


Frowning in confusion, Chelsea sat back, diaper rustling as she watched him produce a little packet from his pocket. She couldn't make out exactly what was written on it, but she could make out the letters 'LAX', her brain ticking over for a moment before she got it.


Oh. Daddy was giving her a laxative. With wide eyes, Chelsea watched as her Daddy wriggled the straw through the cream, making a small hole so he could pour in the powder. It ran into it, and off-white trickle of tiny particles, that disappeared and dissolved in the brown milk as Martin stirred it in.


Eventually, it was all gone... and Martin pushed the big glass across the table to Chelsea with a big grin.


"Drink up, baby," he said, smirking. 


Chelsea shook her head, keeping her lips a thin smile. Of course, she knew she'd ultimately probably end up doing it... but she wanted to see what Martin's reaction was. She could push his buttons, too...


"Drink it," he commanded, more firmly. "...Or you'll get a spanking."


Chelsea stood firm, although her cheeks grew pinker and pinker as they stared each other down. Her eyes followed Martin's hand as it slid to his bag... pulled open the zipper... and began to lift the paddle slowly into view.


Hurriedly, Chelsea grabbed the cold glass and took the straw into her mouth. As if she was starving, she sucked the fluid down, keeping her eyes closed in happy humiliation.


Apparently, the idea of being harshly spanked on her thickly diapered ass in front of everybody was too far for her. Chelsea whimpered, knowing she was writing her own death sentence, agreeing to mess her diapers in public for her Daddy without words. 


The milkshake was rich and creamy, the laxative powder unnoticeable, mixed thoroughly through it. A shiver ran up and down Chelsea's spine as she realized that Martin could easily do this to her without her knowing, any time... A sexy kind of fear filled her, the knowledge that she was completely her Daddy's, completely under somebody else's control...


The fervor of her sucking suddenly became audible, as Chelsea loudly slurped around the bottom of the mostly-empty glass. She was giddy with excitement and tension, knowing it was only a matter of time before she filled her diapers after this...


"All gone, Daddy," she said, smiling with chocolate on her lips. 


"Good girl," Martin said with a grin. "Good thing I didn't need to spank you, hm?"


Chelsea blushed, and nodded. It was a very good thing...
  

***

Daddy led Chelsea upstairs to take her to try out all the gym equipment. She blushed and hid behind him as he explained to one of the trainers (whose nametag said he was called 'Liam') that they'd like a quick tour, knowing this was just a scheme to expose her... and eventually have her mess herself in public.


Chelsea tried to rush through all the machine demonstrations, but Daddy insisted she do several reps on each one, asking her which muscles it was working, how it felt. Liam just smiled awkwardly, clearly not really understanding what he was seeing, but hoping for a commission on a membership anyway...


Chelsea's face was permanently crimson. As she took a seat on the pull-down machine, she felt the soaked inner diaper squishing and spreading out against her curvy bottom. The sudden movement jostled the waistband of the diaper, and Chelsea could feel it sliding up out of the back of her shorts, exposed to anybody who cared to look. 


Whimpering, Chelsea slowly lifted her hands to grab the pull-down bar, aware that as she did so, her tanktop slowly rose as well, leaving nothing to the imagination about what Chelsea was wearing under her clothes.


"Now, uh, this machine is, um, it works a lot of your upper body and arm muscles," Liam mumbled, sweat beading on his own brow. "You can... here, let me put it on a lower weight."


Chelsea's arms were trembling as she tried to tug the bar downwards, looking at Daddy with a big pout. Martin just grinned and reached out to stroke her hair lovingly, as Liam finished adjusting the weight.


"Aw, see baby, even a little girl like you can use the machines!" Daddy said with mocking enthusiasm. "Keep going, sweetie."


Chelsea groaned softly as she pulled the bar down, feeling her belly starting to rumble a little. Even the meager weight made her arms ache, just a little, but not enough to distract her from the growing discomfort in her abdomen.


Her breath began to catch in her throat as her bowels began to stir, clenching, reminding her that she needed to get to a bathroom. Chelsea did one more rep, and then eased the bar out of her hands, reaching down to clutch her stomach...


"Nnghh.." she whimpered.


"Is she okay?" Liam asked, sounding concerned, addressing Martin instead of Chelsea herself. "That machine shouldn't make your stomach hurt..."


"She's fine, aren't you, princess?" Daddy said with a wicked grin, as he helped Chelsea off of the machine, quickly wiping at it with the towel. "...Why don't we go and use that machine, over there?"


Sweaty and embarrassed, Chelsea followed her Daddy's pointing finger, and saw the machine he was talking about. It had a chair that lay back slightly and moved up and down a track, letting you push off from a big board where you put your feet. More importantly (to Martin), it was in one of the busiest area of the gym.


Chelsea gulped as she glanced at the other, identical machine a few feet away - it was obvious that it would force her into a squat while she used it, and she was already feeling like it would be hard to hold her mess back as it was...


"Oh, the leg press? Sure," Liam said. "Let's just... go this way..."


It was hard to focus on weaving through the people all around, hearing the sudden gasps, whispers, and giggles as they saw Chelsea's soggy, poofy crinklebutt waddle by. It made her tummy flutter in the way it always did when her Daddy paraded her around, pushing her to her limits, making her feel equally blushy and humiliated and horny.


Chelsea's heart thudded as they traveled through the crowd, feeling her guts churning as Daddy squeezed her hand, leading her to the leg press machine. Part of her wanted to bolt and run, her legs moving like through thick treacle - but instead, Chelsea licked her lips, the molten pot of arousal between her legs that was her urine-soaked pussy driving her forwards.


She barely registered it as Liam told her how to use the machine, carefully moving her feet into place. With a soft grunt, she felt the chair being released, slid right down so her knees were up near her chest. Shooting her Daddy a look of panic, she heard her stomach gurgle audibly as she kept herself in that squatting position for several seconds as the weight was adjusted.


Chelsea's heart pounded in her chest as she grunted, and shoved off of the platform, the chair sliding up. Chelsea fought to keep her muscles below tightly clenched, but it was almost impossible to do that with the way the machine worked, forcefully spreading her legs every time she slid back down.


Another push upwards... Chelsea's legs shook as she slid up, feeling the motion stirring her bowels into life. With a gasp, Chelsea's lower body jerked, knees coming together as several small farts escaped from her bottom.


"U-um, sorry," she mumbled, looking away, her face bright red.


"It's fine," Liam reassured her, obviously not realizing what Chelsea's gas precipitated. "Now, make sure to fully extend your legs each time..."


"Ahh... I'm.. ngh! I'm trying," Chelsea moaned, perspiring as she fought against her body. "Ohh, Daddy, it's so much..."


"Keep going, babygirl," Martin said firmly. "Just a little longer..."


'Just a little longer', and Chelsea would mess her obviously-exposed diaper in front of everybody... just as Martin intended. With a moan that was a mixture of arousal and distress, Chelsea grit her teeth, pushing herself up...


She got about halfway before cramps hit, and she gasped, reaching down, clutching her stomach desperately. Frozen in a half squat, Chelsea's eyes flew open wide, and she trembled all over. There was nothing she could do to hold it back now - she was stuck here, like watching a trainwreck in slow motion, unable to make any difference.


"Are you alr-" Liam started, but Chelsea interrupted him with a loud groan.


Her knees locked in place, Chelsea cringed as she felt her muscles pushing out the mess noisily into her diaper. Eyes brimming with tears of embarrassment, her face bright red as she grunted and loaded her already full, soggy diaper with uncontrollable mess.


"Ohhh..." she moaned, jerking occasionally as more slipped out, pushed out by yet another muscle spasm, body insistent that she empty everything out of her bowels into the squishy diaper. "God..."


At last, she finished messing herself, panting and breathing heavily as the powerful scent of her own waste wafted up from her diaper, filling the air around them. Liam's mouth hung open in shock, and everybody around seemed to have stopped moving to stare right at Chelsea. 


Feeling all the eyes on her, Chelsea's face turned even more red, knowing everybody could tell that she had used her diaper like a naughty toddler, pooping herself in full view of dozens of total strangers. Her diaper bulge was blatant as she lifted her arms towards Martin, squealing:


"D-Daddy! I p-pooped myself!" 


"Oh no, princess! I'm sorry about this," Martin said, tutting. "I had better take her to get changed... excuse me..."


Chelsea shuddered as he lifted her up, feeling the hot, smushy mess shifting in her diaper. As she waddled through the crowd, everybody dead silent as they watched her pass by, Chelsea could feel the stinky load in her diapers pressing up against her bottom.


As humiliated as she was, she could feel her clit throbbing and tingling, longing for, no, needing Daddy's touch, Daddy's love. The very public embarrassment sent waves of powerful arousal straight between her trembling thighs. 


Her Daddy pushed open the door to the handicapped restroom, and then shoved her against it, passionately, moaning into her mouth as he kissed her. Chelsea kissed back, breathless as she clung to him, needily. 


"On the floor," he commanded, throwing the changing mat down again. "Let Daddy deal with that stinky, messy diaper of yours..."


"Y-y-yes, Daddy," Chelsea moaned, head thudding as Martin took complete control of her.


She peered up at him, her legs spread wide by the thick, swollen diapers, her waste smeared against her curvy bottom where she lay down. God, this was the ultimate humiliation, her diaper full of her own poop, loaded in public. Chelsea felt every bit the helpless adult babygirl she was - and she let herself gasp again, as she saw what Martin was holding...


Their big wand vibrator from home, the cordless one, wiggled in the air in front of Chelsea. She bit her lip as Martin lowered himself to the floor, holding it aloft.


"Daddy, you can't!" Chelsea hissed, even as she was eyeing the toy with some excitement, feeling Martin tugging her shorts slowly down. "It'll be too loud! Everybody will hear!"


"Are you scared they'll know you're a little slut, as well as my little baby?" Daddy teased, pressing the head of the still-silent vibrator against her squishy crotch and moving it in slow semi-circles. "Don't worry about anybody else... Just focus on Daddy..."


Hearing him talk like that, in his commanding, husky Daddy voice, sent a shudder down Chelsea's spine. There would be no disagreement, even if she'd really, really wanted to - she was helpless against her Daddy's will, and that was how they both loved it.


With a gasp, Chelsea felt the vibrator springing to life, pushing hard against her clit through the soaking wet diaper. The sound of the buzzing was undeniably loud enough to be heard through the closed door, but as Chelsea's hips pushed towards the buzzing toy, it was hard to bring herself to care.


"How does it feel to poop yourself in public like a desperate toddler," Daddy cooed, as Chelsea was reduced to gasps and moans from the pleasure pulsing between her thighs. "To know everybody knows you're nothing but a widdle baby, not even able to control her bodily functions..."


"Ahh... nghh... Daddy," Chelsea panted, groaning, grinding her slick, eager pussy against the buzzing lining of her swollen diaper. "Oh gosh... I l-love it..."


"I know," Martin said, smugly, his voice a calm contrast to Chelsea's desperate whimpers and the frantic crinkling of her diaper as she worked needily against the vibrator. "You love being on display like that, don't you? Showing everybody you're just daddy's little baby slut, humping and messing your diapers mindlessly..."


"Nmmm!" 


Chelsea couldn't even speak, her toes curling as the pleasure built unbearably. Everything he was saying felt so true, and so dirty. Chelsea was his helpless toy, his obedient babyslut, her diaper loaded with her own stinky mess, just like a toddler - even while she was moaning and writhing like a very adult woman on the floor.


Her climax was so near, Chelsea could taste it. She focused on the sounds of the diaper, the feeling of the still warm mess squishing against her bottom again and again as she sat and then pushed it back up, her humping more and more frantic now. Tense all over, Chelsea was desperate for release, teeth grit, sweat on her brow, back arched...


With a shudder, Chelsea came, shoving her crotch hard against the buzzing toy. Her clit throbbed as she moaned, the waves of pleasure buffeting her like a ship in port, her whole body trembling as she rode out the orgasm.


Martin was so good, keeping the vibrator pressed firmly against her the whole time as she squirmed, enduring overwhelming bliss for second after second. She felt so hot, and so good, all over, quivering from just how amazing she felt...


Until she suddenly dropped to the mat, panting, her legs still shaking from the effort of her climax. Martin flicked the switch of the vibrator, and returned it to the bag, leaning right over the top of Chelsea as she lay, vulnerable and exposed in her nearly-overflowing diaper.


Full of adoration, her Daddy kissed her softly, and stroked her hair as he pulled away. 


"I love you, babygirl," he muttered, with a gentle smile, as he reluctantly pushed himself to his feet. 


"Love you too, Daddy," Chelsea replied, feeling exhausted, laying limply on the floor. 


She felt her shorts being tugged all the way off, looking up curiously to see if Daddy was going to change her... but instead of wipes, Martin had in his hand a pair of clear plastic pants in Chelsea's size, and a bottle of baby powder.


Groaning, Chelsea managed a weary half-smile as her Daddy slid the plastic pants up her legs, and over the diaper, containing most of the smell... and keeping the mess inside trapped against Chelsea's skin. He helped her to her feet, pulling the shorts slowly back up her legs.


"This ought to hold until we get home," Martin murmured as he tugged the waistband of the plastic pants backwards, sprinkling copious amounts of baby powder in to mask the scent. "Come on, babygirl..."


Chelsea sighed, taking Daddy's hand, waddling out the door in her messy, loaded, heavy diapers...


Knowing she would be humiliated and exposed like this again soon... and looking forward to it with all her heart. 

Other Books by Amelia Hobbes:

●      Daddy’s Diapered Babyslut #1 - first book in the series
 

●      Daddy’s Diapered Babyslut BUNDLE - first 3 books in one collection!
 

●      Her Pampered Fantasies BUNDLE - 3 books of one woman’s first time ABDL explorations
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