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Daddy’s Diapered Babyslut, Volume 1 


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

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

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


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

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

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


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

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

She felt her cheeks grow even hotter. 

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

‘Chelsea nodded, mumbling again in response. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You shameless little whore.” 

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

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

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


“What do you want, baby?” 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

“What do we say?” 

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


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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

Daddy ignored her. He didn’t even turn. 

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Her heart pounded. 

Her clit throbbed. 

Her mouth, opened, a word on her lips… 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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


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

Almost. Daddy wouldn’t let that happen. 

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

END 

*** 

Daddy’s Diapered Babyslut, Volume 2 


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 

*** 

Daddy’s Diapered Babyslut, Volume 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: 

·'My Professor put me in Diapers!' - 17k word novelette, full of kinky, naughty, M/f ABDL fun and public humiliation between a young college student and her dominating professor.
  

·'Her Pampered Fantasies bundle (vol 1, 2 and 3)' - all 3 parts of the 'Her Pampered Fantasies' series in 1 book! Denise is new to the world of ABDL, but her best friend is there to guide her through it, with several sexy and warm-blushy moments along the way!
  

·'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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