

Preview: 


Her heart raced as she obediently took up the correct position, palms flat on the bumper. Emily trembled, peering sideways at her Daddy as he approached, her bottom stuck out. She could tell that some of the soaked pull-up was exposed already, but she had other things on her mind... 

"You know this is for your own good," Tim muttered, as he drew his hand back... And then brought it down firmly on Emily's soaked backside. 

"AH!" 


At the first hit, Emily yelped, jumping forwards a few inches as tears stung her eyes. Her Daddy's other hand reached underneath and tugged her backwards, putting her back in the correct position for another swat. 

Again Emily cried out, feeling her Daddy's broad hand slap her upper thighs. She whimpered in humiliation and shame, sensing eyes on her, feeling like everybody was watching her. 


More blows, sharply hitting her thighs and even the soaked pull-up itself, forcing out more urine from the back of her legcuffs, running down her legs behind. Emily's face was bright scarlet as she whimpered, enduring her spanking, those tears in her eyes spilling free. 

*** 


Her Public ABDL Funishment 

Emily brushed her hair slowly in front of her vanity, pulling it into two bouncy pigtails with pastel purple ribbons that complimented the outfit laid out on her bed. 

Like always, her heart thudded giddily as she thought about the fun today would bring. On Saturdays, her boyfriend Tim was her Daddy - and she was his little girl. Together they enjoyed a lot of the same kinks... including some exhibitionism... 


Finished with her hair, Emily stood up, naked from the waist down, and picked up the checkered white and pink skirt she'd be wearing today. Emily slid the skirt on before her underwear, doing the zip up as she pulled it into place, before she grabbed the other item that had been laying beside it. 

A folded pink pull-up with a gamboling blue pony was ready for Emily to wear today. As she carefully unfolded it, listening to the rustling, Emily blushed slightly as she thought about what she was doing. 


Only big girls got to wear pull-ups, because they knew how to use the potty... But Emily didn't plan on being a big girl, today. As she stepped into the legholes of the rustling underwear, she breathed out slowly, focusing on imagining what could happen today. 

It was guaranteed she would use the pull-up and end up in diapers at some point. But everything else was up to her Daddy... And that was very exciting to Emily. 


Would he force her to wear 2 or 3 diapers at once, waddling around the house all day? Give her an enema and lock her in plastic pants? Emily shivered from the anticipation of not knowing, the safe kind of thrill you got from being on a rollercoaster... 

Shaking her head to clear it, Emily yanked the pull-up further up, until it caressed and cradled her smooth mound. Emily kept herself completely hairless from the neck down, 'baby smooth' as her Daddy called it. 

Gently, she tugged the pull-up fully into place, feeling the stretchy sides and thin padding snug against her. Biting her lip, Emily let her hand wander down between her legs, absently pressing the front of the pull-up against her crotch, while the other hand lifted her skirt. 

She looked up at the mirror, teeth still toying at her lip, and giggled softly. Like this, Emily looked much younger than her actual age. Even her light blue glasses seemed infantile with her current outfit, and it took some effort for her to tear herself away from staring at herself to focus on putting her socks on... 

*** 

"You ready, princess?" Tim asked as Emily bounced down the stairs a few moments later. "Are you wearing your special undies?" 

"Yes, Daddy," Emily replied, her cheeks going pink. 

To her squirmy delight, her Daddy ignored her reply, checking anyway. His strong, warm hand slipped up under Emily's skirt, drawing her closer, as he clumsily caressed her backside, running his fingers across the outer shell of her pull-up. 

"Good girl," Tim remarked, withdrawing his hand with a smile. "Sit on the stairs for Daddy so he can get your shoes on..." 

Emily sat down politely on the second to last step, offering her socked feet to her Daddy. He made her feel so delicate and precious, and as he slid one pink sneaker on, Emily's heart thudded happily once more. 

She watched him carefully pulling the laces taut, lacing them around carefully before he pulled them into a bow. Emily offered her other foot, and her Daddy took it with a smile, giving it a loving squeeze before he slipped that into the second shoe. 

Once Emily's sneakers were done up, her Daddy took her hand and pulled her upwards, doing one last pat down to make sure he had his wallet, keys, and everything else, before they headed out the door. 

"Where are we going today, Daddy?" Emily asked in her sweetest voice, as Tim buckled her into the front seat. 

"Just to get groceries, kiddo," Daddy replied, with a loving smile. "...If you're well-behaved at the store, I'll let you get a drink." 

"I'm always well-behaved, Daddy," Emily said, with a pout - that devolved into giggles as her Daddy gave her a look of loving doubt. "Okay... I'm mostly well-behaved." 

They both knew that the mundane chore of grocery shopping was just a front, a stage for the scene that was unfolding today. They did need groceries - but their ABDL kink could turn even a simple shopping trip into something thrillingly erotic, and it made Emily's hard sing, and her pussy wet. 


"Well, just remember that bad girls get punished," Daddy warned as he pulled out of their drive, the low tone of his voice making Emily shiver. "You don't want to be punished, do you?" 

"No, Daddy," Emily lied. "I'll be a good girl." 

Again, Tim smirked but said nothing. 

When they arrived at the grocery store, he parked and then turned to Emily, leaning over her to undo her belt. 


"Now, princess, I want you to remember that you're wearing a pull-up, and those are for big girls," he said firmly. "And what do big girls do when they need the potty?" 

"Umm... they ask to go, Daddy?" 

"That's right," her Daddy said, kissing her cheek gently. "I know you know to ask if you need to go. So remember that if you decide to be a naughty girl and wet yourself like a baby, there will be consequences." 

Emily nodded shyly, although those 'consequences' were exactly what she was counting on... Self-consciously, she gripped Tim's hand as he led her into the store through the sliding doors. 

"There's a bathroom right there," Daddy commented as they walked in. "Would you like to go use it, just in case?" 

It was a joke of a question, because they both knew Emily would refuse. But it would only make the scene more humiliating, make Emily seem even more childish and naughty when she did wet herself. 

"No, Daddy," Emily said. "I don't need to go right now. I promise." 

In truth, her bladder was already a little full, and she could definitely have used the toilet easily. But Emily smiled innocently up at her Daddy, and let him lead her to the cart, instructing her to hold onto it as they walked around the store. 

Grocery shopping was boring, but as she walked, Emily focused on the feeling of fullness inside her bladder. It slowly grew as they filled their cart, until eventually she knew she really needed to go. 

"Stay here, sweetheart," Daddy said, as he looked over at the deli counter. "I'm just going to go order something..." 

Obediently, Emily stayed where the cart was, holding onto it like a good girl... while having very naughty girl thoughts. 

Shuffling her feet slightly apart, Emily bit her lip and tried to force herself to relax, pushing slightly. As she did so, she felt a small spurt of urine squirting out from between her folds and into the thin padding of the pull-up, making her gasp softly. 

Now the seal was broken, Emily's fingers squeezed the cart handle as she slowly but steadily drained her bladder into the waiting absorbent zone between her legs. The liquid wasn't all absorbed at once, spreading across her crotch in a rapidly growing puddle, slowly soaking into the lining and swelling it with pee. 

Shivering, Emily focused on the relief of wetting herself right there, in a public place. Nobody knew the childish-looking woman in the middle of the store was pissing herself in public, it was a secret just for her, and she moaned gently as she felt her bladder finally empty. 

As she finished wetting it, Emily squeezed her thighs gently around the swollen pull-up. It had held, but now it was heavy and bulging with her pee, the warmth and wetness of her fresh urine squashed against her bare slit. 

Emily bit her lip, feeling like a naughty, dirty little girl. She longed to touch herself right then and there, but her Daddy was walking back over now. With a blush, Emily forced a smile, half hoping Daddy wouldn't notice she'd wet herself... half hoping he would. 

"Let's go," Tim said, apparently ignorant about the state of Emily's underwear. "We just need to pick up a few more things and then we can go." 

"Okay, Daddy," Emily said brightly, her chest still pounding as the scene went on. "Can we get ice cream?" 

"We can get one carton of ice cream," Daddy replied with a chuckle. "And that's a treat for after dinner only, okay?" 

Emily nodded vigorously. Secretly, she was beyond aroused, feeling her own urine squishing between her thighs with every step. It felt warm and naughty, reminding her of what a little girl she really was - and, she thought with a shiver, reminding her Daddy soon. 

*** 

As he promised, Daddy bought Emily a drink at the checkout. Emily chose a small container of iced tea, which she now held on her lap as they drove towards the gas station. 


The cold drink was very refreshing on the hot summer day, but as Emily gently sipped from it, all she could think about was how her bladder was slowly filling up more and more. The wetness squishing between her legs and against her backside was colder now, supposed to make a little girl feel like she needed to be changed... But Emily didn't want a change yet. 

"Alright, here we are," Tim muttered, undoing his seatbelt. "I'll just be a few minutes, princess. Be good while I'm gone." 

Emily nodded softly, taking another swig from her iced tea as she watched her Daddy get out of the car and walk around to the pumps. As she savored the sweet taste, Emily's eyes ran up and down her Daddy's sexy, masculine body, the one that claimed and possessed her every night... 

Squirming slowly in her seat, Emily felt the heat growing between her folds, slick and sticky with moisture that wasn't urine. With a shiver, she closed her eyes - and pushed out another small stream of pee into her pull-up. 

Sitting with her legs squeezed together, the urine was forced up and to the front of her slit, the slow river tickling her clit as it spilled out. Moaning, Emily spread her legs, feeling the hot yellow stream dribbling into the already soaked lining of the pull-up. 

The swollen undergarment was already full, so Emily immediately felt the wetness against her skin, dribbling down towards her backside as it looked for a place to go. Emily felt like she was sitting in a puddle now as she finished emptying her bladder once more, the liquid starting to slowly dribble out of the legcuffs. 

As she watched her Daddy pumping gas, Emily sat forwards, spreading the full, squishy pull-up out underneath her bottom... And forcing out the remaining unabsorbed pee. 

"Oops," she said with a giggle as she wriggled her bottom, wetness seeping out into her skirt and the seat below. "Daddy's gonna be mad..." 

Her face flushed, Emily gyrated her hips gently against the warm wet lining of the pull-up, feeling the sodden mass of squishy padding pressing up against the top of her slit, teasing her clit. She whimpered softly, biting her lip - as she noticed her Daddy coming back around to the front door of the car. 

"Well, that's all done," Tim said, with a smile... then he noticed Emily's bright red face. "...You okay, princess?" 

"Um, um, yes," Emily replied, the feeling of tension rising inside her. "I'm okay, Daddy." 

Again, Daddy ignored her answer, and Emily squeaked as he thrust his hand between her legs, pushing her skirt up. Her thighs were soaking wet, and he tutted in mock anger as he pushed his hand up further, forcing Emily's legs apart as he got closer to the pull-up itself. 

Once he did, Daddy firmly cupped the squishy crotch and pressed it hard against Emily's mound, eliciting a soft, desperate moan as she pressed her hips forwards to meet him. Urine ran once more down from the legcuffs, and Tim pulled his hand back, giving Emily an animalistic smirk as he looked her over. 

"Well, princess," he muttered. "It looks like you wet yourself like a little baby, instead of a big girl. That was very naughty, wasn't it?" 

"It was, Daddy," Emily agreed, shivering. 


"Do you remember what Daddy says happens to naughty little girls, baby?" Daddy asked as he drove a few feet into the gas station parking lot. Carefully and deliberately, he put the car into 'park', and looked at Emily, waiting for her response. 

Emily's chest felt like it might burst from how hard her heart was pounding. A giddy mix of fear and excitement raced through her veins as her Daddy parked the car, part of her dreading he might punish her right there - but part of her desperate for it. 

"Um... they get punished, Daddy?" Emily squeaked. 

"That's right," her Daddy said, with a wicked grin. "So get out of the car, and put your hands on the bumper. You're going to get a dozen swats with Daddy's hand, and then I'm taking you home to put you in a baby diaper, where you belong." 

"D-daddy, no!" Emily cried out, equal parts alarmed and excited. "I can't do-" 

"I wasn't asking, babygirl," Tim said, tutting. "Now get out, and do it." 

Inside, Emily could feel the war raging between parts of herself. This was so, so humiliating, and on one level she really didn't want to do this. Peering out through her window, she could only see a couple of people around, but this level of public embarrassment... It felt like too much. 

But that was what made it so arousing... Being forced to do something she'd never choose to do herself. With a brief shiver, Emily grabbed the doorhandle, and slowly made her way around to the back of the car. 

Her heart raced as she obediently took up the correct position, palms flat on the bumper. Emily trembled, peering sideways at her Daddy as he approached, her bottom stuck out. She could tell that some of the soaked pull-up was exposed already, but she had other things on her mind... 

"You know this is for your own good," Tim muttered, as he drew his hand back... And then brought it down firmly on Emily's soaked backside. 

"AH!" 


At the first hit, Emily yelped, jumping forwards a few inches as tears stung her eyes. Her Daddy's other hand reached underneath and tugged her backwards, putting her back in the correct position for another swat. 

Again Emily cried out, feeling her Daddy's broad hand slap her upper thighs. She whimpered in humiliation and shame, sensing eyes on her, feeling like everybody was watching her. 


More blows, sharply hitting her thighs and even the soaked pull-up itself, forcing out more urine from the back of her legcuffs, running down her legs behind. Emily's face was bright scarlet as she whimpered, enduring her spanking, those tears in her eyes spilling free. 

Her lower backside stung, almost as pink as her cheeks as her Daddy swatted her disobedient backside. Every swat sent a jolt straight between Emily's legs, and as she gasped and gulped her way through her punishment, she could feel her pussy growing slicker and slicker. 

By now she knew people were staring, the man who'd been pumping his gas when she got out gawping, dumbfounded as he saw an adult little girl being punished by her Daddy. Emily knew she was completely exposed, and as embarrassing as it was she could only focus on the stinging pain in her rump as her Daddy spanked her poor little backside. 

"Ah! Ah! Daddy!" Emily squealed, sobbing and whimpering as her rump took the brunt of the spanking. "I'm sowwee Daddy!" 

"Shhh, just a few more spanks," Tim muttered, stroking Emily's back gently to soothe her as she hiccuped and cried. "That's my good girl." 

Emily forced herself to nod, face red and splotchy and wet - another hard smack made the air crack and Emily squeal, and then Daddy brought down one more, leaving a glowing red handprint on Emily's bare upper thigh. 

"Good girl, good girl, all done," Daddy cooed, kissing Emily behind her ear as he leaned over her, lifting her skirt and tucking it in to show off her well-spanked, soaking backside. "Wait here for Daddy while he sorts out the front seat for you..." 

Cringing, Emily waited with her palms flat on the bumper again, the urine that had run down from the pull-up cooling on the back of her legs. The hot sun beat down on her bare skin as she listened to the sounds of Daddy leisurely opening the doors, moving a towel into the front seat for her. 

Cars rushed past on the road nearest the gas station, the noise of the world around her making Emily's face flush pink. Her bottom stinging, all she could think about was how exposed she was to the whole world, everybody seeing her as she really was - a naughty little girl in a soaking wet pull-up. 

At last, Tim finished laying the towel down in her seat, and led her over to the front door. Emily gratefully scampered forwards, hiding her face in her hands with a shy grin as her Daddy did up her seatbelt, and drove her home. 

*** 

Daddy didn't seem to be able to keep his hands to himself now. As they drove home, every time they stopped at a light or intersection he reached over and shoved his hand between her dripping thighs, rubbing the pull-up against her pussy. 

Emily squeaked and moaned, grinding herself against Daddy's hand, arousal inflamed by the spanking she'd received. Her mind still reeled from how public it was, leaving her completely exposed in front of anybody who walked by. 

Just as she felt like her excitement was reaching a peak, Tim yanked his hand away with a smirk, focusing on the road once more. 


"Dadddddyyy..." Emily whined, spreading her legs wantonly. "Don't tease!" 

"I'm driving, princess," Daddy said, with a chuckle. "Besides, you've been a naughty girl today. Do you really think you deserve to make cummies right now?" 

Flushing, Emily looked away, although there was a little smile on her lips. The idea of her big, strong Daddy controlling her orgasms made her feel even more aroused, completely his property to do with as he wanted. 

Biting her lip, she moved her hands down between her thighs, glancing over at Daddy to see if he was watching. Certain he was distracted, Emily pressed her soaking wet pull-up against her mound, whimpering and grinding herself against the swollen padding. 

Her eager movements made the pull-up rustle loudly, the towel bunching up under her backside as she hunched her hips needily. 


"Ah-h....AH!" 

Daddy had slapped Emily's hand away, with a frown. She pouted as she rubbed the back of her palm, crossing her arms across her chest. Apparently she'd have to wait until she was home to get those special good girl feelings... 

Once they got to the house, Emily could hardly wait to get indoors. She hopped out of the car and rushed into the house, but her Daddy stopped her before she headed upstairs, grabbing onto one side of the pull-up. With a grin, he pulled - and ripped the soaking wet pull-up off, making Emily squeak in surprise as her wet cunny was exposed, hairless and displayed to the world... and her Daddy's hungry stare. 

"Go upstairs," Daddy growled. "Wait for me on our bed. Do NOT touch yourself, do you understand, little one?" 

"Yes, Daddy," Emily replied, pouting. 'I'll be a good girl." 

As she headed up the stairs, every step seemed to jolt her eager, excited pussy. Groaning as she made it to the top of the stairs, Emily walked with her thighs crushed together towards the bedroom, the tension of her muscles making her clit throb between them. 

Laying down on the bed, Emily could feel her heart beating, her entire slit feeling like it was pulsing in time with the rhythm. She wanted so badly to reach down and play with herself, but she knew she shouldn't... Sighing, Emily screwed up her eyes, slowly pulling her knees up, spreading her thighs so she'd be completely exposed and available to Daddy as soon as he walked in. 

It felt so dirty to think about that... That she was an innocent little girl, waiting for her big, grown-up Daddy to come up the stairs... and do dirty things to her. Dirty things that she loved. Emily shivered, closing her eyes as she dwelled on the thought. 

Emily could hear Daddy downstairs, putting the shopping away. She whined needily, although she knew there was no way he could hear her from up here. Time moved slow as molasses as she waited there impatiently for him to finally arrive... Desperate for his touch on her body. 

At last, she heard the sound of her Daddy's footsteps on the stairs. Emily's heart skipped a beat as she sat up slightly, grinning as she finally saw Tim's face appear around the side of the door, pushing it open with a smile on his own face. 

"Daddy!" she squealed, throwing her arms open excitedly, as if she hadn't seen him in forever instead of just three minutes. 

"Princess!" Tim responded with the same amount of glee, leaping playfully onto the bed and snuggling Emily tightly. 

For the circumstances, it was a surprisingly chaste cuddle, and Emily sighed softly as she rubbed her head against her Daddy's chest, feeling safe and loved... 

The chasteness didn't last long however. With one arm still snuggling Emily close, Daddy's hand crept up her thigh, until one finger brushed her dripping slit. Emily gasped, spreading her legs submissively as her face went pink, allowing her Daddy to do as he wished with her. 

Tim ran his finger between Emily's folds, sliding up towards her clit but never quite touching it. Emily whimpered and gasped, pushing her hips upwards as Daddy slid his finger down towards her hole, probing at entering it... before he pulled back. 

"Well, it looks like you kept your promise, babygirl," he said, with a smirk. "Your little pussy isn't sticky enough for you to have cum.... Now, if you're a good girl and let Daddy diaper you without any fuss... Daddy might let you have a special treat." 


"What kind of treat, Daddy?" Emily said, eyes big and curious, although she was pretty sure she knew what Daddy meant. 


"The kind of treat only naughty, slutty little girls get," Tim replied with a wink, pulling a diaper from their closet. "Now lie back down for me, beautiful..." 

Obediently, Emily flopped backwards onto the bed, heart hammering in her chest as she spread her legs open once more. She watched as Daddy unfolded the diaper, lifting her rump to let it slide underneath. It felt like a soft cloud underneath her backside. 

"Hmm," Daddy said, peering between her damp thighs. "Looks like you're still a little wet down here..." 

Emily expected Tim to grab a packet of wipes or something. Instead, he crawled onto the bed, grabbing her thighs and spreading them with both hands. With wide, disbelieving eyes, Emily gawped as her Daddy lowered his tongue to the wetness still remaining from earlier, the rivulets of urine that had run down and started to dry. 

Emily gasped softly, feeling like electricity was tingling on the surface of her skin as Daddy's tongue ran across her inner thighs, licking her clean. This felt beyond taboo, her boyfriend, her Daddy cleaning away her golden piss using his own mouth. 

"Ohhh, Daddy," Emily moaned, fingers gripping the comforter as he moved higher up, taking his time as he carefully licked her outside labia, tongue running smoothly across her bare skin. "Please... more..." 

Daddy breathed out hard through his nose, but didn't otherwise respond, focusing himself completely on the task. Now his lips and tongue moved closer, teasing at spreading her folds, running up from the bottom of her slit to the very top. Emily whimpered, pushing her hips forwards excitedly, as her Daddy's tongue slipped deep between her folds... 

In one swift motion, he pushed his slippery pink tongue upwards firmly, swiping hard across Emily's stiffened clit. She squealed, bucking her hips upwards... And then Tim pulled his tongue quickly back out, leaving her panting and unfulfilled, body still teetering on the edge of a climax that wouldn't come. 


With a grunt of frustration, Emily threw her head back, pouting as she felt Daddy pulling her diaper up between her thighs. The tapes were soon pulled into place, and Emily's ears perked as she heard one, two, three, four being done up, looking up eagerly. 

Her Daddy wasn't standing at the end of the bed, though - and when Emily turned her head to the side to see where he was, he was right beside her... 

Holding her big pink wand vibrator, and smirking. 

"So, babygirl? Do you want your special treat?" 

Emily nodded harder than she ever had in her life, scrambling backwards, thighs spread wide, diaper thick and crinkling between her legs. 

As the wand was clicked on, Emily jerked instinctively before it even touched her, watching it come closer and closer to her padded crotch. She whimpered, pushing her hips softly against the air, as it slowly approached, heart in her mouth from eager desperation... 

"Ahh! Ah! Daddy!" Emily gasped as Tim suddenly thrust the vibrator hard against the thick padding of the diaper, aiming it exactly towards where he knew her clit was nestled. "Ohhh Daddy please! More!" 

Emily's hips ground her desperately against the stimulation, smushing her slippery pussy up against the dry puffiness of the diaper. The strong vibrations spread out across her mound, directing the strongest pulses towards her stiff, needy clit. 

"That's my good girl, good princess," Daddy muttered with a grin on his face, stroking the buzzing head up and down on the outside of the padding, waves of pleasure making Emily's thighs quiver. "You love being a diapered slut for Daddy, don't you?" 

"Y-yes! Yes, Daddy, I'm your naughty little girl!" Emily squeaked and gasped, back arched in sheer bliss as she humped desperately at the vibrator pressed up against her dripping slit, her clit throbbing and pulsing in time with the vibrations. "Oh, Daddy, please let me cum, I'm gonna cum! I need it!" 


"Cum for Daddy, princess!" Tim commanded, pushing the vibrator in hard, holding it firmly in one spot as Emily worked herself harder and harder against it, a panting, whimpering mess, desperate for release. 

"Oh Daddy, Oh DADDY!" 


Emily's voice wobbled with passion, as she squealed and humped and felt the tension building between her thighs, the pleasure building to a head rapidly. She was Daddy's girl, Daddy's slutty little diaper wearer, humping and grinding against her pampers, so close, so close... 

"OHH! Mmmf! nggh!" 


Emily grunted and gasped as she was hit full-force with a hard orgasm, her clit exploding with juicy pleasure as her pussy squeezed and pulsed in time to her heartbeat. She quivered all over, hips bucking wildly as Daddy held the vibrator right in place as she rode it out. 

Nothing had ever felt that good in that moment, and Emily's mouth was open wide in an expression of sheer bliss, whimpering and gasping as she felt the waves of climax wash over her again and again. 


Tim watched with a smile as his adult babygirl brought herself to a sticky finish at his hand, holding the vibrator firmly as he watched her thrashing slow, her hips eventually dropping as she panted, all worn out from her thrilling climax. 

"Ahh... s-sensitive," she managed to mumble weakly, flopping her hand in the vague direction of the vibrator. 


Daddy flicked the switch and pulled it away, and Emily sighed and sagged, sinking into the comfy bed. A moment later, and Daddy joined her, wrapping his arm around her from behind, kissing the back of her neck adoringly. 

"I love you, babygirl," he muttered, as she lay there, blissfully embraced by him and the afterglow. 

"Love you too, Daddy," Emily replied instantly - already wondering what naughty things they'd get up to together next time... 

End. 
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