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Chapter 1: The Losing Hand

The underground casino pulsed like a living heart beneath Manhattan’s indifferent streets. Dim amber lighting spilled across the green felt tables, catching on the edges of polished marble pillars and the faint haze of cigar smoke that clung to the air. Chips clacked with rhythmic precision in the distance, a constant low thrum that vibrated up through Iris’s heels and into her already unsteady legs. She was tipsy—more than tipsy—on the three bourbon cocktails she’d downed upstairs in the private lounge, trying to drown the screaming panic that had followed her all week.

Tomorrow she was supposed to marry a man she no longer recognized as hers. Tonight was her last taste of freedom.

Iris leaned forward, copper hair sliding over one bare shoulder, the slinky black dress hugging her toned body like a second skin. Her sharp green eyes narrowed at the silver-streaked man across the table. Caspian. Everyone whispered his name like a warning. Casino owner. Debt collector. Predator in bespoke tailoring.

He watched her with steel-gray eyes that missed nothing.

“Call,” she said, voice edged with defiance. Her stack was nearly gone. One last hand. One last chance to walk out with something.

Caspian’s long fingers tapped the table once. “All in.”

The words landed like a slap. Iris’s pulse hammered. She shoved the remainder of her chips forward, heart slamming against her ribs. “All in.”

The river card flipped. Her bluff crumbled.

Caspian’s full house stared back at her. The table went silent except for the soft exhale of the other players folding away into the shadows.

He smiled, slow and knowing. “Bad luck, little one.”

Two broad-shouldered men in dark suits appeared at her elbows before she could protest. They escorted her—not roughly, but with unmistakable finality—through a hidden door and into a private elevator that rose smoothly toward the penthouse. The scent of his cologne hit her the moment the doors opened on the top floor: rich, woody, laced with the faint bite of cigar smoke. It wrapped around her like invisible chains.

Caspian’s office was all dark wood and glass overlooking the glittering casino floor far below. One-way windows. No escape visible.

“Sit,” he commanded, gesturing to the leather chair opposite his massive desk.

Iris’s legs trembled as she obeyed, the alcohol and adrenaline making her skin hot. “I can wire the money. Tomorrow. I have assets—”

“You have nothing left that covers this debt,” he said calmly, sliding a single sheet of paper across the desk. “Except yourself.”

She read the contract with widening eyes. Thirty nights. Exclusive. His penthouse. His rules. His property for the duration. At the bottom, a clause that made her stomach drop: total forfeiture of prior commitments during the term.

Her mind screamed to run. Her body—traitorous, buzzing—stayed rooted.

Caspian rose, towering over her. The silver streaks in his dark hair caught the low light as he circled the desk. He stopped behind her chair, large hands resting on her shoulders. The cold weight of a heavy fountain pen pressed into her palm.

“Sign it, little one. Thirty nights starts now.”

Iris’s breath hitched. The pen felt like lead. Her fingers shook as she scratched her name across the line. The moment the ink dried, the elevator doors behind her hissed shut with a decisive click. Locked.

Caspian’s hand slid into her hair, gripping just tight enough to tilt her head back. “Good girl.”

Before she could speak, his mouth claimed hers—hard, demanding, tasting of whiskey and control. Iris moaned into the kiss, hating how wet she already was. His free hand yanked the neckline of her dress down, exposing her breasts. Rough thumbs circled her nipples until they pebbled painfully tight.

“Stand up. Dress off.”

She rose on shaky legs, the fabric pooling at her ankles. Naked except for black lace panties and heels. Caspian’s steel eyes raked over her slim, toned body.

“On the desk.”

He lifted her effortlessly, setting her ass on the cool wood. Papers scattered. He shoved her thighs wide, dropping to his knees with predatory grace. No preamble. His mouth sealed over her pussy, tongue dragging slow and filthy through her slick folds.

Iris cried out, fingers clawing into his silver-streaked hair. “Fuck—wait—”

He didn’t wait. Two thick fingers pushed inside her, curling hard against her front wall while his tongue lashed her swollen clit. The wet, obscene sounds of him devouring her filled the office. She was dripping down his chin, hips bucking despite herself.

The orgasm hit her like a freight train. Her sharp green eyes rolled back, thighs clamping around his head as she came with a broken scream, pussy pulsing and gushing against his relentless mouth. He kept licking through every shudder, drawing it out until she was whimpering, oversensitive.

Caspian stood, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand. His cock strained against the front of his tailored trousers—thick, intimidating outline. He freed it with one hand: long, heavy, veined, the head already glistening.

“Open.”

Iris’s mind spun, still reeling from the climax, but her body obeyed. She slid off the desk, dropping to her knees on the marble floor. The cold stone bit into her skin. Caspian gripped her copper hair and fed his cock into her mouth.

He was thick. She gagged as he hit the back of her throat, but he held her there, hips rocking in shallow thrusts while saliva dripped down her chin.

“That’s it. Take Daddy’s cock.”

The word Daddy sent a shameful jolt straight to her cunt. She sucked harder, hollowing her cheeks, tongue swirling under the shaft. Caspian groaned low, steel eyes locked on hers. His balls drew up tight.

He pulled out at the last second, stroking fast. Thick ropes of cum painted her tits and collarbones—hot, sticky, dripping down her nipples in heavy strands. Iris gasped, chest heaving, marked.

Caspian tucked himself away, then pulled her up by the chin. He smeared a thumb through his own cum on her breast and pushed it between her lips.

“Swallow.”

She did, tasting salt and power.

He walked her to the floor-to-ceiling window overlooking the casino. One arm banded around her waist from behind, the other sliding between her legs again. Two fingers plunged back into her soaked cunt while his thumb ground against her clit.

“Look at them down there,” he murmured against her ear, voice dark velvet. “None of them know I just made you come on my tongue and painted your tits with my cum.”

Iris moaned, forehead against the glass. The distant thrum of chips and cards vibrated through the window as he finger-fucked her harder. A second orgasm ripped through her—legs shaking, pussy clenching greedily around his fingers, fresh slick running down her thighs.

Only when she was limp and panting did he withdraw, sucking his fingers clean.

“Thirty nights, Iris. And by the end, you’ll beg me to keep you.”

She stood there naked, cum drying on her chest, pussy throbbing, elevator locked behind her, realizing with dawning horror and dark, unwelcome heat that she already wanted more.


Chapter 2: Padded Penalty

Iris stormed into the master suite behind Caspian, fury burning hot in her chest despite the lingering ache between her thighs from the office. The slinky black dress still clung to her body, the fabric now rumpled and stained with dried cum where he had marked her earlier. Her sharp green eyes flashed with humiliated rage as the heavy door clicked shut, sealing them inside the luxurious penthouse bedroom. Floor-to-ceiling windows overlooked the glittering casino far below, but the soft lighting inside cast everything in intimate shadows—dark silk sheets on the massive bed, a low marble changing table already prepared with supplies, and the faint scent of expensive leather and wood.

“You can’t be serious,” she spat, arms crossed tight over her breasts. “A contract is one thing. This—this is insane.”

Caspian turned slowly, silver-streaked dark hair catching the light, his tailored suit jacket already shrugged off and draped over a chair. His steel eyes pinned her in place, calm and unrelenting. The air felt thicker, charged with his presence.

“Angry already?” he murmured, voice low and velvet-rough. “We’ve barely begun.”

The room smelled of him—cologne and power. Iris’s pulse hammered, equal parts rage and unwanted heat pooling low in her belly. She hated how her nipples tightened against the dress fabric, traitors to her fury. This isn’t me. I’m not some plaything he can just… diaper. The word alone made her cheeks burn with shame, yet her cunt clenched at the memory of his mouth devouring her on the desk.

He stepped closer, towering over her toned frame. “Dress off. Now. Or I’ll rip it off you.”

“You fucking wouldn’t—”

His hands moved fast. Strong fingers hooked the thin straps and yanked downward. The slinky fabric tore with a sharp rip, pooling at her feet. Cool air kissed her bare skin, raising goosebumps across her slim body. She stood in nothing but heels, copper hair tousled, green eyes wide with shock. Caspian’s gaze raked over her—perky breasts, flat stomach from anxious gym hours, smooth shaved pussy still slick from earlier.

“Beautiful,” he said simply, as if appraising property. “And mine for thirty nights.”

Iris’s mind screamed resistance. Fight him. Run. Call for help. But the elevator was locked, the contract signed, and her body—god, her body—betrayed her with fresh wetness trickling down her inner thigh. The perfectionist consultant who controlled every detail of her life was stripped bare, exposed, and trembling with a dark craving she refused to name.

Caspian guided her to the marble changing table, lifting her effortlessly onto the cool surface. Her ass pressed against the padded top, legs dangling. He spread her thighs wide, exposing every inch. Firm hands roamed—squeezing her breasts, pinching nipples until she gasped, then sliding down to cup her pussy.

“Already wet again,” he observed, voice thick. “Your mind fights, but this cunt knows its place.”

Two thick fingers plunged inside her without warning, stretching her slick walls. Iris arched with a choked moan, heels kicking uselessly. The wet squelch of his fingers pumping filled the room as he worked her relentlessly, thumb grinding her swollen clit in tight circles.

“Fuck—stop—I hate you,” she panted, but her hips rocked forward, chasing the pleasure.

“You don’t hate this,” Caspian growled, adding a third finger, curling hard against her G-spot. “Look at you dripping all over my hand like a desperate little slut.”

The orgasm crashed over her without mercy. Iris cried out, thighs quaking, pussy clamping and gushing around his fingers in rhythmic spasms. Clear slick squirted onto his wrist as she came hard, vision whitening at the edges. He didn’t stop, milking every shudder until she was whimpering, oversensitive and breathless.

Only then did he withdraw, sucking his fingers clean with deliberate slowness. “Good start.”

He reached for the supplies. A thick adult diaper—white, padded, discreet but unmistakably bulky—unfolded with a loud crinkle that echoed in the suite. The sound sent a fresh wave of humiliation through Iris, her cheeks flaming. Cool air still teased her bare, freshly orgasmed pussy as Caspian lifted her hips and slid the diaper underneath.

His hands were firm, professional yet possessive, powdering her sensitive skin. Soft talc scent bloomed in the air, sweet and intimate, dusting her ass, inner thighs, and mound. The cool powder contrasted with the heat of his palms rubbing it in, massaging every fold until she squirmed.

“Feel that?” he asked, voice low. “This is your new reality. No more control. No more hiding behind your perfect little life.”

Iris’s interior war raged. This is degrading. Humiliating. Why is my clit throbbing again? The psychologist part of her brain knew exactly what he was doing—stripping her agency layer by layer—but the secret yearning for release, for someone else to carry the weight, grew louder with every touch.

Caspian folded the thick padding up between her legs. The crinkle of it being taped snug around her waist filled her ears—loud, unmistakable, sealing her in. The bulky unfamiliar pressure pressed firmly against her pussy and ass, a constant, crinkling reminder. It was thick, forcing her thighs slightly apart, the soft absorbent material molding to her still-sensitive folds.

He inspected every inch, running fingers along the leg cuffs, pressing the front to check the fit. “Perfect. Snug enough to remind you who owns this cunt now.”

Iris lay there, chest heaving, the diaper crinkling with every shift. The talc scent clung to her skin, mixing with her own arousal. Shame burned hot, but so did arousal—her nipples diamond-hard, fresh slick already soaking into the padding.

Caspian stripped off his shirt, revealing a powerful, mature body—chiseled chest dusted with silver hair, thick arms corded with muscle. His cock sprang free as he dropped his trousers: heavy, veined, already rock-hard and leaking at the tip.

“On your back. Legs up.”

He positioned her on the changing table, knees pushed to her chest, the thick diaper crinkling loudly as he exposed her again by pulling the front down just enough. Without another word, he slicked his cock with her juices and pushed inside her pussy in one deep thrust.

Iris moaned loudly, the stretch intense with the padding bunched around her. He fucked her hard, hips slamming forward, balls slapping against the crinkling diaper with every punishing stroke. The table rocked. Her breasts bounced. The sensory overload—cool marble at her back, thick padding rubbing her clit with every thrust, his massive cock splitting her open—drove her wild.

“Take it,” Caspian growled, pounding deeper, bottoming out against her cervix. “This padded cunt belongs to Daddy now.”

The filthy words pushed her over. Iris came again with a scream, pussy convulsing around his thrusting dick, fresh cream coating his shaft and soaking the diaper material. Her green eyes rolled back, copper hair sticking to sweat-damp skin.

Caspian didn’t slow. He railed her through it, grunting with effort, sweat gleaming on his silver-streaked temples. Finally, he buried himself to the hilt and came with a deep groan. Thick ropes of hot cum erupted inside her, flooding her pussy, spilling out around his cock and leaking heavily into the waiting diaper as he pumped every drop.

He stayed buried, grinding slow as the last spurts emptied his balls. Cum dripped visibly from her stretched hole, absorbed into the thick padding.

Pulling out, he refastened the diaper snugly, trapping his cum inside against her dripping cunt. The crinkle sounded final. He lifted her off the table and wrapped a black silk robe around her shoulders, the fabric whispering over the bulky padding.

Iris stood on shaky legs, the diaper forcing her stance wide, every movement producing soft crinkles. The unfamiliar bulk pressed constantly, warm and wet with his cum and her own juices. Unwanted heat stirred again between her thighs, her body already craving more despite the humiliation burning in her chest.

Caspian cupped her chin, steel eyes locking onto hers. “This stays on until Daddy says otherwise. Understand?”


Chapter 3: Locked Routine

Iris shifted restlessly on the oversized bed, the thick diaper crinkling loudly with every small movement. The bulky padding pressed firmly between her thighs, warm and heavy from Caspian’s cum still trapped inside against her pussy. Hours had passed since the changing table, yet the unfamiliar bulk made her ache—constant pressure on her clit, the soft absorbent material now slightly swollen and damp. She paced the master suite in the black silk robe, copper hair loose around her shoulders, sharp green eyes narrowed in frustration. Every step produced that humiliating crinkle, forcing her toned legs slightly apart.

The plush carpet under her bare feet felt too soft, too yielding, contrasting the rigid control the diaper imposed. Dim lighting from recessed fixtures cast long shadows across the penthouse, the city skyline twinkling far below through the one-way glass. Her body betrayed her again—nipples tight, fresh slick mixing with his dried seed, turning the padding into a warm, sticky reminder.

This can’t be my life. I’m a corporate consultant, not… this. Yet the ache wasn’t just discomfort. A dark pulse of heat built low in her belly, her mind replaying how hard she’d come while he fucked her on the table, cum leaking into the very diaper she now wore.

Caspian entered from the adjoining room, still in tailored trousers and a crisp white shirt unbuttoned at the collar. Silver-streaked hair perfectly styled, steel eyes locking onto her with calm authority. “Restless already, little one?”

“I need to move. I need my phone. This thing—” She gestured angrily at the bulky padding visible where the robe parted. “—is ridiculous.”

He crossed the room in measured steps, deep voice rolling over her like warm thunder. “The schedule starts now. Padded at all times. Limited movement in the penthouse. You eat when I feed you. You rest where I place you.”

Iris’s heart hammered. “I’m not a prisoner.”

“You signed the contract.” He took her wrist gently but firmly, guiding her down onto the plush carpet in the center of the living area. The soft fibers cushioned her padded bottom as she sat, the diaper compressing with a loud crinkle. Cool air from the vents teased her bare legs while the robe slipped open.

She tried to stand. His hand on her shoulder pressed her back down. “Floor time. Stay.”

The carpet felt luxurious under her ass, thick and yielding, yet the padding forced her into a wide, vulnerable stance. Humiliation burned her cheeks even as arousal stirred again.

Caspian retrieved a large specialized bottle from a side cabinet—sleek, medical-grade, filled with warm nutrient liquid. He sat on the low leather couch, legs spread, and pulled her between them on the floor. “Drink.”

“I can feed myself—”

His fingers tilted her chin up. “Good girls stay padded and obedient. Bad girls get tighter.” The warning sent a shiver through her.

Reluctantly, she parted her lips. The warm liquid flowed steadily as he held the bottle for her. It tasted faintly sweet, filling her mouth and sliding down her throat. The act felt intimate, degrading, yet his deep voice praising her—“That’s it, slow sips”—made her pussy clench inside the soaked padding.

Halfway through, he set the bottle aside and opened his trousers. His thick cock sprang free, heavy and veined, already hardening. “Keep drinking while you suck.”

Iris’s mind rebelled—This is too much, too fast—but her body leaned forward, lips wrapping around the head of his dick. The warm liquid continued trickling down her throat as she bobbed, tongue swirling the underside. Caspian groaned low, one hand in her copper hair guiding her rhythm while the other held the bottle steady.

The dual act overwhelmed her senses: warm fluid filling her belly, thick cock stretching her mouth, the constant crinkle of her diaper as she shifted on the plush carpet. Saliva dripped down her chin, mixing with pre-cum.

“Deeper,” he commanded, pushing her head down until her nose pressed against his groin. She gagged but took him, throat contracting around his length.

He fucked her face with controlled thrusts, bottle still tilted, until his balls tightened. With a deep grunt, Caspian came hard—thick ropes of cum spurting directly down her throat. Iris swallowed convulsively, choking slightly as hot semen flooded her mouth, some leaking from the corners of her lips. He held her there through every pulse, milking his orgasm completely.

Pulling out, he wiped the excess cum across her lips. “Good girl.”

Iris gasped, belly full, mouth tasting of him, cheeks flushed. The bottle emptied moments later. She felt stuffed, owned, the padded bottom pressing into the soft carpet as she sat back on her heels.

Caspian stood, lifting her effortlessly onto his lap on the couch. The silk robe fell open completely. He untaped the front of her diaper with deliberate slowness, the loud crinkle filling the room. Cool air hit her cum-soaked pussy, still puffy from earlier.

“Inspection time.”

His firm fingers spread her folds, inspecting the mess he’d left. Two digits pushed inside her slick cunt, stirring the combined fluids. Iris moaned, head falling back against his shoulder, the plush carpet now far below as he held her open.

“You’re dripping, pet. My cum looks good leaking from this hole.”

He added a third finger, stretching her, curling against her front wall while his thumb circled her clit. The wet, filthy sounds mixed with her whimpers. Psychological surrender crept in—her sharp mind fracturing under the relentless dominance, the secret yearning for release blooming into desperate need.

“Please…” she whispered, hating how broken she sounded.

“Please what?”

“Make me come.”

Caspian’s deep voice chuckled darkly. “Since you asked so nicely.”

He positioned her on all fours on the wide couch, diaper pulled down to her knees like shackles. The plush cushions supported her knees while her padded bottom remained partially encased. He slicked his cock—still hard—and rubbed the head along her dripping slit.

Then he thrust in deep.

Iris cried out as his thick dick split her open, bottoming out in one stroke. The angle hit perfectly, his heavy balls slapping her clit with every powerful drive. He fucked her hard, hands gripping her hips, the couch creaking under the force. Each thrust made the loose diaper crinkle wildly around her thighs.

“Take Daddy’s cock,” he growled, pounding faster. “This is your routine now—padded, fed, and fucked whenever I want.”

The pressure built rapidly. Iris’s green eyes squeezed shut, copper hair swinging as her body rocked. The carpet was visible below if she looked, a soft reminder of her place. Her orgasm exploded without warning—pussy clamping down hard around his thrusting shaft, gushing fresh cream that squirted around his cock and soaked the diaper beneath her. She screamed, thighs shaking violently, waves of pleasure crashing through her toned body.

Caspian didn’t stop. He railed her through the climax, grunting with effort, sweat glistening on his chiseled chest. Finally, he buried himself to the hilt and came again—hot spurts flooding her cunt, overflowing and dripping in thick white strands down her thighs onto the couch and diaper.

He stayed inside her, grinding slow, letting her feel every twitch and spurt. When he pulled out, cum poured from her stretched hole, immediately caught and absorbed by the thick padding as he refastened it snugly.

The click of a locking plastic cover sounded as he secured a clear, rigid chastity shield over the front of the diaper. It locked with a final, ominous snap, pressing everything tight against her leaking pussy.

“Locked in,” he murmured against her ear.

Iris collapsed onto the carpet on her side, panting, the plush fibers cradling her padded bottom. The locking cover made every shift produce a new, restrictive crinkle. Warm liquid from the bottle still sat heavy in her belly, his cum trapped inside her and the diaper. Unwanted heat stirred again despite exhaustion—her body adapting faster than her mind.

Caspian stroked her hair, voice calm and commanding. “This is the routine. You’ll learn it well.”

She reached absently for her phone on the nearby table—only to find it gone. Her eyes darted to the windows. One-way glass. No handles. No way to signal the world below. The realization hit like cold water: she was truly sealed in his world now, padded, locked, and owned.


Chapter 4: Casino Eyes

Iris stood at the edge of the private observation deck, heart pounding against her ribs. The long black wool coat Caspian had draped over her shoulders brushed her bare knees, luxurious and heavy, but underneath she wore nothing except the thick, locked diaper. Its bulky padding forced her thighs apart in a subtle waddle, crinkling softly with every nervous shift. Through the floor-to-ceiling glass, the underground casino sprawled below like a glittering jewel box—green felt tables, spinning roulette wheels, and well-dressed high-rollers moving with calculated confidence. Vibrations from the floor below hummed through the reinforced glass, a constant low thrum that traveled up her legs and into the padded crotch pressed tight against her still-sensitive pussy.

Nerves twisted in her stomach, sharp and electric. Yet beneath the anxiety, a dark thrill bloomed. The world she had lost—her old life of control, deadlines, and calculated risks—played out right beneath her feet while she stood hidden, exposed in the most intimate way.

Caspian stepped behind her, his tall frame radiating heat. His tailored suit jacket was unbuttoned, silver-streaked hair catching the low accent lighting. One large hand settled possessively on her lower back, then slid down to press firmly against the padded bulk between her legs. The pressure made the soaked material squish against her clit, sending a jolt of unwanted pleasure through her core.

“Feel them down there?” he murmured, voice deep and commanding. “All those powerful men chasing fortunes. None of them know I have something far more valuable right here.”

Iris’s breath hitched. The contrast was maddening—the soft, expensive wool of the coat against her naked skin, the luxurious fabric whispering over the constant, humiliating crinkle of thick padding. Cool air from the ventilation system teased her bare thighs where the coat ended, while the locked plastic shield over her diaper kept everything trapped: Caspian’s earlier cum, her own slick, the heavy fullness that reminded her constantly of her new status.

This is insane. Anyone could look up. I’m a respected consultant, not some secret padded whore on display. Yet her nipples tightened painfully against the coat lining, and fresh heat flooded the already-damp padding. Her sharp mind fought, but her body surrendered inch by inch to the exposure, the control, the dark freedom of being completely owned.

“Open the coat,” Caspian ordered, lips brushing her ear.

Her fingers trembled as she obeyed, parting the front. Cool air kissed her breasts and stomach. From this height, the casino floor felt both distant and dangerously close. A croupier’s voice carried faintly through hidden speakers. Chips clacked. Laughter rose. Caspian’s hand pressed harder on the diaper, rubbing in slow circles that made the crinkling louder in the quiet deck.

“Beautiful view, isn’t it?” he said calmly. “Your old world. And now you watch it from mine.”

Iris swallowed hard. “Someone might see…”

“That’s the point, little one.” His fingers dug into the padding, pressing the soaked material firmly against her swollen clit. “The risk makes your cunt drip, doesn’t it?”

She moaned softly despite herself, hips twitching forward into his touch. The vibrations from the casino below traveled through the glass into her bare feet, syncing with the pulse between her legs.

Caspian turned her to face him, steel eyes dark with hunger. He pushed the coat fully open, exposing her slim, toned body completely to the glass. Then he spun her back toward the view and bent her forward, hands braced on the cool glass. The coat bunched around her waist like a useless curtain. He yanked the locking plastic shield open with a decisive click and untaped the front of the diaper just enough to free her dripping pussy while the thick back remained bunched under her ass.

“Keep watching them,” he growled.

Iris stared down at the gaming floor, breath fogging the glass. Behind her, she heard the metallic sound of his belt, then the heavy heat of his thick cock slapping against her ass cheek. He rubbed the fat head up and down her slick folds, coating himself in her arousal and the remnants of previous loads.

Without warning, he thrust forward, burying his cock deep into her cunt in one powerful stroke.

Iris cried out, the sound echoing in the observation deck. The stretch was intense—his thick dick splitting her open, bottoming out against her cervix while the bulky diaper crinkled wildly around her thighs. Caspian gripped her hips and began fucking her hard, deep, relentless strokes that made her breasts bounce and her palms slide on the glass.

“Fuck— Caspian—” she gasped, but the name dissolved into a moan as he pounded her.

“Wrong name,” he grunted, slamming deeper. “Who owns this padded cunt?”

“Daddy—” The word slipped out broken and needy. “Daddy owns it.”

The casino thrummed below them. Vibrations traveled up through the glass into her arms as he railed her. Each thrust pushed her hips forward, the crinkling padding rubbing her clit with filthy friction. The luxury coat hung open, framing her nakedness like obscene theater while the world continued gambling beneath her.

Caspian reached around and found her clit, rubbing tight circles while his cock plowed her soaked hole. The wet slapping sounds mixed with the distant casino noise—obscene and perfect.

Iris’s orgasm built fast and vicious. Her sharp green eyes widened, staring at the high-rollers below as pleasure crested. “I’m coming—fuck—I’m coming so hard—”

Her pussy clamped down like a vice around his thrusting dick, spasming violently. Clear slick gushed around his shaft, soaking the front of the open diaper and dripping down her thighs. Her whole body shuddered, legs shaking, vision blurring as wave after wave ripped through her. She pressed her forehead to the cool glass, moaning loudly while the casino continued oblivious below.

Caspian fucked her through every contraction, grunting with effort, balls slapping her clit. Then he buried himself to the hilt and came with a deep, possessive groan. Thick, hot ropes of cum erupted inside her, flooding her cunt in powerful spurts. She felt every jet—hot pulses painting her walls, overflowing immediately and leaking heavily around his cock into the waiting diaper below.

He kept grinding through his orgasm, milking every drop, ensuring her pussy was stuffed and dripping. When he finally pulled out, a thick white stream of cum poured from her stretched hole, soaking the diaper material as he quickly refastened it snugly, trapping the mess against her throbbing sex.

The locking plastic cover clicked back into place.

Iris panted against the glass, legs weak, coat hanging open, the contrast of elegant wool against the bulky, cum-filled padding more humiliating and arousing than ever. Caspian smoothed the coat closed around her, then pressed his hand firmly over the crinkling front, rubbing the fresh load into the padding.

“They have no idea what’s mine now.”

A movement below caught her eye. One high-roller—a distinguished man in a dark suit—paused at a poker table and looked straight up toward the observation deck. His gaze lingered for a long, terrifying second, as if he could almost see through the glass to the copper-haired woman trembling in nothing but a long coat and a thoroughly used diaper.

Iris froze, heart hammering with fresh terror and shameful excitement as the man’s eyes narrowed, searching.


Chapter 5: Burning Discipline

Iris stormed across the penthouse living room, rebellion burning hot in her veins. The thick diaper crinkled loudly with every angry step, the locked plastic shield pressing the cum-soaked padding tight against her pussy. She’d waited until Caspian stepped into his office for a call, then frantically worked at the tapes, desperate to remove the humiliating bulk. The locking cover had held firm, but she’d managed to loosen one side, exposing her skin for precious seconds before his deep voice cut through the air behind her.

“Trying to take what belongs to me?”

She froze, copper hair whipping as she spun. Caspian stood in the doorway, silver-streaked dark hair immaculate, steel eyes narrowed with calm fury. His tailored shirt sleeves were rolled up, revealing powerful forearms. The air thickened instantly.

“You can’t keep me like this,” Iris snapped, voice shaking with defiance even as fresh slick betrayed her. “I’m not your fucking toy.”

Caspian crossed the room in three strides, towering over her toned frame. Without a word, he grabbed her wrist and marched her to the wide leather armchair. He sat, pulling her face-down across his lap in one smooth motion. The silk robe rode up, exposing the loosened diaper and her bare ass cheeks. Cool air kissed her skin for only a heartbeat before his large palm cracked down hard.

The sharp sting of bare-hand impact exploded across her right cheek. Iris gasped, body jerking. Heat bloomed immediately, radiating outward.

“Bad girls get punished,” he said, voice low and steady. “Count them aloud for Daddy.”

“Fuck you,” she hissed, but another hard smack landed on the left cheek, harder this time. The sound echoed sharply.

“Count.”

Tears pricked her sharp green eyes. Humiliation warred with a dark, throbbing heat between her thighs. I’m a grown woman, a professional—why is this making me so wet? Her mind screamed resistance, but her body softened, ass lifting slightly toward his hand despite the pain.

Caspian’s palm rained down in a steady rhythm. Ten. Fifteen. Twenty. Each impact sent fire across her ass, the heat building into a deep, glowing burn that spread to her pussy. The diaper crinkled wildly under his arm as she squirmed. Tears spilled down her cheeks, mixing with the unwanted arousal dripping from her cunt.

“Twenty-three… twenty-four…” she choked out, voice breaking. Her toned ass glowed bright red, every nerve ending alive and screaming. The contrast between the sharp sting and the soothing warmth afterward made her clit throb painfully against the padding.

By thirty, Iris was sobbing quietly, body limp across his lap. Caspian paused, his rough palm rubbing slow circles over the punished flesh. The heat radiated intensely, pulsing with her heartbeat. His fingers dipped lower, pressing the soaked diaper against her dripping folds.

“Soaking wet,” he murmured. “Your cunt doesn’t lie, little one.”

Iris whimpered, shame flooding her as fresh tears fell. The rebellion cracked. That secret yearning for release—for someone strong enough to break her control—rose stronger than ever. Her body betrayed her completely, hips grinding subtly against his thigh.

Caspian untaped the ruined diaper fully, letting it fall open. Cool air hit her overheated, dripping pussy and glowing red ass. He applied a generous amount of soothing cream, his firm hands massaging it into her punished cheeks with slow, deliberate strokes. The cool cream contrasted beautifully with the burning heat, making her moan despite herself. His fingers teased between her cheeks, circling her tight asshole before sliding lower to spread her slick pussy lips.

“Such a pretty, needy hole,” he growled.

He shifted her slightly, freeing his thick cock from his trousers. The heavy length slapped against her red ass. Caspian coated himself in her dripping arousal, then pressed the fat head against her cunt.

“Beg for it.”

Iris’s mind fractured. Pride warred with desperate need. “Please… Daddy… fuck me.”

He thrust in deep, burying every inch in one powerful stroke. Iris cried out as his thick dick split her open, stretching her slick walls while her reddened ass cheeks burned against his lap. He fucked her hard from below, hips snapping upward, driving into her with punishing force. The wet, obscene sounds of her soaked cunt taking his cock filled the room—loud squelching mixed with the slap of his balls against her.

Each thrust ground her clit against his thigh and reignited the fire in her spanked ass. Pain and pleasure blurred into one overwhelming wave. Iris’s tears flowed freely, soaking the leather as she moaned brokenly.

Caspian gripped her hips, railing her relentlessly. “This is what happens when you disobey. You get spanked raw and fucked like the padded slut you are.”

The orgasm slammed into her without mercy. Iris screamed, pussy convulsing violently around his pounding cock. Her walls milked him in powerful spasms, fresh cream gushing out around his shaft and dripping down his balls. Her whole body shuddered, legs kicking, red ass clenching as wave after wave crashed through her. The heat from her punished cheeks only intensified the climax, making it sharper, deeper.

Caspian didn’t slow. He fucked her through it, grunting with raw effort, sweat glistening on his chiseled chest. Finally, he buried himself to the hilt and came with a deep, possessive roar. Thick ropes of hot cum erupted inside her, flooding her cunt in heavy spurts. Iris felt every pulse—hot jets painting her walls, overflowing immediately and leaking out around his thick cock onto his lap and the discarded diaper.

He kept grinding through his orgasm, ensuring every drop filled her. When he finally pulled out, a thick white river of cum poured from her stretched, gaping hole, dripping messily onto the leather and the open diaper beneath her.

Caspian breathed heavily, then lifted her gently. He laid her on her stomach on the wide ottoman, ass raised. With careful hands, he cleaned her, then applied more soothing cream to the glowing red cheeks, massaging it in with long, tender strokes that made her whimper softly. The heat radiated beautifully under his touch, pain melting into warm submission.

He slid a fresh, thick diaper underneath her, powdering her sensitive skin with soft talc that bloomed sweetly in the air. His hands were firm yet caring as he folded the padding up and taped it snugly around her hips. The bulky pressure returned, pressing his fresh cum deep against her throbbing pussy. He clicked the locking plastic cover into place with finality.

Iris lay there, face buried in her arms, ass glowing, body spent and owned. The rebellion had burned away, leaving only trembling vulnerability. She whispered the words for the first time, voice small and broken.

“Sorry…”

Caspian stroked her copper hair, steel eyes soft with dark satisfaction. “Good girl. We’re just getting started.”


Chapter 6: Title of Surrender

Iris lay curled on the oversized daybed in the penthouse living room, every shift sending fresh sparks of heat through her still-glowing ass. The thick, freshly locked diaper cradled her sore cheeks, the padding slightly swollen from Caspian’s cum and her own cream from the punishment fuck. Her toned body ached in the most intimate ways—reddened skin radiating warmth beneath the absorbent layers, muscles loose and heavy with humbled exhaustion. Copper hair spilled across the silk pillow as she breathed slowly, sharp green eyes half-lidded in reluctant dependence.

She felt small. Not weak—never that—but stripped of the armor she had worn for years. The corporate consultant who once commanded boardrooms now waited for permission to move, her pussy and ass still throbbing from the spanking and subsequent claiming.

Caspian approached carrying a large specialized bottle filled with warm, nutrient-rich milk. His silver-streaked hair caught the low golden light, tailored shirt open at the collar to reveal the hard planes of his chest. He sat beside her and effortlessly gathered her into his lap, cradling her padded form against his strong chest and arms. The contrast was overwhelming—his powerful body supporting her completely while the bulky diaper crinkled softly between them.

“Time for your feeding, little one,” he murmured, voice deep and calm. “Open.”

Iris hesitated only a second before parting her lips. The soft silicone nipple slipped into her mouth, warm milk flowing steadily as she began to suck in slow, rhythmic pulls. The liquid was perfectly heated, sliding down her throat and filling her belly with soothing fullness. His free hand stroked her back in long, possessive sweeps, occasionally pressing firmly on the padded bulk over her ass.

The sucking motion felt strangely intimate—each pull drawing praise from him.

“Good girl,” Caspian whispered against her ear, breath hot. “Such a perfect, obedient pet when you try.”

Her mind rebelled even as her body melted. I’m not supposed to need this. I’m not supposed to crave his voice like this. Yet every drop of warm milk and every whispered praise chipped away at her resistance. The rhythmic sucking synced with her heartbeat, her sore ass nestled securely in the thick padding against his thigh.

“Address me properly while you drink,” he instructed. “No more Caspian. Only one title now.”

She pulled off the nipple with a wet pop. “I can’t just—”

His hand cracked lightly against the padded seat of her diaper, reigniting the burn. “Try again.”

Iris whimpered, cheeks flushing. “Daddy… please.”

The word felt foreign and dangerously right on her tongue. Caspian rewarded her immediately, pressing the nipple back between her lips and cradling her closer. “That’s my good girl. Keep sucking for Daddy.”

She drank deeply, the warm milk pooling in her stomach as his strong arms rocked her gently. The sensory cocoon—soft silicone against her tongue, rhythmic swallowing, his deep voice and powerful embrace—wrapped around her defenses until they began to crack.

After the bottle was empty, Caspian set it aside and turned her in his lap so she straddled his thighs, facing him. The diaper crinkled loudly as he pulled her close, mouth claiming hers in a deep, possessive kiss. His hands roamed over the padded bulk, squeezing her sore ass through the thick layers.

“You’re learning,” he praised against her lips. “Say it again, pet. Louder.”

“Daddy,” she breathed, voice trembling but clearer.

He groaned in approval, reaching down to open the locking cover and untape the front of her diaper. Cool air hit her dripping pussy, but he didn’t touch it. Instead, he slicked two fingers generously with lube from a nearby bottle and reached behind her, circling her tight asshole.

“Tonight we reward proper titles with proper use,” he said darkly. “This ass is going to take every inch while you call me Daddy.”

Iris’s breath hitched, but she didn’t pull away. The humiliation and need twisted together as his thick fingers pressed inside her, stretching the tight ring with slow, careful scissoring. The burn was intense, but the lube made it slick and filthy. He worked her open patiently, adding a third finger until she was panting and rocking back onto his hand.

“Ready for Daddy’s cock?”

“Yes… Daddy,” she whispered, the title coming easier now.

Caspian lifted her, positioned his thick, rock-hard cock at her lubed asshole, and slowly lowered her onto him. The fat head breached her ring, stretching her wide. Iris moaned loudly as inch after thick inch sank into her ass, the burn blooming into deep, full pressure. When he bottomed out, balls pressed against her diapered pussy, she felt impossibly stuffed.

“Fuck—Daddy—you’re so big,” she gasped.

He held her there, letting her adjust, strong arms cradling her padded form. Then he began to move—slow at first, then building into deep, powerful strokes that lifted her and brought her down hard on his dick. The diaper crinkled wildly around her thighs with every thrust. Her sore, reddened ass cheeks bounced against his lap, reigniting the heat from the spanking.

Caspian fucked her ass harder, hips snapping upward, plowing deep into her tight hole. “That’s it. Ride Daddy’s cock. Tell me who owns this ass.”

“You do, Daddy!” The words spilled out broken and needy as pleasure built in dark, unfamiliar waves. The fullness in her ass, the constant pressure on her prostate-like spot, the way her clit rubbed against the front of the open diaper with every bounce—it was overwhelming.

Her orgasm crashed over her without warning. Iris screamed, body seizing as her ass clenched rhythmically around his pounding cock. No direct touch to her pussy, yet she came hard—hands-free, shuddering violently in his arms, fresh slick gushing into the diaper while her asshole milked him in powerful spasms. Tears of overwhelming pleasure mixed with the remnants of earlier ones.

Caspian growled in triumph and fucked her through it, railing her ass with deep, bottoming-out strokes that made her see stars. The wet, filthy sound of lube and flesh filled the room. Finally, he buried himself to the hilt and came with a guttural moan. Thick ropes of hot cum erupted deep inside her ass, flooding her with heavy spurts. She felt every pulse—hot jets painting her insides as his balls emptied completely.

He kept her impaled, grinding slow through the aftershocks, letting the cum stay deep. When he finally lifted her off, a thick white trickle leaked from her stretched, gaping asshole, immediately caught by the fresh diaper as he refastened it snugly around her.

Iris collapsed against his chest, panting, ass full and throbbing, mind hazy with surrender. The title slipped out unprompted, soft and genuine against his neck.

“Daddy…”


Chapter 7: Night Bonds

Iris lay in the vast, dimly lit master suite, the penthouse wrapped in near-total darkness except for the faint city glow filtering through the one-way glass. Exhaustion weighed heavy on her toned limbs, every muscle sore from the day’s relentless training and the deep anal claiming that had left her ass pleasantly aching. The thick diaper cradled her, swollen and warm with the mixed evidence of their earlier play, its bulk a constant, comforting pressure between her thighs. Strangely, she felt safe—safer than she had in years—nestled in the dark with Caspian’s presence filling the room like a protective shadow. The corporate woman who once feared vulnerability now found an unsettling peace in total surrender.

Caspian moved through the shadows, silver-streaked hair catching faint light as he approached the oversized bed. He wore only black lounge pants, his powerful chest bare. “Come here, little one. Night routine.”

She crawled to him without thinking, the diaper crinkling softly. He lifted her effortlessly into his arms, cradling her padded form against his warm skin. His scent—cologne, musk, and man—wrapped around her like a blanket.

“You’ve been so good today,” he murmured, lips brushing her temple. “But nights are for complete control.”

The specialized restraint system waited on the far side of the room: a reinforced platform with thick, padded leather straps, monitoring sensors embedded in the padding, and a heavy locking mechanism. It looked medical yet luxurious—designed for total immobilization while keeping her padded and accessible.

Iris’s heart quickened as he laid her down on her back atop the cool platform. The plush base conformed to her body. Caspian’s strong hands worked methodically, threading the first wide strap across her chest, just below her breasts, pulling it tight. The leather creaked as it cinched, pressing her firmly into the padding.

“Too tight?” he asked, testing the give.

“No… Daddy,” she whispered, the title still new on her tongue but growing easier.

He smiled darkly and continued. Straps went over her shoulders, around her waist—directly over the thick diaper—and down each thigh, locking the bulky padding even tighter against her pussy and ass. The tight straps over thick padding created an immobilizing security that made her breath hitch. She tested the bonds; she could wiggle her fingers and toes but nothing more. The hum of monitoring devices filled the quiet room—soft beeps tracking her heart rate, temperature, and wetness sensors inside the diaper.

The sensation was overwhelming: complete helplessness wrapped in soft, secure padding. Her mind, usually racing with plans and fears, quieted under the weight of the bonds. This should terrify me. Instead… I feel held. Body betrayal had become routine now, her pussy already growing slick again inside the locked layers.

Caspian stepped back to admire his work, steel eyes gleaming. “Look at you. Completely mine. No escape. No choices. Just my padded property for the night.”

Iris shivered, nipples tightening. “I… I feel so full already. The straps make the diaper press everywhere.”

“Good. That’s the point.” He leaned down, pressing slow, deliberate inspection kisses across her body—forehead, lips, throat, each nipple—sucking gently until she whimpered. His mouth traveled lower, kissing the strapped waistband of the diaper, then the thick crotch where the sensors hummed.

He untaped the front of the diaper with deliberate care, folding it open while the waist and thigh straps kept her perfectly positioned and exposed. Cool air kissed her slick, puffy pussy and the still-sensitive ring of her asshole. Caspian’s thick cock was already hard, tenting his pants. He freed it, the heavy length slapping against her mound.

“Tonight Daddy’s going to fuck you deep while you’re bound. You’ll feel every thrust and know you can’t move away.”

Iris moaned, pulling uselessly at the straps. “Please… I need it.”

He slicked his cock with her abundant wetness, then pushed the fat head inside her cunt in one long, slow thrust. The stretch was exquisite—thick inches splitting her open while the tight restraints kept her body arched and helpless. He bottomed out, balls pressed against her ass, and paused to let her feel the fullness.

“Fuck, you’re tight even after everything,” he growled.

Then he began to move. Deep, powerful strokes that rocked the entire restraint platform. The straps held her immobile as he fucked her hard, hips slamming forward with wet, obscene sounds. Each thrust made the diaper crinkle loudly around her thighs and the sensors beep faster. Her breasts bounced with every impact, nipples aching.

Caspian gripped the sides of the platform for leverage and railed her relentlessly. “Take Daddy’s cock. This cunt belongs to me now.”

The angle hit her G-spot perfectly with every plunge. Iris’s sharp green eyes rolled back, moans turning into desperate cries as the orgasm built like a tidal wave. The immobilizing bonds amplified everything—the inability to thrust back, to close her legs, to do anything except take it.

“I’m— I’m going to come— Daddy!”

Her climax exploded violently. Pussy clamped down hard around his pounding dick, spasming in powerful contractions. Fresh cream gushed around his shaft, soaking the open diaper beneath her as her whole body shuddered and strained against the tight straps. The sensors hummed louder, recording every spike. She came so hard her vision whited out, tears leaking from the corners of her eyes, thighs trembling uselessly in their bonds.

Caspian fucked her through the orgasm without mercy, grunting with effort, sweat gleaming on his chiseled torso. The platform creaked under the force of his thrusts. Finally, he buried himself to the hilt and came with a deep, possessive groan. Thick ropes of hot cum erupted inside her, flooding her cunt in heavy, pulsing spurts. She felt every jet—hot seed painting her walls, overflowing immediately and leaking messily into the waiting diaper material as he kept grinding through his release, emptying his balls completely.

When he finally pulled out, a thick white river of cum poured from her stretched hole, soaking the padding. Caspian carefully refastened the thick diaper, taping it snugly and pressing the locking cover back into place. He tightened every strap one final time, ensuring the wet, cum-filled padding was sealed tight against her throbbing sex and ass.

The hum of the monitors settled into a steady rhythm as he leaned over her bound form, pressing one last soft kiss to her forehead.

“Sleep tight, my padded property.”

Exhausted, floating in the afterglow of intense orgasm and total immobilization, Iris drifted into sleep. In her dreams, there was no fiancé waiting at the altar—only Caspian’s steel eyes, his commanding voice, and the overwhelming feeling of being forever owned. The old life faded further with every breath.


Chapter 8: Ghosts of the Past

Iris sat on the edge of the daybed, the thick diaper crinkling under her as she stared at the monitored tablet Caspian had left within reach. The screen glowed with notifications—old messages from her fiancé, Marcus, that the system had pulled from her synced accounts. “Where are you?” “The wedding planner called again.” “I love you. Come home.” Each word twisted like a knife in her chest, stirring conflict that made her stomach churn. Copper hair fell across her sharp green eyes, which now glistened with unshed tears. The penthouse felt smaller, the one-way windows pressing in as the casino lights twinkled far below.

Her body still hummed from the overnight restraints—sore in the best and worst ways, the padded bulk warm and heavy between her thighs, soaked with Caspian’s cum from the deep fucking. She should feel guilty. She should be planning escape. Instead, a dark, possessive heat bloomed low in her belly at the thought of Caspian’s steel eyes claiming her completely.

Marcus never made me feel like this. Safe. Owned. Broken open. The perfectionist consultant who had built her life on control now craved the very chains that bound her.

Caspian entered from the office, silver-streaked hair perfectly styled, wearing a crisp white shirt with sleeves rolled up. His presence filled the room instantly. He saw the tablet in her hands and his expression darkened with knowing satisfaction.

“Ghosts still haunting you, little one?” he asked, voice low and velvet-rough.

Iris looked up, conflicted tears spilling over. “He’s still waiting. Still thinks I’m coming back for the wedding. I… I don’t know what I’m doing anymore.”

Caspian crossed to her in two strides, taking the tablet and scrolling through the messages with deliberate slowness. “Look at these pathetic pleas. He never deserved you.” His hand slid into her copper hair, gripping firmly but not painfully. “Time to choose, pet. Out loud. Who owns this padded cunt now?”

The jealousy trigger hit hard. Iris’s breath hitched as fresh slick flooded the diaper. “You can’t just—”

He pulled her across his lap on the wide leather couch before she could finish. The silk robe flipped up, exposing the thick diaper. His large palm cracked down hard on the padded seat—jealous spanking mixed with pleasure, the impact muffled yet stinging through the layers, reigniting the burn from previous punishments.

“Count and answer me,” he growled.

Smack. Smack. Smack.

Tears flowed freely down her heated cheeks, mixing with the unwanted arousal dripping into the padding. Each strike sent jolts straight to her clit. “One… two… Daddy, please—”

“Wrong answer.” He yanked the locking cover open and untaped the front of the diaper roughly, exposing her soaked pussy and ass. Cool air hit her slick folds as his hand came down directly on bare skin—sharp, skin-on-skin stings that made her cry out. The heat radiated intensely across her cheeks.

“Say it,” he demanded between strikes. “Who owns you?”

“You do!” she sobbed, voice breaking. “Daddy owns me!”

The spanking continued, turning her ass bright red while his fingers dipped between her thighs, rubbing her swollen clit in tight, cruel circles. Intense combined stimulation—pain blooming into pleasure—drove her wild. Tears streamed down her face, dripping onto the leather as her hips bucked desperately against his hand.

Caspian’s deep voice stayed steady. “Louder. Tell the tablet who you belong to. I’m recording this.”

He hit record on the device. Iris’s mind fractured completely under the onslaught. The old life, the fiancé, the wedding—all of it paled against the overwhelming dominance and care that had dismantled her.

“Daddy owns me!” she cried out clearly. “I’m his padded property. His pet. Not Marcus’s. Never again.”

Caspian rewarded her instantly, plunging two thick fingers deep into her cunt while his thumb ground against her clit. The wet squelching sounds filled the room as he finger-fucked her hard, curling against her G-spot with ruthless precision.

“That’s my good girl. Again.”

“I belong to Daddy!” she screamed, tears soaking her heated skin. The orgasm built like wildfire—intense, unstoppable. Her pussy clamped around his thrusting fingers, gushing fresh cream down his hand as she came violently, body shuddering across his lap, red ass clenching, vision whiting out from the combined pain and ecstasy.

Caspian didn’t stop. He added a third finger, stretching her wide while she rode the aftershocks. Then he freed his thick, rock-hard cock and positioned her on all fours on the couch, diaper pulled down to her knees like restraints.

He slammed into her cunt in one brutal thrust, bottoming out instantly. Iris moaned loudly, the stretch exquisite after the spanking. Caspian railed her hard, hips slapping against her reddened ass, balls smacking her clit with every deep stroke. The wet, filthy pounding echoed—his thick dick splitting her open, plowing her soaked hole without mercy.

“Tell me again while I fuck you,” he growled, gripping her hips.

“Daddy owns this cunt!” she wailed, pushing back onto him despite the soreness. Tears continued falling, mixing with sweat on her flushed skin. The intense combined stimulation—burning ass, pounding cock, overwhelming dominance—pushed her toward a second climax.

Caspian reached around and rubbed her clit furiously. “Come for me. Show the recording who you chose.”

Iris shattered. Her second orgasm exploded even harder, pussy convulsing wildly around his thrusting cock, milking him in powerful spasms. Fresh slick squirted around his shaft, dripping down her thighs onto the couch. She screamed his title brokenly, body shaking uncontrollably.

Caspian fucked her through it, grunting with raw power, then buried himself to the hilt. “Take every drop, pet.”

Thick ropes of hot cum erupted deep inside her, flooding her cunt in heavy, pulsing spurts. She felt every jet—hot seed painting her walls, overflowing immediately and leaking out around his thick cock in white streams. He kept grinding, emptying his balls completely, ensuring she was stuffed and marked.

When he finally pulled out, cum poured from her stretched hole. He refastened the diaper snugly, trapping the mess against her throbbing pussy.

Caspian handed her the tablet, still recording. “Delete them. All of them.”

Iris’s hands trembled, but she took the device. With tears still drying on her heated cheeks, she opened the messages and deleted every one from Marcus. The finality sent a wave of dark liberation through her. No more ghosts. Only Caspian.

He stopped the recording and pulled her into his arms, kissing her forehead. “He lost you the moment you sat at my table.”


Chapter 9: Edge of Devotion

Iris knelt on the plush carpet of the penthouse living room, body trembling with desperate need. Days of denial had left her cunt aching and swollen, constantly throbbing beneath the thick, locked diaper that trapped every drop of her slick. The bulky padding pressed relentlessly against her clit, teasing without relief, while the locking plastic shield kept everything snug and humiliating. Copper hair stuck to her sweat-damp forehead, sharp green eyes glassy with frustration. Every tiny shift produced a loud crinkle, sending fresh sparks through her overstimulated nerves.

She was soaked—had been for hours—yet Caspian had denied her any release.

Caspian stood above her, silver-streaked hair catching the low light, tailored trousers perfectly fitted over his powerful frame. In one hand he held a sleek remote, in the other a thick vibrating wand pressed firmly over the front of her diaper. The toy buzzed loudly against the padded layers, sending intense vibrations straight to her desperate clit.

“Such a needy little pet,” he murmured, voice deep and controlling. “Look at you dripping into your diaper like a bitch in heat.”

Iris whimpered, hips rocking uselessly against the wand. The frustrated throbbing beneath the thick layers was maddening—pleasure building, cresting, then cruelly held back every time she approached the edge. Her mind fractured between the corporate woman who once demanded control and the growing, aching surrender that craved his permission to come.

“Please, Daddy… I need to come. I can’t take it anymore.”

Caspian’s steel eyes darkened with satisfaction. “Not yet, pet. Earn it.”

He increased the vibration. Iris cried out, thighs quaking as the wand pressed harder, the intense buzzing vibrating through the soaked padding and straight into her swollen clit. She was right there—right on the razor’s edge—when he suddenly pulled the toy away.

A broken sob escaped her. Tears of desperate frustration spilled down her cheeks.

Scene Two – Escalation

Caspian pulled her onto the wide leather chaise, positioning her on all fours with her padded ass raised high. He retrieved two more toys: a powerful bullet vibrator taped directly over her clit area beneath the diaper and a thick prostate-stimulating plug that he worked into her ass after untaping the back just enough.

The plug stretched her tight ring slowly, then settled deep with a final push. The bullet buzzed to life against her clit. Both toys worked in tandem while the diaper was retaped and locked tight, trapping the sensations against her most sensitive places.

“Hold it,” he commanded, voice calm and authoritative. “You do not come until I say. Tell me who you are.”

“I’m your padded pet,” Iris gasped, voice shaking. The dual stimulation was overwhelming—the plug pressing rhythmically against her inner walls, the bullet driving her clit insane beneath the thick layers. Frustrated throbbing consumed her entire pelvis. Her nipples scraped against the chaise with every shudder, hard and aching.

Caspian circled her slowly, one hand stroking her copper hair while the other adjusted the remote. He brought her to the edge again and again—five times, then six—each denial more devastating than the last. Sweat slicked her toned body. Tears flowed freely. The constant crinkle of the diaper mixed with the wet hum of the toys and her broken whimpers.

“Daddy… please… I’m begging you,” she sobbed, pushing back desperately against the plug. “I’ll do anything. I’m yours. Completely yours.”

His controlling voice guided her through every denial. “Good girl. Feel how wet you are? That’s mine. This desperation is mine. Say it louder.”

“I’m yours, Daddy! This cunt, this ass, everything belongs to you!”

The edging session stretched long and merciless. Each time the orgasm built—tight, coiling heat in her core—he would drop the intensity, leaving her sobbing and grinding uselessly into the padding. The sensory overload was exquisite torture: the immobilizing bulk of the diaper, the relentless vibrations, his deep voice reinforcing her new identity with every command.

Scene Three – Payoff

After nearly an hour of cruel edging, Caspian finally removed the toys and untaped the front of the diaper completely. Iris’s pussy was a dripping, puffy mess—swollen, glistening, and clenching around nothing. He freed his thick, veined cock, already leaking at the tip, and rubbed the fat head through her slick folds.

“You’ve earned this,” he growled. “But you’re going to come on my cock while you beg.”

He thrust into her cunt in one deep, powerful stroke, bottoming out against her cervix. Iris screamed in relief and pleasure as his thick dick split her open, stretching her soaked walls perfectly. He fucked her hard from behind, hips slamming against her ass, the open diaper crinkling wildly around her thighs with every punishing thrust.

The denied orgasm built instantly and violently. “Daddy—please—let me come!”

Caspian reached around and rubbed her clit in tight, fast circles while pounding her without mercy. “Come for me, pet. Now.”

Iris shattered. Her orgasm exploded with brutal intensity—pussy clamping down like a vice around his thrusting cock, spasming wildly in powerful contractions. Fresh cream gushed around his shaft, squirting messily with every deep stroke. She screamed, body convulsing, vision flashing white as wave after wave ripped through her. The release after days of denial was shattering, leaving her shaking and sobbing with overwhelming pleasure.

Caspian railed her through every contraction, grunting with effort. Then he flipped her onto her back, pushed her knees to her chest, and drove back inside even deeper. He fucked her with raw power, the wet slapping sounds obscene and perfect.

“Again,” he demanded. “Come on Daddy’s cock again.”

The second orgasm hit even harder. Iris’s green eyes rolled back, mouth open in a silent scream as her cunt milked him violently. Her whole body shuddered uncontrollably, toes curling, fresh slick flooding out around his pounding dick.

Caspian buried himself to the hilt with a deep, possessive groan. Thick ropes of hot cum erupted inside her, flooding her cunt in heavy, pulsing spurts. She felt every jet—hot seed painting her walls, overflowing immediately and leaking in thick white streams from her stretched hole as he kept grinding through his climax, emptying his balls completely.

He stayed buried deep, letting her feel every twitch and spurt while she panted beneath him, utterly spent and owned.

Iris looked up at him with glassy, desperate eyes, voice raw and broken.

“Please, Daddy… use me completely. I need it. I need all of you.”

Caspian stroked her tear-streaked cheek, steel eyes gleaming with dark triumph. “Not yet, pet. Earn it.”


Chapter 10: Selected Eyes

Iris stood trembling in the private high-roller suite, heart hammering so hard she could feel it in her throat. The heavy silver collar locked around her neck felt like a brand—cool, solid, and impossibly weighty against her collarbones. Beneath the long open-front silk robe, her thick diaper crinkled with every nervous shift, the bulky padding soaked and swollen from hours of desperate edging. Two trusted associates sat in leather armchairs ten feet away: distinguished men in expensive suits, eyes sharp and hungry but hands politely folded. They were here to watch. Only to watch.

Terror twisted in her stomach. They can see everything. They’ll know exactly what I’ve become. Yet her pussy throbbed traitorously inside the padded prison, fresh slick leaking into the already-wet material. The contrast between her former corporate life and this raw, exposed submission sent dark arousal flooding through her.

Caspian stood behind her, silver-streaked hair immaculate, one large hand resting possessively on the small of her back. His deep voice rolled over her like velvet command. “Open the robe, pet. Let them see what belongs to me.”

With shaking fingers, Iris parted the silk. The robe fell open completely, revealing her slim, toned body, perky breasts with hard nipples, and the thick, white adult diaper locked snugly around her hips. The new collar gleamed under the low lighting. The two men leaned forward slightly, eyes devouring the sight of the padded, collared woman on display.

“Exquisite,” one murmured.

“Beautifully broken,” the other agreed.

Humiliation burned across Iris’s cheeks, but her cunt clenched hard at their words. Verbal objectification hit like a drug.

Caspian’s hand slid down to press firmly over the front of her diaper, rubbing the soaked padding against her swollen clit. “This is my pet. Thirty nights of total ownership, and she’s learning perfectly.”

Iris whimpered, thighs pressing together as the crinkle filled the quiet suite. The staring eyes on her exposed padded state made her feel more naked than actual nudity ever could. The heavy collar shifted with every breath, a constant reminder of her status.

Escalation Beat

Caspian guided her to the center of the room, positioning her on a low, padded platform under soft spotlights. He removed the robe completely, leaving her in nothing but the collar and the bulky, crinkling diaper. The two observers watched intently as he circled her slowly.

“On your knees, pet. Show them how well you present.”

Iris dropped to her knees, spreading her thighs wide. The diaper forced her stance open, the thick bulk prominently displayed. Caspian attached a short leash to her collar and handed the end to himself, keeping control. He tilted her chin up so she faced the men directly.

“Look at them while I play with you,” he ordered.

His free hand reached down and untaped the front of the diaper, folding it open. Cool air kissed her dripping, puffy pussy. Both men inhaled sharply at the sight of her soaked, swollen folds and the visible trail of slick.

“Completely drenched,” one noted.

“Desperate little cunt,” the other added.

Caspian chuckled darkly. “My padded whore gets like this when she knows she’s being watched.” He slid two thick fingers deep into her cunt without warning, pumping slowly while his thumb circled her clit. Iris moaned loudly, hips rocking forward despite the humiliation. The wet squelching sounds echoed obscenely in the suite.

The weight of the collar and the burning stares pushed her deeper into submission. Tears of shame and arousal pricked her eyes, but her body betrayed her completely—pussy clenching greedily around his fingers, more slick dripping down onto the open diaper.

“Tell them who owns you,” Caspian commanded, adding a third finger and stretching her wide.

“Daddy owns me,” Iris gasped, voice trembling. “This cunt is Daddy’s property.”

The men watched with rapt attention as Caspian finger-fucked her harder, curling against her G-spot until she was shaking and whimpering on the edge.

Climax Beat – Full Penetration

Caspian withdrew his fingers, leaving her empty and desperate. He freed his thick, rock-hard cock from his trousers—the heavy, veined length slapping against her cheek. “Open your mouth first. Show them how well you suck Daddy’s cock.”

Iris parted her lips obediently. He fed her the fat head, then pushed deeper until she gagged softly. The observers murmured approval as she sucked him sloppily, saliva dripping down her chin onto her breasts and the open diaper. Caspian fucked her face with controlled thrusts, one hand fisted in her copper hair, the collar’s weight bouncing lightly with every motion.

After several minutes he pulled out, strings of spit connecting her lips to his glistening cock. He positioned her on all fours on the platform, facing the two men directly. Her open diaper hung beneath her like a flag of surrender.

“Watch closely,” Caspian told them. “This is how a well-trained pet takes cock.”

He rubbed the fat head of his dick up and down her dripping slit, then slammed inside her cunt in one powerful thrust. Iris cried out as he bottomed out, the thick length splitting her open completely. He began fucking her hard—deep, relentless strokes that made her breasts swing and the open diaper crinkle loudly with every impact.

The staring eyes on her exposed padded state burned into her. The men watched every detail: her flushed face, bouncing tits, the way her swollen pussy stretched obscenely around Caspian’s thick cock, and the steady drip of her cream onto the diaper below.

“Show them how well my pet behaves,” Caspian growled, gripping her hips and pounding her even harder.

Iris’s mind dissolved under the onslaught of humiliation and pleasure. “Yes, Daddy—fuck me harder. Let them see.”

Her first orgasm hit like lightning. Pussy clamped violently around his thrusting dick, spasming in powerful waves as she screamed. Fresh cream squirted around his shaft, soaking the diaper and dripping visibly onto the platform. Her whole body shuddered, green eyes locked on the watching men as she came hard in front of them.

Caspian didn’t slow. He railed her through the climax, balls slapping her clit, then reached around to rub her swollen nub. “Again. Come for your audience.”

The second orgasm tore through her even more intensely. Iris wailed, body convulsing, cunt milking his cock in rhythmic contractions. Tears of overwhelming pleasure streamed down her face while the two men watched with dark fascination.

Caspian finally buried himself to the hilt with a deep groan. Thick ropes of hot cum erupted inside her, flooding her cunt in heavy, pulsing spurts. Iris felt every powerful jet—hot seed painting her walls, overflowing immediately and leaking in thick white streams from her stretched hole, running down her thighs and into the waiting diaper.

He kept grinding through his orgasm, ensuring every drop filled her before slowly pulling out. A heavy gush of cum poured from her gaping pussy, visibly dripping into the open diaper as he refastened it snugly around her hips, trapping his load against her throbbing sex.

Iris remained on all fours, panting, collared, padded, and leaking, the weight of the new collar and the eyes of the observers still fixed on her. She had performed perfectly—obedient, vocal, and shameless under Caspian’s guidance.

The two men applauded softly, murmuring praise.

Caspian stroked her hair, voice full of dark pride. “Good girl.”


Chapter 11: Desperate Breaking

Iris knelt in the center of the master suite, completely broken and needy, tears already streaming down her flushed cheeks. The heavy silver collar weighed on her throat like a permanent claim. Her thick diaper was soaked through, swollen and warm from hours of desperate grinding against nothing. Every breath made the crinkling padding press against her swollen, aching clit, a cruel reminder of how empty she felt. Days of edging, public display, and total denial had shattered the last fragments of her old self. The sharp-minded corporate consultant was gone—replaced by a trembling, dripping, collared pet who needed Caspian more than air.

Her toned body shook with raw desperation. Copper hair stuck to her tear-streaked face. Sharp green eyes looked up at him with total surrender.

Caspian stood over her, silver-streaked hair perfectly styled, powerful frame radiating calm dominance in his open dress shirt. He watched her with those piercing steel eyes, one hand slowly stroking the thick bulge in his trousers.

“Please, Daddy…” Iris’s voice cracked, raw and broken. “I can’t take it anymore. I need you. I need to be used. Please fuck me. Please own me completely.”

Setup Beat

Caspian crouched in front of her, cupping her chin and wiping a tear with his thumb. The touch was gentle, yet possessive. “Tell me exactly what you need, pet. Beg properly.”

Iris’s lower lip trembled. Fresh tears spilled over. “I need your cock, Daddy. I need you to fuck my cunt, my ass, my throat—anything. I’m so empty. I’ve been a good girl. I performed for them. I deleted everything. I’m yours. Please… I’m begging you. Use me until I break completely.”

Her hands reached for his belt, trembling. The sensory focus was overwhelming: the heavy collar, the soaked, bulky padding between her thighs, the full-body ache of prolonged denial. Her pussy throbbed painfully, clenching around nothing, dripping steadily into the diaper.

Caspian stood and slowly unbuckled his belt, letting her watch every movement. “You’re finally ready to be claimed. But you’ll earn every inch with your tears and your words.”

He lifted her effortlessly, carrying her to the massive bed and laying her on her back. The silk sheets felt cool against her heated skin. He untaped the front of the diaper, peeling it open to reveal her glistening, puffy pussy and the mess of her own cream. The cool air made her whimper.

“Look at this desperate little cunt,” he murmured. “Leaking for Daddy like a broken toy.”

Iris sobbed, spreading her thighs wider. “Yes, Daddy. It’s yours. All of me is yours.”

Escalation Beat

Caspian stripped off his shirt, revealing his chiseled, mature body. His thick cock sprang free—veined, heavy, already leaking at the tip. He climbed over her, rubbing the fat head up and down her soaked slit, coating himself in her slick but refusing to push inside.

Iris bucked desperately, tears flowing freely. “Please—please fuck me. I’ll do anything. I’ll never leave. I’ll stay padded and collared forever. Just please fill me.”

He teased her mercilessly, slapping his cock against her swollen clit, dipping just the head inside before pulling out. Each shallow thrust made her sob louder, body arching off the bed. The full overwhelming sensation after denial was torture—every nerve screaming for release, her mind blank except for the need to be claimed.

Finally, after minutes of her tearful, broken begging, Caspian gripped her hips and slammed inside in one brutal thrust.

Iris screamed in relief and pleasure as his thick dick split her open, bottoming out deep against her cervix. The stretch was overwhelming after so much denial—every inch dragging against her sensitive walls, filling the aching void completely.

Climax & Emotional Surrender Beat

Caspian didn’t hold back. He fucked her with raw, powerful strokes—deep, pounding thrusts that rocked the entire bed. The wet, obscene sound of his thick cock plowing her soaked cunt filled the room. Iris’s legs wrapped around his waist instinctively, heels digging into his back as she took every brutal inch.

Tears of release and joy streamed down her face. “Thank you, Daddy—fuck, thank you. I’m yours. I’m completely yours.”

He leaned down, capturing her mouth in a fierce kiss while continuing to rail her. His balls slapped rhythmically against her ass, the open diaper crinkling beneath them. Every thrust hit perfectly, grinding against her clit and slamming into her deepest spot.

The first orgasm hit her like a freight train. Iris’s pussy clamped down violently around his pounding cock, spasming in powerful, rhythmic contractions. She came with a broken scream, fresh cream gushing around his shaft, squirting messily between them. Her whole body convulsed, green eyes rolling back, tears flying as wave after wave of shattering pleasure crashed through her denied body.

Caspian fucked her through it without mercy, grunting with effort. “That’s it. Milk Daddy’s cock. Give me everything.”

He flipped her onto her stomach, pulled her hips up, and drove back inside even harder. The new angle made her scream again. He railed her from behind, one hand fisted in her copper hair, the other reaching around to rub her clit furiously.

A second, even stronger orgasm exploded through her. Iris buried her face in the pillow, sobbing with joy and release as her cunt pulsed wildly around him. Her legs shook uncontrollably, fresh slick flooding out around his thick dick and soaking the bed.

Caspian’s rhythm grew erratic. He buried himself to the hilt with a deep, possessive groan and came hard. Thick ropes of hot cum erupted inside her, flooding her cunt in heavy, pulsing spurts. Iris felt every powerful jet—hot seed painting her walls, filling her completely, overflowing and leaking out around his cock in thick white streams that ran down her thighs and into the discarded diaper.

He kept grinding through his orgasm, ensuring every drop stayed deep inside her. When he finally pulled out, a heavy gush of mixed cum poured from her stretched, gaping hole.

Caspian gathered her into his arms, holding her trembling, sweat-slick body against his chest. Iris clung to him desperately, face buried in his neck, tears of pure emotional surrender still falling.

“I’m yours forever, Daddy,” she whispered brokenly against his skin. “I’ll never go back. I’ll stay padded. I’ll stay collared. I promise. Eternal promises. I’m yours—body and soul.”

Caspian stroked her hair, voice low and satisfied as he held her tight.

“You’re mine now, body and soul.”


Chapter 12: Final Severance

Iris sat cross-legged on the wide leather chaise in the penthouse living room, wrapped in a soft silk robe that barely concealed the thick, fresh diaper Caspian had put her in after their morning session. A strange, peaceful calm had settled over her. The constant ache of resistance had finally quieted, replaced by deep, warm submission. Her toned body felt heavy in the best way—marked, owned, and content. Yet one final thread still tugged at her: the wedding. The man waiting for a bride who no longer existed.

Caspian stood beside her, silver-streaked hair catching the soft light, one strong hand resting on her shoulder. His touch was steady, grounding, possessive. The heavy silver collar around her neck shifted slightly as she breathed.

“It’s time, little one,” he said quietly. “Cut the last tie. I’ll be right here.”

Iris nodded, heart steady even as her fingers trembled around the phone he placed in her lap. The screen already showed her fiancé’s contact. She leaned back against Caspian’s solid frame, drawing strength from his presence.

Setup Beat

The weight of Caspian’s hand on her shoulder anchored her as she dialed. The line rang twice before Marcus answered, voice full of relief and worry.

“Iris? Baby, where the hell have you been? The wedding is in two days. I’ve been losing my mind.”

Her voice shook the moment she spoke. “Marcus… I’m not coming back.”

Silence stretched on the other end. Caspian’s fingers gently squeezed her shoulder, steady and warm, reminding her who she belonged to now.

“What do you mean you’re not coming back?” Marcus demanded, voice rising. “This is cold feet, right? We can talk through it.”

Iris swallowed hard. Tears pricked her eyes, but they weren’t from sadness—only from the final release of something she had outgrown. “No. It’s not cold feet. I’m done. The wedding is off. I’m not marrying you. I don’t love you the way I should. I… I belong to someone else now.”

Caspian’s hand slid down her back in slow, soothing strokes, grounding her through the emotional catharsis. Her shaking voice grew steadier with every word, the truth pouring out like a dam breaking.

Escalation Beat

Marcus’s voice cracked with anger and confusion. “Someone else? What the fuck, Iris? After everything? Who is he? Where are you?”

She closed her eyes, leaning fully into Caspian’s solid chest. His steady hand never left her shoulder, a silent promise of ownership and safety.

“I’m safe. I’m where I’m meant to be,” she whispered, tears slipping down her cheeks. “I’m sorry for hurting you, but this is over. Cancel everything. Keep the ring. I won’t fight you on any of it. I’m severing all of it—my old life, the job, the plans. It’s done.”

The conversation stretched painfully, Marcus pleading, accusing, bargaining. Each word chipped away at the final remnants of her old identity. Caspian stayed silent but present, his thumb stroking the side of her neck just above the collar. The sensory contrast was profound: the shaking vulnerability in her voice against the unshakeable strength of his touch.

When she finally ended the call, Iris let the phone drop to the chaise. Sobs wracked her body—deep, cleansing catharsis that left her trembling. Caspian pulled her into his lap, cradling her padded form against his chest.

“You did it,” he murmured against her hair. “You’re free.”

Climax & Reward Beat

Caspian lifted her gently and carried her to the changing table. He laid her on her back, parting the robe and untaping the front of her diaper with deliberate care. Cool air kissed her slick, needy pussy. He applied fresh powder, the soft talc scent blooming sweetly as his firm hands massaged it into her skin. Then he slid a new, extra-thick diaper underneath her.

But first, he needed to claim her again.

He freed his thick cock, already rock-hard, and rubbed the fat head through her dripping folds. Iris whimpered, spreading her thighs wider in invitation.

“Please, Daddy… reward me.”

Caspian pushed inside her in one smooth, deep thrust, filling her completely. Iris moaned loudly as his thick dick stretched her soaked cunt, bottoming out with a wet slap. He fucked her slowly at first on the changing table, powerful hips rolling, savoring every inch. The crinkle of the open diaper beneath her mixed with the wet sounds of his cock plunging into her pussy.

“You’re mine now,” he growled, picking up speed. “No more old life. No more doubts.”

Iris’s hands clutched his shoulders as he railed her harder, pounding deep and relentless. The emotional release combined with the physical claiming pushed her over fast. Her first orgasm crashed through her—pussy clamping down hard around his thrusting cock, spasming violently as she cried out. Fresh cream gushed around his shaft, soaking the new diaper material beneath her.

Caspian didn’t stop. He lifted her legs higher, folding her nearly in half, and fucked her even deeper. The table rocked under the force. Iris came again within minutes, screaming his title, tears of joy and release streaming down her face while her cunt milked him in powerful waves.

With a deep groan, Caspian buried himself to the hilt and came hard. Thick ropes of hot cum erupted inside her, flooding her cunt in heavy, pulsing spurts. She felt every jet—hot seed painting her walls, overflowing and leaking messily into the waiting diaper as he kept grinding, emptying every drop.

He stayed inside her for long moments, then slowly pulled out. Thick white cum poured from her stretched hole. Caspian carefully folded the thick diaper up between her legs and taped it snugly, locking his fresh load against her throbbing pussy. The heavy bulk pressed perfectly, warm and claiming.

Iris lay there, breathing hard, body spent and glowing. A profound sense of freedom washed over her—no more wedding, no more old expectations, no more hiding. For the first time in her life, she felt truly, completely free.

Caspian leaned down and kissed her forehead, his steady hand returning to her shoulder.

“Good girl. Now you belong only here.”


Chapter 13: Forever Owned

Iris stood bathed in the soft golden light of the penthouse, radiantly submissive on this final night of the contract. The thick, freshly changed diaper hugged her hips with a comforting, heavy bulk, warm and snug between her toned thighs. Her copper hair fell in loose waves over her bare shoulders, and her sharp green eyes glowed with peaceful certainty. The city lights sparkled far below through the floor-to-ceiling glass, the casino floor still alive with distant energy. She felt no fear, no lingering doubt—only deep, glowing surrender.

Caspian approached slowly, silver-streaked dark hair catching the light, holding a small velvet box in his large hands. He wore a tailored black shirt open at the collar, exuding quiet power. His steel eyes softened with dark pride as they roamed over her near-naked form.

“You’ve come so far, little one,” he murmured, voice deep and resonant. “Tonight we make it permanent. If you consent.”

Iris sank gracefully to her knees before him, diaper crinkling softly. “I consent, Daddy. With everything I am.”

Setup Beat – The Ceremony

Caspian opened the velvet box. Inside rested a heavier, ceremonial locking collar—thick silver with a elegant engraved plate and a small, permanent lock. He lifted it reverently. The cool metal gleamed as he fastened it around her neck, just above the lighter day collar she already wore.

The weight settled heavily, beautifully. Iris shivered as the metal touched her skin. Caspian clicked the lock shut with a decisive, final sound that echoed through the suite.

The cool metal clicking shut around her neck sent a profound wave of ownership through her body. She felt it in her bones—this was no longer temporary. This was forever.

“How does it feel, pet?” he asked, fingers tracing the new collar.

“Perfect,” she whispered, voice thick with emotion. “Like I’m finally home.”

Caspian helped her to her feet and guided her to the wide observation window overlooking the glittering casino far below. He stood behind her, strong arms wrapped around her waist, hands resting possessively over the thick padding of her diaper. The contrast was intoxicating—the luxurious view of wealth and power beneath them, and her own complete surrender in his embrace.

“You’re mine now,” he said against her ear. “Not for thirty nights. For life.”

Iris leaned back into his chest, heart full. “I’m yours, Daddy. Permanently. I want the contract extended forever.”

Escalation Beat – Consummation

Caspian turned her to face him, claiming her mouth in a deep, possessive kiss. His hands roamed over her body, squeezing her breasts, pinching her nipples until she moaned into his mouth. He walked her backward to the wide, low platform bed positioned directly in front of the glass.

He laid her down gently, then stripped off his shirt and trousers. His thick, heavy cock stood proud and leaking. He untaped the front of her diaper, folding it open to expose her already dripping pussy.

“Look at the casino while I claim you,” he ordered.

Iris turned her head, staring out at the glittering floor far below as Caspian climbed over her. He rubbed his fat cockhead up and down her slick folds, teasing her swollen clit before pushing inside in one long, slow thrust.

She gasped loudly as he filled her completely, stretching her soaked cunt around his thick length. The new heavy collar shifted against her throat with every breath, a constant reminder of her permanent status. Caspian began fucking her with deep, powerful strokes, hips rolling deliberately, letting her feel every inch.

The view of the casino far below blurred as pleasure built. Iris’s hands clutched his shoulders, legs wrapping around his waist. “Harder, Daddy. Claim me. Make it real.”

Caspian growled and picked up speed, pounding into her with raw intensity. The wet, filthy sounds of his thick cock plowing her cunt filled the room. He gripped her hips, driving deep, bottoming out against her cervix with every thrust. The heavy collar bounced lightly against her collarbones.

“You’re my permanent padded pet now,” he grunted, fucking her harder. “Say it.”

“I’m your permanent padded pet!” Iris cried out, tears of overwhelming joy slipping from the corners of her eyes. The full overwhelming sensation—his cock splitting her open, the weight of the new collar, the knowledge that this was forever—pushed her straight to the edge.

Her first orgasm crashed through her violently. Pussy clamped down hard around his thrusting dick, spasming in powerful, rhythmic contractions. Fresh cream gushed around his shaft as she screamed, body arching, green eyes wide and fixed on the casino lights below. Wave after wave ripped through her, leaving her shaking and sobbing with release.

Caspian fucked her through it without mercy, then flipped her onto her hands and knees, facing the glass. He slammed back inside from behind, railing her even harder. One hand reached around to rub her clit while the other gripped the back of her new heavy collar.

The second orgasm hit even stronger. Iris wailed, pushing back onto his cock as her cunt milked him desperately. Tears streamed down her face—tears of pure joy and total surrender.

Caspian buried himself to the hilt with a deep, guttural moan. Thick ropes of hot cum erupted deep inside her, flooding her cunt in heavy, pulsing spurts. She felt every powerful jet—hot seed painting her walls, filling her completely, overflowing and leaking out around his thick cock in thick white streams that ran down her thighs and soaked into the open diaper beneath her.

He kept grinding through his climax, ensuring every drop stayed deep, marking her from the inside.

Conclusion Beat

Caspian stayed buried inside her as they both came down, his arms wrapped around her trembling body. He carefully refastened the thick diaper, trapping his cum against her throbbing, well-fucked pussy. Then he pulled her into his lap, cradling her close while they both looked out over the casino far below.

Iris traced the heavy locking collar with her fingers, feeling the permanent click still echoing in her soul. No more doubts. No more old life. Only this.

She turned in his arms and kissed him deeply, whispering against his lips, “This is only the beginning of my new life.”

Caspian smiled, steel eyes full of dark possession, and pressed a tender kiss to her forehead.

“Welcome home forever, my padded pet.”


Still craving more? 


This story is just one piece of a much darker collection. 

Polly Bane has many more stories waiting for you, spanning the worlds of dark romance, kink, and surrender. Discover the full library on Amazon or visit pollybane.com. 

If this book made you feel something raw, hungry, or breathless… there's more like it where this one came from. 

Continue exploring on Amazon — pollybane.comBuy it here 

[image: ]

OEBPS/image_rsrcKN.jpg





OEBPS/nav.xhtml

Table of contents

		Chapter 1: The Losing Hand

		Chapter 2: Padded Penalty

		Chapter 3: Locked Routine

		Chapter 4: Casino Eyes

		Chapter 5: Burning Discipline

		Chapter 6: Title of Surrender

		Chapter 7: Night Bonds

		Chapter 8: Ghosts of the Past

		Chapter 9: Edge of Devotion

		Chapter 10: Selected Eyes

		Chapter 11: Desperate Breaking

		Chapter 12: Final Severance

		Chapter 13: Forever Owned




Guide

		Cover

		Beginning




		1

		2

		3

		4

		5

		6

		7

		8

		9

		10

		11

		12

		13

		14

		15

		16

		17

		18

		19

		20

		21

		22

		23

		24

		25

		26

		27

		28

		29

		30

		31

		32

		33

		34

		35

		36

		37

		38

		39

		40

		41

		42

		43

		44

		45

		46

		47

		48

		49

		50

		51

		52

		53

		54

		55

		56

		57

		58

		59

		60

		61

		62






OEBPS/image_rsrcKP.jpg





