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Chapter 1: Welcome to Paradise

The warm tropical breeze wrapped around Capri like a lover's promise as she stepped onto the wooden dock, her linen sundress fluttering against her toned thighs. Salt air mingled with hibiscus and something richer—sunscreen, rum, and money. Jet lag tugged at her eyelids, but the welcome rosé in her hand sparkled like liquid courage. She took another sip, the chilled pink flooding her tongue with strawberry and citrus notes. Finally. A week of real reset. No content calendars. No filtered smiles. Just yoga at sunrise, infinity pools, and the kind of luxury that would photograph beautifully for her feed.

A smiling attendant in crisp white led her through palm-lined paths. The resort folder felt heavy in her other hand—thick cream paper embossed with gold, promising “transformative wellness for high-achieving women.” Capri’s long sun-kissed waves bounced against her bare shoulders. At thirty, her body still turned heads, sculpted from years of brand shoots and disciplined Pilates. But inside, exhaustion gnawed. The kind that rosé only quieted temporarily.

The orientation pavilion opened to the sea, white curtains billowing. A dozen other women already sat in rattan chairs, all beautiful, all carrying that same polished fatigue. Capri took her seat, crossing her legs, feeling the pleasant buzz of the wine.

A tall man stepped onto the low stage. Silver streaked his dark hair. Tan skin stretched over broad shoulders beneath an immaculate white linen suit. Roman. The owner. His presence sucked the air from the pavilion. Calm power rolled off him in waves.

“Welcome, ladies,” he said, voice low and velvet-rough. “You came seeking transformation. You will receive it.”

The presentation began innocently enough—spa menus, yoga schedules, chef’s tasting notes. Then the tone shifted. Roman clicked to the next slide.

“Every guest at this resort is paired with a personal Daddy for the duration of her stay. Seven days. Full protocol.”

A murmur rippled through the women. Capri’s glass paused halfway to her lips.

“Mandatory diapering begins immediately upon assignment,” Roman continued, as if discussing wine pairings. “Thick, discreet padding for your comfort and our control. Public areas require visible crinkle under resort attire. Discipline is immediate and public when required. Resistance only deepens the lesson.”

Capri’s heart slammed against her ribs. This had to be a joke. A prank for influencers. She glanced around—some women blushed, others shifted with unmistakable interest. No one stood up to leave.

A firm hand settled on her lower back. She startled. Roman had moved silently through the crowd and now stood behind her chair, his palm warm and possessive through the thin linen.

“Capri,” he murmured, breath brushing her ear. “You’re mine.”

Her stomach flipped. Heat pooled low despite the shock. “This is insane,” she whispered, but her voice trembled. The folder in her lap suddenly felt like a contract she’d already signed.

Roman’s fingers traced a slow circle on her spine. “Breathe, little one. Your body already understands.”

Around them, other women were being claimed by their assigned Daddies—tall, commanding men in matching linen. Soft crinkling sounds drifted from a few as they shifted in their seats. The noise hit Capri like electricity: plastic, padded, unmistakable. Her thighs pressed together instinctively.

Roman guided her to her feet with that hand still anchored on her lower back. The contact felt electric, grounding. She let him lead her to a semi-private alcove off the main pavilion, curtains half-drawn, ocean glittering beyond. Her mind raced. Independent Capri, the woman who built a brand on control, was being told she would wear diapers. For a week. In public. The humiliation burned her cheeks even as her nipples tightened against her dress.

“Sit,” he ordered softly.

She obeyed before her brain caught up, perching on the edge of a wide daybed. Roman knelt in front of her like a king lowering himself for ritual. His large hands slid up her calves, parting her knees with gentle insistence. The breeze teased higher under her dress, cooling suddenly slick skin.

“You’re exhausted from performing,” he said, reading her like an open book. “All that control. All those perfect posts. Here, you don’t perform. You surrender.”

His fingers reached the apex of her thighs, brushing the damp lace of her panties. Capri gasped, gripping the folder so hard the edges bit her palms. “We can’t—just like this—”

“We can. And we will.” Roman hooked her panties aside. Two thick fingers traced her folds, finding her already wet. “So ready for me. Your cunt doesn’t lie, Capri.”

She moaned low as he pushed both fingers inside in one smooth stroke. The stretch was perfect, his knuckles grazing that sensitive spot immediately. He curled them, stroking steadily while his thumb found her clit and circled with devastating precision. The tropical breeze kissed her exposed skin; distant waves crashed in rhythm with the wet sounds of his fingers working her.

Psychological storm raged inside her. This was madness. She should slap him, storm off the island. But the exhaustion—the deep, bone-weary need to stop deciding everything—cracked wide open under his touch. Her hips rolled shamelessly, chasing the pleasure.

“Roman—fuck—” Her voice broke.

“That’s it. Let Daddy take care of you.” His silver-streaked head bent, and his tongue replaced his thumb on her clit, licking firm circles while his fingers pumped deeper, faster. The obscene wet noises filled the alcove. Capri’s toned legs shook, heels digging into the wooden floor.

Pressure built fast and vicious. She tried to hold back, to keep some fragment of dignity, but Roman sucked her clit hard and curled his fingers just right. Orgasm crashed through her like a rogue wave. Her pussy clenched violently around his fingers, slick flooding his hand as she came with a sharp, broken cry. Waves of pleasure ripped through her core, thighs trembling, vision whiting out. She ground against his face, riding every pulse until she was gasping, spent.

Roman rose slowly, licking her wetness from his lips and fingers with deliberate satisfaction. His cock strained obviously against the front of his white linen trousers—thick, heavy outline that made her mouth water despite the aftershocks.

He reached into a nearby cabinet and withdrew a thick white diaper, still folded, pristine. The plastic backing caught the light with a faint rustle.

“From now on, little one, your comfort is my concern.”

Capri stared at the diaper in his hand, chest still heaving, thighs sticky with her own cum. Shame and fresh arousal twisted together. The crinkle sounded again as he flexed it slightly—promise and threat in one noise.

Roman offered his free hand. She took it, legs unsteady as he pulled her up. That firm palm returned to her lower back, guiding her out of the alcove and along a private path lined with flowering frangipani. Each step made her hyper-aware of the wetness between her legs, the way her sundress clung. Other guests glanced over, some already showing the telltale bulk beneath their resort wear, soft crinkles accompanying their movements.

The owner’s villa rose ahead—modern glass and white stone, private infinity pool merging with the sea. Roman’s grip never wavered. Capri’s mind spun with conflicting thoughts: part of her screamed to run, the other part—the exhausted, secretly aching part—leaned into his steady control.

She had come for wellness.

She had found something far more dangerous.

And as Roman led her across the threshold with that first diaper in his hand, the heavy resort folder still clutched in her other, Capri knew the real transformation had already begun.


Chapter 2: First Layer

The glass villa doors slid shut behind them with a soft hiss, sealing Capri inside Roman’s private world. Cool marble kissed her bare feet as the tropical breeze gave way to conditioned air scented with sandalwood and faint ocean salt. Floor-to-ceiling windows framed the infinity pool merging with turquoise sea, but her eyes kept dragging back to the man who owned everything in sight.

Roman moved like he had all the time in the world. He shrugged off his white linen jacket, revealing a fitted shirt that stretched across broad shoulders and a chest honed by years of discipline. Silver streaks caught the light as he turned to her. Nervous defiance coiled tight in Capri’s belly, but so did something darker—curious, liquid heat that made her thighs clench.

“You look like you’re already calculating escape routes,” he said, voice low and calm, the kind of command that didn’t need to raise volume. “There aren’t any.”

Capri lifted her chin, sun-kissed waves tumbling over one shoulder. “This is insane. I came here for yoga and spa treatments, not… whatever this protocol is.” Her voice wavered on the last word. The memory of his fingers inside her in the alcove still throbbed between her legs, her panties damp and ruined.

Roman crossed the room in three strides. His hand returned to her lower back—firm, possessive—guiding her deeper into the open-plan suite. “And yet your cunt dripped down my fingers the moment I touched you. Your body already voted, little one. Now your mind catches up.”

The powder scent hit her first when he opened a wide drawer in the dressing area. Clean, talc-fresh, unmistakably infantile yet wrapped in luxury. Thick diapers lay neatly folded beside bottles of oil and creams. Capri’s breath shortened. Defiance warred with a shameful flutter low in her stomach.

Scene 1 – The Undressing

Roman turned her to face the full-length mirror. His hands—large, tanned, veins prominent—slid the straps of her sundress down her shoulders. The fabric pooled at her feet, leaving her in nothing but lace panties and the flush of jet-lagged arousal. Warm air brushed her nipples, tightening them into hard peaks. She watched in the reflection as his silver-streaked head bent, lips grazing the curve of her neck.

“You’re exhausted from pretending,” he murmured against her skin. “All that control. Here, you hand it to me. Every layer.”

His fingers hooked into her panties and dragged them down. The cool air kissed her bare, still-slick pussy. Capri shivered, hands fisting at her sides. I should stop this. I should walk out. But her feet stayed planted. The psychological storm raged—independent woman versus the secret relief of someone else deciding. Her clit throbbed visibly in the mirror.

Roman’s palm cupped her mound possessively, one thick finger sliding through her folds. “Already wet again. Good girl.”

He guided her to the wide padded changing table—luxurious white leather, heated, positioned so she could still see the ocean. She lay back, heart hammering. Roman lifted her hips with effortless strength and slid the thick diaper beneath her. The soft cotton interior brushed her ass and pussy, making her hips twitch.

Scene 2 – The Diapering

The powder scent bloomed as he shook a generous cloud over her mound and between her cheeks. Cool, silky particles clung to her wet skin. Roman’s fingers massaged it in with slow, deliberate strokes—spreading her folds, circling her clit, then dipping lower to dust her tight asshole. Capri’s back arched.

“Roman—” Her voice cracked between protest and moan.

“Shh. Let me take care of you.” His calm commanding voice wrapped around her like velvet chains. Two fingers pushed inside her pussy without warning, deep and thick, stretching her open while his thumb worked her clit in firm circles. The padding crinkled softly beneath her with every roll of her hips.

Interior conflict tore through her. This is humiliating. I’m a grown woman. Yet her body betrayed her completely—slick arousal mixing with powder, dripping down to soak the diaper beneath her. The thick bulk already pressing against her thighs felt both foreign and strangely comforting, like armor and prison at once.

Roman added a third finger, pumping steadily, curling against her G-spot with devastating accuracy. “Feel how easily you open for Daddy? This cunt knows its place.”

The orgasm built fast and merciless. Capri’s toned thighs trembled, heels digging into the changing table. She tried to fight it, teeth sinking into her lower lip, but Roman’s fingers never faltered—deep, wet, filthy sounds filling the villa. Pressure crested. Her pussy clamped down hard around his fingers as she came with a raw, broken cry. Waves of pleasure ripped through her core, juices squirting slightly over his hand and onto the open diaper. Her vision blurred, nipples aching, whole body shuddering in release.

Before she could recover, Roman unzipped his trousers. His cock sprang free—heavy, thick, veined, the head already glistening with pre-cum. He stroked himself once, twice, eyes locked on her flushed, powdered pussy.

“Open your mouth.”

Capri obeyed before thinking. He fed her his cock, sliding deep until she gagged softly around the girth. Salty pre-cum coated her tongue. Roman fucked her mouth with controlled strokes, one hand cradling her head, the other still between her legs, rubbing her oversensitive clit. The dual sensation—mouth full of cock, pussy still pulsing—pushed her straight into a second, smaller orgasm.

With a low groan, Roman pulled out at the last second. Thick ropes of cum spurted across her breasts and stomach, hot and white, marking her. Some landed on the open diaper, soaking into the padding. He milked every drop, breathing hard, silver hair falling across his forehead.

Scene 3 – Sealing and Rules

Roman wiped her clean with a warm cloth, then folded the front of the diaper up. The thick padding compressed between her thighs, forcing them apart slightly. The sensation was overwhelming—bulky, soft, inescapable. He pulled the tapes tight—one, two, three, four—each loud sealing sound making her flinch with fresh shame and arousal.

The powder scent clung to her skin. The padding hugged her pussy and ass snugly, every shift creating faint rustles. Roman smoothed his hands over the front, pressing the bulk against her still-throbbing clit.

“Rules,” he said, voice calm and absolute. “This stays on until I say otherwise. You use it when you need to— no exceptions, no asking permission to wet. I will check you. I will change you. Public areas require resort cover-ups, but the crinkle will be audible. Discipline for resistance is immediate. Understood?”

Capri’s cheeks burned crimson. The thick diaper between her legs made her feel small and owned in a way that terrified and electrified her. “I… I can’t believe I’m letting you do this.”

“You’re not letting me. You’re submitting. There’s a difference.” Roman helped her sit up. The padding compressed heavily, forcing her thighs wider. He selected a sheer white resort kaftan that did nothing to hide the obvious bulk. When she stood, the first real crinkle sounded with her movement—loud, plastic, unmistakable.

Interior monologue crashed over her again. Everyone will hear. Everyone will know. Yet her pussy clenched inside the warm, padded prison, fresh wetness soaking into the material. The exhaustion she carried for years felt lighter under his rules. Dangerous relief.

Roman pulled her close, one hand cupping her padded ass possessively, squeezing the thick bulk. “This stays on until I say otherwise.”

He led her toward the villa doors. Each step produced a clear, rhythmic crinkle. The sound followed her like a confession as they headed down the path toward open-air dinner. The tropical breeze teased the hem of her kaftan, brushing warm skin above the diaper line. Capri’s heart raced with every noisy step, defiance melting further into forbidden, dripping curiosity.

The real surrender had only just begun.


Chapter 3: Sun Salutations in Secret

The sun-warmed sand shifted under Capri’s bare feet as she followed Roman down the curved path to the private beach cove. Every step produced a loud, unmistakable crinkle from the thick diaper between her thighs. The sound seemed to echo louder than the gentle waves lapping the shore. Her tight white yoga outfit—a thin, stretchy crop top and high-waisted leggings—clung to her toned body, doing nothing to hide the bulky padding that forced her thighs slightly apart. Salt air kissed her flushed skin, carrying hints of coconut sunscreen and sea spray. She felt exposed, marked, owned.

Nervous energy crackled through her. The diaper Roman had sealed on her only hours ago already felt warm and slightly swollen from her earlier arousal. Every movement reminded her of the thick padding cupping her pussy and ass, the tapes pulling snug against her hips. Other women in the class walked ahead, their own resort outfits stretched over identical bulges, soft group crinkling filling the air like a shameful symphony.

Roman’s hand rested possessively on her lower back, guiding her. “Head high, little one. This is your new normal.”

Capri’s cheeks burned. Everyone can hear it. Everyone knows I’m padded like some helpless girl under this perfect Instagram body. Yet the constant rustle sent forbidden pulses straight to her clit. The exhaustion she always carried felt muffled under the heavy bulk, replaced by a humiliating, addictive awareness of her body.

Scene 1 – Arrival and Setup

The yoga pavilion was open to the sea, woven mats arranged in neat rows on the sand. Warm golden light bathed everything, turning the water into liquid sapphire. Capri lowered herself onto her mat, the diaper compressing heavily under her ass. The thick padding spread her cheeks and pressed firmly against her pussy lips. She crossed her legs quickly, but the bulk made it impossible to hide. Salt breeze teased the exposed skin above her waistband, cooling the sweat already beading along her spine.

Around her, ten other women settled in. Crinkles rose in chorus as they moved—loud, plastic, collective. No one commented. A few exchanged small, knowing smiles. Their Daddies stood at the edges like sentinels, Roman among them, arms crossed over his broad chest in that crisp white linen.

Capri’s interior monologue raged. I built a career on curated perfection. Now I’m sitting in public wearing a fucking diaper that everyone can hear. Shame twisted hot in her belly, but so did slick arousal. Her nipples peaked hard against the thin top. The independent woman inside her screamed to stand up and leave. The secret, exhausted part whispered that surrender felt like relief.

Roman approached during the opening breathing exercise. He crouched beside her mat, voice low. “How does it feel, Capri? That thick padding against your cunt while the whole class listens?”

“It’s humiliating,” she whispered, voice tight. “I can barely move without announcing it.”

“Good. That’s the point.” His fingers brushed her hip, tracing the edge of the visible bulk under her leggings. “Breathe. Let them hear what a good girl you’re becoming.”

The instructor began. Simple sun salutations. Capri rose into downward dog and the diaper shifted, crinkling loudly. Her face flamed. The tight fabric stretched obscenely over the padding, outlining every inch of her padded ass for anyone looking.

Scene 2 – The Class and Struggle

Warrior II. Capri’s legs shook as she tried to sink deeper. The thick padding between her thighs made balance impossible. Sweat slicked her sun-kissed skin, the salt air stinging her flushed cheeks. Every transition produced fresh crinkles—hers blending with the group’s in a constant, wet-sounding rustle. Her pussy throbbed inside the warm, powder-scented prison, growing slicker with each humiliating sound.

She wobbled in triangle pose. The bulk forced her stance wide, making her feel clumsy and exposed. Roman’s gaze never left her. His calm, commanding presence at the side of the class only heightened everything.

“You’re fighting it,” he said when the instructor gave a water break. He pulled her slightly aside, behind a tall palm. “Stop resisting the padding. It’s there to remind you who controls your comfort.”

“I hate how it feels,” Capri hissed, but her voice lacked conviction. “Everyone’s staring.”

“They’re wearing the same thing.” Roman’s hand slid down to cup her padded ass boldly, squeezing the thick bulk. The plastic crinkled sharply under his palm. “And they’re not as wet as you are right now.”

His fingers pressed the diaper firmly against her clit through the leggings. Capri gasped, knees buckling. The salt air cooled the sweat on her neck while her core burned.

“I need—” She cut herself off, mortified.

“You need to come,” Roman finished. He glanced toward the class, then guided her quickly behind a cluster of large rocks that offered partial privacy from the main group. The ocean roared nearby, waves crashing in time with her racing pulse.

He spun her around, pressing her front against the smooth rock face. Warm stone heated her breasts through the thin top. Roman yanked her leggings and diaper down just enough to expose her soaked pussy and ass. The sudden breeze on her wet folds made her moan.

“Stay quiet,” he ordered, freeing his thick cock. It sprang out, heavy and veined, already leaking pre-cum. He rubbed the fat head along her dripping slit, coating himself in her juices.

Then he pushed inside in one long, relentless stroke.

Capri’s mouth fell open in a silent cry as her pussy stretched around his girth. The thick diaper bunched around her thighs, crinkling with every thrust. Roman fucked her hard against the rock—deep, possessive strokes that bottomed out and ground against her cervix. The sound of skin slapping skin mixed with the ocean and distant group crinkles.

“Fuck—Roman—” she panted.

His hand snaked around to rub her clit in tight circles while he plowed her. “This cunt belongs to me now. Padded and dripping in public. Feel how easily you take Daddy’s cock?”

The orgasm built violently. Every thrust pushed the diaper tapes against her skin, the bulk rubbing her in new filthy ways. Pressure coiled tighter, cresting fast. Capri came with a choked sob, pussy clamping down hard around his pistoning dick, juices squirting down her thighs and soaking the lowered diaper. Her walls fluttered wildly, milking him as pleasure exploded through her toned body in shattering waves.

Roman growled low, slamming deep three more times before pulling out. He stroked himself roughly and erupted across her ass and the back of the diaper—thick, hot ropes of cum painting her skin and the white padding. Spurt after spurt landed with wet sounds, some dripping down to mix with her own release. He groaned deeply, milking every drop onto her.

He quickly pulled the diaper back up, trapping his cum against her skin and inside the padding. The tapes resealed with loud snaps. The warm, sticky mess squished obscenely as he tugged her leggings back into place.

Scene 3 – Return to Class and Deepening Surrender

They rejoined the class just as poses resumed. Capri’s legs trembled. Roman’s cum squelched inside the thick padding with every movement, mixing with her own wetness into a filthy, warm slickness. The tight yoga outfit pressed the messy diaper even closer, the bulk now heavier, soaked, and unmistakable.

Interior thoughts swirled as she tried to hold plank. I just let him fuck me behind a rock while the whole class crinkled ten feet away. His cum is leaking into my diaper right now. Shame and dark satisfaction twisted together. The independent blogger felt further away than ever. In her place was a woman whose body sang under Roman’s control.

The group moved into final relaxation. Capri lay on her mat, the sun-warmed sand heating her back through the mat while the cum-soaked padding cooled against her pussy. Every breath made the diaper crinkle. Salt air brushed her flushed skin, carrying the faint scent of sex and powder.

Roman knelt beside her as the class ended. He corrected her final child’s pose by pressing firmly on her lower back, his hand sliding down to grip her padded bottom possessively. The cum inside shifted wetly under his touch.

“Breathe through it. Everyone here knows what you are.”

Capri shuddered at his words, the crinkle loud under his palm, her body already aching for whatever came next as the sun dipped lower over the turquoise sea.


Chapter 4: Table Manners

The open-air dining pavilion glowed under strings of warm lanterns as twilight settled over the Bahamian sea. Ocean waves crashed rhythmically against the shore, their roar a constant backdrop that promised to swallow smaller sounds. Capri walked beside Roman with her head high but her thighs pressed awkwardly together. The thick diaper—still warm and sticky from Roman’s cum and her own earlier release—squished audibly with every step. Her thin resort dress clung to her sun-kissed skin, the hem barely covering the obvious bulk between her legs. Salt air kissed her flushed cheeks and neck, carrying the scent of grilled seafood and tropical flowers.

Humiliation burned low in her belly, tangled inseparably with throbbing arousal. The beach yoga class had left her raw; now every guest could see the padded outline under her dress and hear the faint plastic rustle. Her pussy clenched inside the messy padding, Roman’s dried cum mixing with fresh slick. She was painfully aware of how wet she still was.

Roman’s hand stayed firm on her lower back, guiding her to their reserved table at the edge of the pavilion, partially screened by flowering vines but still visible to at least a dozen other couples.

Scene 1 – Arrival at Dinner

The table was beautifully set: crisp white linens, candlelight flickering off crystal glasses filled with pale rosé. Capri lowered herself carefully onto the cushioned chair. The thick diaper compressed heavily under her ass, forcing her thighs apart. Warm, sticky mess squelched against her pussy and asshole. She bit her lip at the obscene sensation, the rosé on her tongue tart and crisp as she took her first sip, trying to steady her nerves.

Around them, other padded women sat with similar careful posture, soft crinkles rising whenever they shifted. No one stared openly. This was normal here.

God, I’m sitting in public with a cum-filled diaper between my legs like it’s nothing, Capri thought. The independent woman inside her recoiled in shame, but her body betrayed her again—nipples tight, clit pulsing against the soaked padding. The exhaustion she usually drowned in rosé felt quieter under this constant, humiliating reminder of Roman’s control.

“You’re quiet,” Roman observed, voice low and calm as he cut into his grilled fish. His silver-streaked hair caught the lantern light. “Still thinking about how loudly you came against that rock?”

Capri’s cheeks flamed. “Can we not talk about that here?” she muttered, taking another larger sip of rosé. The wine spread warm across her tongue, loosening her tongue. “This whole thing is degrading enough without you gloating.”

Roman’s eyes sharpened. “Careful, little one.”

Scene 2 – Escalation and Public Discipline

The main course arrived. Capri poked at her food, the constant awareness of the bulky, messy diaper making her fidget. Every shift produced soft crinkles. When Roman reached over to adjust her napkin with proprietary ease, something inside her snapped.

“I’m not a child,” she hissed under her breath, loud enough for nearby tables to hear. “I don’t need you cutting my food or telling me how to sit. This diaper protocol is ridiculous. I’m a grown woman with a career—”

Roman’s hand moved like lightning. He pushed his chair back, gripped her wrist, and pulled her smoothly across his lap right there at the table’s edge. Her upper body rested on the white tablecloth, breasts pressing against the linen, face inches from her half-empty rosé glass. Her padded ass lifted prominently over his thighs, clearly visible to anyone who glanced over.

Gasps and soft murmurs rose from nearby tables, but no one intervened. Ocean waves crashed louder, masking the intimate sounds.

“Roman—stop!” Capri whispered fiercely, squirming. The position hiked her dress up, fully exposing the thick, obviously used diaper to the warm evening air.

His large palm smoothed over the padded bulk. “Good girls eat quietly. Naughty ones get reminded.”

The first firm spank landed with a loud crack against the diapered ass. The padding muffled the impact but sent shockwaves through her core. Heat bloomed instantly. Roman spanked her methodically—hard, measured strokes that made the diaper crinkle sharply and the cum inside shift wetly against her holes. Each slap pushed the messy padding against her clit and asshole.

Capri’s interior world fractured. This is happening in public. Everyone can see me getting spanked like a brat over my Daddy’s lap. Shame flooded her, hot and dizzying, but her pussy gushed fresh slick into the already-soaked diaper. Her body surrendered faster than her mind, hips twitching involuntarily against his hardening cock beneath her.

After a dozen firm spanks, Roman paused. “Wet wipes,” he said calmly to the attentive waiter who appeared instantly with a silver tray. The cool, scented cloth touched her skin as Roman tugged the diaper tapes open at the sides. He cleaned her thoroughly—wiping away the mixture of cum and arousal from her pussy and ass with deliberate strokes. The cool wipe on her overheated, swollen folds made her whimper.

He left the diaper open beneath her like a pad, her bare ass and dripping cunt exposed over his lap in the middle of dinner.

Scene 3 – The Explicit Payoff

Roman’s fingers traced her slick pussy lips, parting them. “Look at this messy cunt. Still dripping from earlier and now soaked again from a simple spanking. You love being corrected in public, don’t you?”

Capri moaned softly, face burning against the tablecloth. “Please… not here—”

But her hips pushed back, seeking more. Roman freed his thick cock from his linen trousers. The heavy length slapped against her ass cheek, hot and veined. He rubbed the fat head up and down her dripping slit, coating himself, then notched at her entrance.

In one powerful thrust he buried himself to the hilt inside her pussy.

Capri cried out, the sound half-muffled by the ocean waves. Her walls stretched wide around his girth, the open diaper bunched beneath her as he began to fuck her hard over his lap at the table’s edge. Deep, possessive strokes that bottomed out and ground against her cervix. The wet, filthy sound of his cock pounding into her soaked cunt carried just enough for nearby guests to hear beneath the waves.

“Fuck—Roman—too deep—” she gasped, but her body clenched greedily around him.

His hand fisted in her long sun-kissed waves, holding her in place while he plowed her. “This cunt is mine. Padded or not, you take Daddy’s cock when and where I decide.” Each thrust made her breasts drag against the table, nipples aching. The rosé glass tipped slightly, pink liquid spilling across the white linen near her flushed cheek.

Pleasure built brutally fast. Roman reached beneath her and rubbed her swollen clit in tight, relentless circles while his thick dick split her open again and again. Capri’s toned thighs shook, toes curling. The orgasm crashed through her without mercy—her pussy spasming violently around his pistoning cock, juices squirting out around his shaft and soaking his trousers and the open diaper beneath her. She came hard, moaning brokenly into the tablecloth, waves of ecstasy ripping through her core as her walls milked him desperately.

Roman fucked her straight through it, pace never slowing. With a low, guttural groan he slammed deep one final time and erupted. Thick, hot ropes of cum flooded her pussy—spurt after heavy spurt painting her walls and leaking out around his cock as he continued shallow thrusts. Cum dripped down her thighs and into the waiting diaper, mixing with her own release. He held himself buried deep, pulsing, until every drop was drained inside her.

Only then did he pull out slowly, letting the excess cum trickle from her gaping, well-fucked hole. He used the wet wipes to clean her gently, then resealed the thick diaper tightly around her cum-filled pussy and ass. The padding swelled heavier, warm and squelching with fresh mess.

Roman helped her sit up on his lap, dress tugged back down, face flushed and eyes glassy. Other guests returned to their meals with polite smiles, as if nothing unusual had occurred.

“You will finish your dinner quietly now,” he murmured against her ear, feeding her a bite from his fork.

Capri obeyed, trembling, the taste of rosé still on her tongue while Roman’s cum leaked steadily into her freshly sealed diaper.

When the meal ended, Roman stood and guided her toward the path back to the owner’s villa. Her legs were unsteady, ass and pussy deliciously sore, the heavy, cum-soaked padding squishing with every step. Warm from correction and thoroughly used, she let him lead her away from the lights of the pavilion.

She is sent to the villa still warm from correction.


Chapter 5: Spa Surrender

The morning light filtered through palm fronds as Capri walked beside Roman toward the private spa villa, each step sending fresh aches through her sore, well-fucked body. The thick diaper from last night’s dinner discipline was heavy and swollen between her thighs, squelching softly with Roman’s dried cum and her own juices. Her pussy felt tender and used, still leaking occasionally into the padding. The thin resort robe clung to her sun-kissed skin, doing nothing to hide the bulky outline or muffle the occasional crinkle. Salt air mixed with the faint scent of coconut from distant treatments.

She was sore, needy, and shamefully wet again. The public spanking and hard fucking over Roman’s lap had left her raw in the best and worst ways. Her independent mind still rebelled, but her body craved more of his control.

Scene 1 – Spa Arrival

The luxury spa building opened onto a private marble terrace overlooking the turquoise sea. Cool air washed over Capri as they stepped inside, carrying the rich, tropical scent of coconut oil and warm stone. Roman guided her into a spacious treatment room dominated by a large, elevated changing table made of cool white marble with integrated restraints and a subtle vibrating mechanism. Soft lighting glowed from recessed panels. A wide window showed the ocean, waves rolling endlessly.

Capri’s bare feet touched the cool marble floor, sending a shiver up her legs. The heavy, cum-soaked diaper pressed against her swollen pussy and tender ass with every movement. She was acutely aware of how full and messy she felt.

This is supposed to be relaxing spa day, she thought, cheeks burning. Instead I’m walking around leaking my Daddy’s cum in public padding like a claimed toy. The exhaustion she usually numbed with rosé had transformed into a deep, throbbing need. Her clit pulsed against the wet bulk. Part of her wanted to run. The larger part wanted Roman to use her again, harder.

“Up on the table, little one,” Roman said, his calm commanding voice filling the room. He was still in white linen, silver streaks catching the light, looking every inch the owner of this kingdom.

“I’m still sore from last night,” Capri protested softly, but she obeyed, climbing onto the cool marble. The surface chilled her padded bottom instantly, making her gasp. The contrast between the cold stone and her overheated, messy core was electric.

Roman smiled faintly. “That’s the point. You’ll feel everything today.”

Scene 2 – Mandatory Change and Teasing

He secured her wrists and ankles in soft leather cuffs attached to the table, spreading her legs wide. The position left her completely vulnerable. Roman untaped the heavy diaper with deliberate slowness. Cool air hit her cum-crusted pussy and ass as he peeled it away. The scent of sex, powder, and coconut oil blended thickly.

A low hum started beneath her as he activated the vibrating function of the marble table. Gentle but insistent vibrations traveled through the stone directly into her sore holes and clit.

“Oiled hands first,” he murmured.

Warm, slick coconut oil poured over her mound. Roman’s large, strong hands began the mandatory padding maintenance massage. He rubbed the oil thoroughly into her skin—over her shaved pussy lips, circling her swollen clit, then down to her tight asshole. His fingers probed and massaged every inch, spreading her open while the table vibrated beneath her.

Capri moaned, hips twitching against the restraints. The oil made everything slick and sensitive. “Roman… please…”

“Dialog is allowed, but begging comes later,” he said calmly, sliding two thick fingers deep into her pussy. He scissored them, stretching her sore walls while his thumb pressed the vibrating marble’s effect harder against her asshole. “This body is mine to maintain. Every hole. Every inch.”

The interior conflict raged as pleasure built. I’m restrained on a vibrating table in a luxury spa while my resort Daddy fingers me like property. Shame and dark surrender twisted together. Her toned body arched, nipples hard against the robe, pussy dripping fresh slick mixed with remnants of last night’s cum onto the marble.

Roman added a third finger, pumping steadily, curling against her G-spot. The coconut oil scent filled her lungs with every ragged breath. He kept her right on the edge for long minutes, never letting her crest, while explaining the day’s protocol in that velvet-rough voice.

Scene 3 – Full Surrender and Explicit Payoff

Roman removed his fingers and stripped off his linen shirt, revealing his broad, tanned chest. His cock was already hard, thick and veined, jutting from his open trousers. He positioned himself between her spread thighs on the wide marble table.

“Today you get fucked properly while restrained,” he told her, rubbing the fat head of his dick up and down her oil-slick folds. “No quick table fuck like dinner. I want you to feel owned.”

He pushed inside in one long, relentless thrust, burying his entire thick cock to the balls in her tight, oiled cunt.

Capri cried out sharply, the stretch intense after last night’s use. Her walls gripped him greedily, fluttering around the invasion. Roman started slow and deep, bottoming out with every stroke so his heavy balls slapped against her ass. The vibrating table amplified every sensation, buzzing against her asshole and the base of his cock.

“Fuck—Roman—you’re so deep,” she gasped, wrists pulling at the restraints. The cool marble under her back and ass contrasted with the burning heat of his dick plowing her.

He leaned over her, silver-streaked hair falling forward, and fucked her harder. Deep, powerful strokes that split her open and ground against her cervix. Coconut oil made everything obscenely wet and slippery. The wet sounds of his thick cock pounding into her dripping pussy echoed off the marble walls, mixing with the ocean beyond the window.

Capri’s first orgasm hit without warning. Her pussy clamped down violently around his pistoning dick, spasming in rhythmic contractions as pleasure exploded through her core. She came hard, squirting around his cock, juices flooding out and soaking the marble beneath her. Her toned legs shook in the restraints, nipples aching, vision whiting out with the intensity.

Roman didn’t slow. He fucked her straight through it, changing angle to hit her G-spot relentlessly. “Again,” he ordered. “Come on Daddy’s cock like the needy girl you are.”

The second orgasm built even faster. Capri moaned brokenly as he railed her, the table vibrating, oil slicking every thrust. She shattered again, pussy milking him desperately, fresh squirt coating his balls and thighs.

With a deep groan, Roman slammed to the hilt and came. Thick, hot ropes of cum erupted inside her—spurt after powerful spurt flooding her pussy, filling her until it leaked out around his thick shaft with every shallow thrust. He held himself buried deep, pulsing, draining every drop into her clenching cunt.

He stayed inside her for long moments afterward, letting her feel the warm fullness. Then he slowly pulled out, watching his cum drip from her well-fucked hole onto the marble. He activated a gentle cleaning stream and wiped her thoroughly with warm cloths before sliding a fresh, thick diaper beneath her.

The tapes sealed with loud snaps. The new padding hugged her cum-filled pussy snugly. Roman released the restraints but kept her on the table for the final oil massage, his strong hands working her body while the vibrations teased her oversensitive clit through the fresh diaper.

Capri trembled with need, hovering right on the edge of another orgasm as his oiled fingers pressed the thick padding rhythmically against her swollen clit.

Roman leaned close, lips brushing her ear. “Your pleasure belongs to me now.”

He stopped all stimulation just as she was about to crest, leaving her denied, throbbing, and desperate.

She would stay needy for the rest of the day.


Chapter 6: Midnight Protocol

The moon hung low over the infinity pool, silver light spilling across the silk sheets of Roman’s massive bed as Capri stood at the foot of it, trembling with unmet need. The day’s spa teasing had left her edged for hours—Roman’s oiled fingers and vibrating table pushing her to the brink again and again without release. Her current diaper was heavy and swollen, soaked with hours of desperate leaks and the remnants of his earlier cum. Every shift produced a loud, wet squish between her thighs that made her cheeks burn.

Roman’s cologne—sandalwood, citrus, and raw masculinity—wrapped around her as he stepped close. The villa was quiet except for the distant waves and her own ragged breathing. She was desperate, aching, and dangerously close to breaking.

Scene 1 – Return to the Villa

Roman guided her to the center of the bedroom. Cool night air brushed her skin through the thin robe. He untied it slowly, letting it pool at her feet. The thick, soaked diaper sagged heavily between her legs, the tapes straining. Silk sheets gleamed invitingly on the bed behind him, pale and luxurious.

“On your back, legs up,” he commanded, voice deep and velvet-rough.

Capri obeyed, climbing onto the bed. The silk kissed her bare shoulders and back as she lay down, cool and slippery against her overheated skin. Roman positioned her with clinical care, knees bent and spread wide, exposing the ruined diaper. The wet squish sounded obscene as he pressed a palm against the front, rubbing the soaked padding firmly against her swollen clit.

He’s kept me on edge all day and now he’s going to play with me like this, she thought. Shame twisted with raw hunger. The independent woman who once ran her own empire was gone; in her place was a dripping, padded mess who needed to come so badly she could cry. Her pussy throbbed inside the warm, squelching prison. Roman’s cologne filled her lungs with every shaky breath, grounding her in his control.

“How does that wet diaper feel, little one?” he asked, pressing harder, making the squish louder.

“Full… humiliating,” Capri whispered, hips twitching. “Please, Roman. I’ve been good all day.”

“You’ve been edged. There’s a difference.” His fingers traced the tapes. “Time for your first midnight change.”

Scene 2 – First Change and Edging

Roman peeled the tapes open one by one. Cool air hit her soaked, puffy pussy and asshole as he lifted her hips and removed the heavy diaper. The scent of her arousal and his old cum mixed with powder. He cleaned her thoroughly with warm wipes, then oiled her skin again, massaging coconut oil deep into every fold and around her tight rear hole.

The silk sheets felt decadent against her bare ass as he worked. Roman slid two thick fingers into her pussy, pumping slowly while his thumb circled her clit with maddening lightness. He kept her on the razor’s edge—building her higher, then backing off each time her thighs began to shake.

“Tell me who owns this cunt,” he said, voice low and commanding.

“You do,” Capri moaned, back arching off the silk.

“Louder.”

“You own my cunt, Daddy.” The word slipped out easier than it should have. Fresh slick coated his fingers. He withdrew just as she was about to crest, leaving her whimpering.

He slid a fresh diaper beneath her but didn’t tape it yet. Instead he flipped her onto her stomach, ass up. The silk caressed her breasts and stomach. Roman poured more oil over her asshole, working one finger, then two, stretching her slowly while murmuring affirmations.

“You’re safer when you’re padded. You’re mine when you’re wet. You don’t have to think here. You only have to feel and obey.”

Capri’s mind fractured under the deep voice commands and the relentless edging. Every denial made her need sharper. Her asshole clenched around his probing fingers, hungry for more.

Scene 3 – Anal Pounding and Multiple Changes

Roman removed the open diaper completely and positioned her on all fours in the center of the bed. The silk sheets bunched under her knees and palms. He stripped off his linen trousers, his thick cock rock-hard and glistening. He coated himself generously with oil, then pressed the fat head against her tight, oiled asshole.

“Deep breath,” he ordered.

He pushed forward steadily, stretching her open. Capri moaned loudly as the thick head popped past her ring, followed by inch after heavy inch of his cock until his balls rested against her soaked pussy. The fullness was overwhelming—burning stretch that melted into deep, filthy pleasure.

Roman began to fuck her ass with long, powerful strokes. He pulled almost all the way out before slamming back in, bottoming out hard each time. The wet slap of his hips against her ass filled the room, mixed with her broken moans and the distant waves. He reached underneath and rubbed her dripping clit in time with his thrusts.

“Take it. Take Daddy’s cock in your tight little asshole,” he growled, voice deep and commanding. He pounded harder, railing her with deep, relentless strokes that made her breasts sway and her fingers claw the silk sheets.

Capri’s first orgasm hit brutally. Her asshole clenched rhythmically around his pistoning dick as pleasure exploded through her. She came hard, pussy gushing onto the sheets beneath her, body shaking violently while Roman continued fucking her ass straight through it.

He didn’t stop. He flipped her onto her back mid-thrust, legs over his shoulders, and drove even deeper. The new angle made her see stars. A second, sharper orgasm tore through her moments later, her asshole fluttering wildly around his thick cock.

With a guttural groan, Roman buried himself to the hilt and came. Thick, hot ropes of cum erupted deep inside her ass—pulse after heavy pulse flooding her bowels. He kept thrusting through his orgasm, pushing his load deeper, some of it already leaking out around his shaft.

He pulled out slowly, watching his cum drip from her gaping asshole. Then he quickly slid a fresh diaper under her, taping it snugly over the leaking mess. The thick padding hugged her cum-filled ass and dripping pussy. He changed her twice more during the night—each time cleaning her, edging her mercilessly on the silk sheets, and reaffirming his ownership with deep voice commands and fresh loads.

By the final change, Capri was a trembling, cum-leaking wreck.

Roman held her close on the silk sheets, his cologne surrounding her, the wet diaper squishing between her thighs as he rubbed her back.

She broke completely.

“Please… Daddy,” she whispered, voice cracking with raw desperation. “I need to come properly. Please let me come on your cock again. I’m begging you.”

Roman’s eyes darkened with satisfaction.

“Say it. Tell Daddy what you need.”


Chapter 7: Beach Games

The midday sun blazed down on the private beach cove, turning the white sand into a shimmering mirror. Capri stood at the edge of the volleyball court in nothing but a tiny resort bikini top and high-cut bottoms stretched tight over her thick diaper. Sweat already beaded on her sun-kissed skin, the hot sun baking her exposed shoulders and toned midriff. Every slight shift produced a loud, rhythmic crinkle that carried over the sound of waves and distant laughter. The padding between her thighs was warm from the night’s multiple loads, still slightly squishy, forcing her stance wide.

Deep embarrassment burned in her chest, but compliance had taken root. After last night’s relentless edging and ass-fucking on silk sheets, resistance felt distant. She was sore, owned, and shamefully wet again.

Roman stood nearby with the other Daddies, his white linen shirt open, silver-streaked hair gleaming. He gave her a small nod of approval that made her stomach flutter.

Scene 1 – Arrival and Setup

The group beach volleyball court was marked with bright tape on the sand. Six padded women, including Capri, faced off against another team of six. Spectators—other guests and their Daddies—lined the sidelines under shaded cabanas. Public cheering already rose as the first serve sailed over the net.

Capri’s bare feet sank into the hot sand, grains sticking to her oiled skin. The tight bikini bottoms dug into the thick diaper, outlining the bulky padding for everyone to see. Sweat trickled down her spine and mixed with the powder inside her diaper, creating a warm, sticky paste against her pussy and ass. Every breath carried the scent of coconut sunscreen, salt, and her own growing arousal.

They’re all watching me waddle onto the court like this, she thought, cheeks flaming. The perfect lifestyle blogger reduced to a crinkling, padded plaything. Yet the humiliation sent fresh slick into the diaper. Her body had learned too well—compliance brought pleasure, resistance brought denial. She wanted to please Roman. She needed to.

“Ready, little one?” Roman called from the sideline, voice carrying over the cheers.

Capri nodded, adjusting her stance. The diaper crinkled loudly. “Yes… Daddy.”

A few spectators smiled knowingly. The game began.

Scene 2 – The Game and Public Exposure

The ball flew toward Capri. She jumped to spike it, and the rhythmic crinkle exploded with every movement—loud, plastic, unmistakable. Her heavy padding bounced and shifted between her thighs, the sweat-soaked powder turning into a slick mess that rubbed her swollen clit with every step and leap. Hot sun beat down on her exposed skin, making her nipples strain against the thin bikini top. Sweat poured down her cleavage and stomach, dripping into the waistband of the diaper.

Public cheering swelled every time she moved. “Go, padded girls!” someone shouted. Laughter and applause mixed with the waves. Capri’s face burned crimson as she dove for a ball, landing hard on the sand. The impact squished the diaper audibly, sending a jolt through her core.

Roman’s eyes never left her. During a quick water break, he pulled her close, hand on her lower back. “You’re doing well. Everyone can see how beautifully you wear it.”

“I feel like a spectacle,” she whispered, voice husky. Sweat ran into her eyes. “They can hear every jump. My diaper’s getting so wet from all this moving.”

“That’s exactly what I want.” His fingers brushed the edge of her bikini bottom, pressing the warm, crinkling bulk. “Show them how well you wear my control.”

The game resumed. Capri’s movements grew more pronounced—each jump, each lunge producing a constant rhythmic crinkle that drew more attention. Her pussy throbbed inside the soaked padding, clit rubbing relentlessly against the wet material. Embarrassment and arousal twisted together until she could barely think. Compliance had become instinct. She played harder, jumping higher, letting the crinkles announce her submission to the entire beach.

By the final set, she was panting, skin glistening with sweat, diaper visibly swollen and sagging between her thighs.

Scene 3 – Immediate Correction and Explicit Payoff

The game ended with cheers and applause. Roman stepped onto the court, gripped Capri’s wrist, and pulled her aside without a word—behind a cluster of tall dunes and palm trees that offered partial privacy but left the sounds and occasional glimpses exposed to the nearby group.

He spun her around, pressing her front against a smooth palm trunk. Hot bark warmed her breasts through the bikini top. Roman yanked her bikini bottoms and diaper down in one rough motion, exposing her sweat-slick ass and dripping pussy to the warm air.

“Such a good girl out there, crinkling for everyone,” he growled, freeing his thick, rock-hard cock. “Now Daddy’s going to reward you properly.”

He kicked her feet wider, lined up the fat head of his dick with her soaked cunt, and slammed inside in one brutal thrust.

Capri cried out, the sound mixing with distant cheering. Her walls stretched wide around his girth, gripping him desperately. Roman fucked her hard from behind—deep, pounding strokes that bottomed out against her cervix with every thrust. His heavy balls slapped against her clit. The hot sun beat down on her back while sweat poured off both of them, making their skin slick.

“Fuck—Roman—yes—” she moaned, pushing back to meet his thrusts. The diaper bunched around her knees, crinkling faintly with every powerful impact.

He reached around and rubbed her swollen clit in tight, fast circles while railing her cunt. “This is what you are now. My padded slut who plays volleyball with a soaked diaper and takes Daddy’s cock the second the game ends.”

Pleasure coiled viciously fast. Capri’s toned legs shook, toes digging into the hot sand. Her first orgasm exploded through her—pussy clamping down hard around his pistoning cock, rhythmic spasms milking him as she came with a sharp, broken scream. Juices squirted around his shaft, dripping down her thighs and soaking the lowered diaper.

Roman didn’t stop. He fucked her straight through it, then pulled out, spun her around, and lifted one of her legs high. He drove back into her cunt at a new angle, pounding even deeper. The second orgasm hit her like a wave—harder, longer—her walls fluttering wildly as she shuddered and moaned against his chest.

With a deep, guttural groan, Roman buried himself to the hilt and came. Thick, hot ropes of cum erupted inside her, spurt after heavy spurt flooding her pussy until it overflowed and ran down her legs in visible white streams. He kept thrusting through his orgasm, pushing his load deeper, marking her completely.

He stayed buried inside her for long moments, breathing hard, then slowly pulled out. Cum poured from her gaping hole onto the sand. Roman quickly tugged her diaper back up, sealing the fresh creampie inside the thick padding. The wet, cum-filled squish was immediate and obscene.

He smoothed her bikini bottoms back into place and pulled her close, lips brushing her ear.

“Show them how well you wear my control.”

Capri trembled in his arms, freshly fucked, leaking his cum into her diaper, as Roman led her back toward the group with fresh correction promised in his eyes.


Chapter 8: Lesson in Running

The moonlit path back from the beach still echoed with distant cheers in Capri’s mind as she slipped away from Roman’s side near the villa gardens. Her thick diaper—freshly changed but already damp from the volleyball game and the hard fucking behind the dunes—crinkled loudly with every hurried step. Sweat from the day’s exertion mixed with lingering cum between her thighs. Rebellious fire burned hot in her chest. The public exposure, the constant crinkling, the way her body kept betraying her with orgasms under his control—it was too much. She needed air. She needed to run.

The resort’s main dock wasn’t far. A speedboat waited for staff. If she could just reach it…

Scene 1 – The Spark of Rebellion

Capri moved quickly through the flowering hedges, heart hammering. The warm night breeze cooled the sweat on her sun-kissed skin, but her long brunette waves stuck to her neck. The diaper’s bulk forced her into an awkward, waddling gait that only fueled her anger. Every crinkle reminded her of how thoroughly Roman had claimed her over the past days.

Fuck this, she thought, fists clenched. I’m not some mindless padded doll. I built a brand. I make my own choices. The independent woman inside her roared back to life after the beach game’s humiliation. Yet her pussy still fluttered at the memory of his cock pounding her against the palm tree, his cum sealed inside her diaper. Body and mind warred viciously. Part of her ached to submit completely. The louder part screamed to escape before she lost herself forever.

She reached the edge of the protocol zone, the discreet fence line that marked the Daddy-controlled area. Freedom lay just beyond—dark water, the mainland lights faint on the horizon.

Heavy footsteps crunched behind her.

“Capri.” Roman’s voice sliced through the night, calm but edged with steel.

She broke into a run.

Scene 2 – Capture and Initial Punishment

Roman caught her in less than thirty seconds. His strong arm banded around her waist, lifting her off the ground as if she weighed nothing. Capri kicked and twisted, but he pinned her against his broad chest, silver-streaked hair brushing her cheek as he carried her back toward the owner’s villa.

“Let me go!” she hissed, tears already pricking her eyes. “I’m done with this. Done with the diapers, the public shame, the way you—”

His hand clamped over her mouth. “You don’t get to run from me.”

Inside the villa, he carried her straight to the master bedroom and threw her face-down across the wide bed. Silk sheets cooled her flushed skin. Roman stripped her resort dress and bikini in seconds, leaving her in nothing but the thick diaper. He ripped the tapes open roughly, exposing her ass and still-leaking pussy.

“Hands and knees,” he ordered.

When she hesitated, the first crack of his leather belt landed across her bare ass. Fire exploded across her skin. Capri cried out, tears spilling down her cheeks.

The belt fell again and again—methodical, heavy strokes that painted vivid red stripes across her toned ass and upper thighs. Each impact made her sob and jerk forward on the silk. The burning pain radiated deep, mixing with shameful arousal as her pussy dripped onto the sheets.

“Count them,” Roman commanded, voice deep and absolute.

“Seven… eight…” she gasped between sobs, tears soaking the pillow. The leather cracked louder on the ninth and tenth. Her ass felt like it was on fire, skin tight and throbbing.

Roman paused, running his palm over the burning welts. “You tried to leave me.”

Scene 3 – Severe Punishment and Explicit Anal Pounding

He reached into the bedside drawer and retrieved a large, heavy stainless steel plug and a bottle of thick lube. Capri’s eyes widened through her tears.

“No—Roman, please—”

“Full insertion,” he said coldly. He poured lube over her tight asshole and worked two fingers in roughly, scissoring her open. Then three. The stretch burned, but her body—traitorous as ever—pushed back for more.

He pressed the cold, heavy plug against her hole and pushed. Capri moaned loudly as it stretched her wider and wider until the thickest part popped inside, seating deep. The weight of it made her feel impossibly full, pressing against sensitive walls.

Roman didn’t stop there. He freed his thick, rock-hard cock and positioned himself behind her. “This is what running gets you.”

He yanked the plug out and immediately replaced it with his cock, slamming into her well-lubed asshole in one brutal thrust.

Capri screamed into the pillow as he split her open. His thick dick stretched her wider than the plug, bottoming out with his heavy balls against her dripping pussy. Roman began to rail her hard—deep, punishing strokes that made her entire body jolt forward on the bed. The leather welts on her ass burned hotter with every impact of his hips.

“Take it,” he growled, fisting her long hair and yanking her head back. “Take Daddy’s cock in your disobedient little asshole.”

The pain and fullness transformed rapidly into overwhelming pleasure. Every pounding thrust ground the head of his dick against that deep, sensitive spot inside her. Capri’s sobs turned into broken moans. Her pussy clenched and dripped untouched, clit throbbing.

Roman reached under her and rubbed her swollen clit roughly while continuing to plow her ass with merciless depth. The dual sensation shattered her. Her first orgasm crashed through her violently—asshole spasming hard around his thick pistoning cock, pussy squirting onto the sheets in rhythmic gushes. She came hands-free from the anal pounding, body shaking, tears still streaming down her cheeks.

Roman fucked her straight through it, pace brutal. He pulled her up onto her knees, back against his chest, and drove upward into her ass even harder. The second orgasm hit her like lightning—longer, deeper—her walls milking him desperately as she wailed in overwhelmed ecstasy.

With a savage groan, Roman buried himself to the balls and came. Thick, hot ropes of cum erupted deep inside her asshole—pulse after heavy spurt flooding her bowels. He kept thrusting through his climax, pushing every drop as far as it would go, some of it already leaking out around his shaft.

When he finally pulled out, cum poured from her gaping, punished hole. He quickly slid the heavy steel plug back inside, trapping his load deep. Then he taped a fresh, thick diaper snugly over everything. The burning welts on her ass pressed against the soft padding, creating a constant throbbing reminder.

Roman pulled her into his arms on the bed. Capri curled against his chest, sobbing quietly, body spent and owned.

“There is no leaving me,” he murmured against her hair, voice calm and absolute.

She nodded through fresh tears, voice cracking. “I promise… I won’t run again. I’m yours. I’ll obey.”

The words tasted like surrender—and shameful, complete relief.


Chapter 9: Claimed in the Open

The cool evening breeze caressed Capri’s flushed skin as she walked beside Roman toward the central amphitheater, the resort’s sunset ceremony already gathering under a sky painted in deep oranges and purples. Her body still hummed from last night’s brutal punishment—welts on her ass throbbing beneath the thick, fresh diaper, the heavy steel plug still seated deep inside her, a constant reminder of her failed escape. She floated in a hazy subspace, broken and pliant, every step producing a soft, wet crinkle and a deep, full sensation that made her thighs tremble.

The heavy symbolic accessory around her throat—a sleek black leather collar with a polished silver ring and Roman’s engraved initials—felt like a brand. It weighed on her collarbones, cool against her heated skin, marking her more visibly than any tattoo ever could.

She was broken, owned, and drifting in that dangerous space where shame had dissolved into aching acceptance.

Scene 1 – Arrival at the Ceremony

The open-air amphitheater overlooked the sea, stone tiers filled with resort guests—padded women and their Daddies seated in elegant resort wear. Lanterns flickered to life as the sun dipped toward the horizon, casting golden light across tanned skin and white linen. The cool breeze carried salt and hibiscus, brushing Capri’s bare shoulders and slipping under the hem of her sheer white ceremony dress that did nothing to hide the bulky diaper or the outline of the plug.

Roman’s hand rested possessively on her lower back, guiding her to the central platform. Every eye turned toward them. Soft murmurs and knowing smiles rippled through the crowd. Capri’s cheeks burned, but the subspace kept her floating, detached yet hyper-aware of every sensation—the heavy collar, the plug shifting with each step, the crinkle announcing her submission.

They all watched me try to run. Now they’re going to watch him claim me completely, she thought. The independent woman was silent; only the needy, exhausted girl remained. Her pussy leaked steadily into the diaper, clit throbbing against the soaked padding. She wanted this. She feared how much she wanted it.

“Beautiful, isn’t it?” Roman murmured, voice low and calm. “All of them here to witness.”

“Yes, Daddy,” Capri whispered, the title slipping out naturally now. “I feel… exposed.”

“Good. That’s how you should feel.”

Scene 2 – The Public Claiming

Roman led her to the center of the raised stone platform. Two spotlights bathed them in warm light. The crowd quieted. He turned her to face the guests, hands on her shoulders, then slowly unfastened the front of her dress. The sheer fabric slid down her body, pooling at her feet and leaving her standing in only the thick diaper and the heavy collar.

A collective murmur rose. Roman produced a small remote. The plug inside her began to vibrate—low, deep pulses that made her knees buckle. She swayed, biting her lip as the cool evening breeze teased her exposed nipples into tight peaks.

He circled her slowly, then stopped in front. “Tonight I make it official.” He held up a delicate silver chain with a heavy pendant engraved with his mark. The collar clicked loudly as he attached it, the sound carrying through the amphitheater. The crowd erupted in applause—warm, approving, possessive.

Capri’s breath hitched at the collar click and the weight of the new pendant resting between her breasts. The heavy symbolic accessory grounded her deeper into subspace. Tears of overwhelming emotion pricked her eyes while her pussy clenched hard around the vibrating plug.

Roman turned her to face the audience fully. “She is mine. Completely.”

The applause swelled louder. He bent her forward over a wide stone altar at the center of the platform, her breasts pressing against the cool stone, ass presented to the watching crowd. The diaper tapes ripped open with deliberate slowness. He removed the still-vibrating plug, leaving her asshole gaping and slick. The cool breeze kissed her exposed, punished holes.

Scene 3 – Public Claiming Fuck and Full Surrender

Roman freed his thick, rock-hard cock and rubbed the fat head up and down her dripping slit, coating himself in her arousal. Without warning he thrust forward, burying his entire length into her soaked cunt in one powerful stroke.

Capri cried out sharply, the sound echoing across the amphitheater. Her walls stretched wide around his girth, gripping him desperately as he began to fuck her hard over the stone altar. Deep, possessive strokes that bottomed out and ground against her cervix with every thrust. The heavy collar and pendant swung between her breasts, the metal cool against her heated skin. The crowd watched in rapt silence broken only by occasional soft cheers and the wet sounds of his cock pounding into her.

“Feel them watching,” Roman growled, fisting her long sun-kissed waves and pulling her head back so the entire resort could see her face. “They see what a perfect, broken little slut you are for me.”

The intensity pushed her straight over the edge. Her first orgasm exploded violently—pussy clamping down hard around his pistoning dick, rhythmic spasms milking him as she came with a raw, sobbing moan. Juices squirted around his thick shaft, dripping down her thighs and onto the stone. The cool evening breeze cooled the sweat on her back while her body shook through wave after wave of pleasure.

Roman didn’t slow. He pulled out, flipped her onto her back on the altar, and drove back into her cunt, legs spread wide for the audience. The new angle let him fuck her even deeper, his heavy balls slapping against her ass. Capri’s second orgasm crashed through her moments later—harder, longer—her toned body arching, nipples tight, vision whiting out as she screamed his name.

With a deep, animalistic groan, Roman slammed to the hilt and came. Thick, hot ropes of cum erupted inside her—spurt after powerful spurt flooding her pussy until it overflowed and leaked out around his cock in visible white streams. He kept thrusting through his climax, pushing every drop deep, marking her completely in front of the entire resort.

The applause thundered as he finally pulled out, letting the excess cum drip from her well-fucked hole onto the stone. He quickly taped a fresh diaper over her leaking, claimed cunt, sealing his load inside the thick padding.

Roman helped her stand on shaky legs, pulling the dress back over her shoulders but leaving the collar fully visible. The heavy accessory rested against her collarbones as the cool breeze whispered over her sweat-slick skin. Cum squelched warmly inside the diaper with every trembling step.

The intensity of the public claiming left her shaking with raw, desperate need—deeper than ever before, body buzzing, mind floating, craving whatever came next in his private kingdom.

She is his. Completely.


Chapter 10: Villa Dependency

The heavy villa doors locked with a soft electronic click behind them, sealing Capri inside Roman’s private world for the entire day. Morning light poured through the floor-to-ceiling glass, warming the marble floors and silk-draped furniture. She stood in the center of the open living space wearing only a fresh, thick diaper and the heavy silver collar from last night’s ceremony. The cool evening breeze from the previous night had been replaced by the villa’s controlled climate, but her skin still tingled with residual exposure.

Craving structure and approval consumed her. After the public claiming, something inside Capri had shifted. She no longer fought the pull. She leaned into it, desperate for Roman’s steady guidance, his constant touch, his rules.

Roman crossed the room in his white linen shirt and trousers, silver-streaked hair catching the light. He pulled her against his broad chest without a word. His steady heartbeat thumped against her ear, slow and powerful, grounding her instantly.

Scene 1 – Locked In and First Feeding

Roman guided her to the oversized daybed overlooking the infinity pool. The silk sheets felt cool and luxurious against her bare back as he laid her down. He retrieved a large, adult-sized bottle filled with warm milk sweetened with honey and vanilla. The nipple was soft silicone, designed for long, slow nursing.

“Open,” he commanded gently.

Capri parted her lips. The warm milk flowed onto her tongue, rich and soothing. She suckled steadily while Roman held the bottle with one hand and stroked her hair and collar with the other. Constant touch. His fingers traced her jaw, her throat, the swell of her breasts, then down to the front of her thick diaper, pressing the padding rhythmically against her clit.

This should feel humiliating, she thought as she nursed. A grown woman drinking from a bottle in nothing but a diaper. Yet the warm milk spreading through her belly brought deep, peaceful relief. The exhaustion she had carried for years melted under his care. She craved this structure more than freedom now. Her body relaxed completely, pussy growing slick inside the soft padding while Roman’s heartbeat remained steady against her when he pulled her closer.

“Good girl,” he murmured. “Drink it all. Let Daddy take care of everything today.”

She finished the bottle with soft, needy sounds, milk dribbling slightly down her chin. Roman wiped it away with his thumb, then kissed her deeply, tasting the sweetness on her tongue.

Scene 2 – Extended Padded Play and Total Dependency

The day unfolded in deliberate, intimate rituals. Roman changed her twice, each time on the heated marble table, massaging lotion into every inch of her skin with slow, possessive hands. He kept her in constant contact—holding her on his lap while he worked on his laptop, feeding her small bites of fruit by hand, carrying her from room to room. The thick diapers he chose were extra bulky, swelling noticeably between her thighs and forcing her to waddle.

During the afternoon, he laid her on the silk sheets again and spent nearly an hour on extended padded play. He rubbed the front of her diaper in firm circles, pressing the thick, crinkling material against her swollen clit and sensitive asshole while whispering affirmations.

“You don’t need to decide anything. You don’t need to perform. You only need to be mine.”

Capri moaned softly, hips rolling into his touch. The warm milk sat heavy in her belly. She felt small, safe, and unbearably aroused. When she tried to reach for his cock, he gently pinned her wrists above her head.

“Not yet. You take what Daddy gives you.”

He edged her for a long time through the diaper, bringing her close with constant touch and deep voice commands, then backing off. By the third change of the day, her padding was soaked and her mind floated in total dependency. She no longer spoke unless spoken to. She simply existed under his hands, craving his approval with every breath.

Scene 3 – Deep Possession and Emotional Surrender

As golden afternoon light filled the villa, Roman carried her to the massive bed. He stripped off his clothes, revealing his powerful, tanned body and thick, fully hard cock. He removed her soaked diaper, leaving her bare for a moment, then slid a fresh one beneath her hips but left it open.

He climbed between her spread thighs and pushed inside her in one smooth, deep thrust.

Capri gasped at the stretch, her walls welcoming him eagerly after hours of teasing. Roman fucked her slowly at first, savoring every inch, his steady heartbeat pressed against her chest as he held her close. Then his pace deepened, turning into long, powerful strokes that bottomed out and ground against her cervix.

“Feel how perfectly you take me,” he growled, voice low. “This cunt was made for Daddy’s cock.”

The pleasure built steadily, amplified by the day’s constant touch and dependency. Capri wrapped her legs around his waist, nails digging into his back. Her first orgasm rolled through her in deep, rolling waves—pussy clenching rhythmically around his thick dick as she cried out, juices coating his shaft and soaking into the open diaper beneath her.

Roman kept fucking her through it, then flipped her onto all fours. He drove back into her cunt from behind, one hand fisted in her long waves, the other reaching under to rub her clit. The second orgasm hit harder, her toned body shaking violently as she came again, squirting around his pistoning cock.

With a deep groan, Roman slammed deep and came. Thick, hot ropes of cum erupted inside her—spurt after heavy spurt flooding her pussy until it overflowed and leaked down her thighs onto the waiting diaper. He stayed buried, pulsing, filling her completely while his heartbeat thundered against her back.

Afterward, he taped the fresh diaper snugly over her cum-filled cunt, sealing his load inside. He pulled her into his arms on the silk sheets, her head resting on his chest, listening to that steady heartbeat.

Capri trembled with overwhelming emotion. The words slipped out in a whisper.

“I don’t want the week to end.”

Roman stroked her hair, his voice warm and absolute.

“This is what you were made for.”


Chapter 11: Waves of Correction

The first pale light of dawn painted the horizon in soft pinks and golds as Roman led Capri down the private path to the deserted stretch of beach. Her bare feet sank into cool, damp sand still wet from the receding tide. Emotionally raw and physically sensitive, every nerve ending felt exposed after yesterday’s long day of total dependency. The thick overnight diaper between her thighs was heavy and warm, swollen from multiple uses and Roman’s loads. The heavy silver collar rested against her throat, a constant reminder of her public claiming.

She walked with small, careful steps, the salty air filling her lungs with every shaky breath. Her sun-kissed skin prickled in the cool morning breeze. The welts from previous punishments had faded to tender shadows, but her mind still floated in that fragile, open place where resistance had burned away.

Roman carried a long, slender rattan cane in one hand and a folded resort blanket under his arm. His white linen shirt hung open over his tan chest, silver-streaked hair tousled by the breeze.

Scene 1 – Dawn Arrival and Setup

They reached a wide, flat section of beach where the tide gently lapped at the shore. Roman spread the thick blanket on the sand a few feet from the waterline. The cool morning air kissed Capri’s bare shoulders and legs as he stripped her of the thin robe, leaving her in nothing but the bulky diaper and collar. The first waves washed over her feet, icy and shocking, making her gasp.

“On your hands and knees,” Roman ordered, voice low and calm.

Capri dropped into position without hesitation. The wet sand cooled her palms and knees. The tide rolled in, washing over her fingers and toes with rhythmic, salty kisses. Her heavy diaper hung low between her thighs, crinkling softly. She felt raw, exposed, and dangerously needy.

After everything he’s done to me, I still crave more, she thought. The independent woman she used to be felt like a distant memory. In her place was this aching, sensitive creature who needed his discipline as much as his praise. Tears already pricked her eyes from the overwhelming vulnerability.

Roman crouched beside her, running a warm hand down her spine. “You’ve come so far, little one. Today we push you further.”

“I’m scared,” she whispered, voice trembling. “I’m so sensitive everywhere.”

“Good. That’s exactly how I want you.” He pressed a kiss to her shoulder. “You will take every stroke for me.”

Scene 2 – Extended Cane Discipline

Roman rose and tapped the cane lightly against her padded ass, testing. The first real stroke landed with a sharp thwack across the lower curve of her cheeks, just above the diaper line. Fire bloomed instantly. Capri cried out, the sting radiating deep into her thighs. The tide washed her feet again, cold contrast to the burning heat.

Stroke after measured stroke followed—precise, deliberate lines of fire painting vivid red stripes across her ass and upper thighs. Each impact made her jolt forward, breasts swaying, tears streaming down her cheeks. The salty air burned in her lungs as she gasped and sobbed. The cane’s sting was exquisite, cutting through the raw emotional fog and leaving her shaking.

“Count them,” Roman commanded between strokes.

“One… two… fuck—three…” Her voice broke on the fourth and fifth. The wet sand shifted under her knees. Waves licked higher up her calves, cooling the burning skin while the cane reignited it. Sweat mixed with tears on her face. Her pussy throbbed inside the soaked diaper, clit swollen and aching despite—or because of—the pain.

By the twelfth stroke her thighs trembled violently. Roman paused, running his palm over the fresh, raised welts. The touch was both soothing and agonizing. He pulled the diaper tapes open, letting the heavy padding drop between her knees, fully exposing her striped ass and dripping cunt to the dawn air and distant possibility of early risers watching from the resort paths.

“Beautiful,” he murmured. “Look at how wet you are from correction.”

Scene 3 – Beach Fucking and Deeper Surrender

Roman freed his thick, rock-hard cock and knelt behind her. He rubbed the fat head up and down her slick folds, coating himself in her arousal, then pushed forward in one long, relentless thrust, burying himself balls-deep in her tight cunt.

Capri moaned loudly, the sound carried away by the waves. Her walls stretched wide around his girth, fluttering desperately as he began to fuck her hard on all fours. Deep, powerful strokes that bottomed out and slammed against her cervix with every thrust. The tide washed higher, cold water licking at her knees and hands while Roman’s hot cock plowed her from behind. The sting of the fresh cane stripes burned hotter with every impact of his hips against her marked ass.

“Take every stroke for me,” he growled, fisting her long brunette waves and pulling her head back so she arched beautifully for him.

The combination of pain and pleasure shattered her. Capri’s first orgasm crashed through her violently—pussy clamping down hard around his pistoning dick, rhythmic spasms milking him as she came with a raw, sobbing cry. Juices squirted around his thick shaft, mixing with the seawater lapping at her thighs. Her vision blurred with tears and overwhelming sensation.

Roman didn’t slow. He pulled out, flipped her onto her back on the blanket, and drove back into her cunt, hooking her legs over his shoulders. The new angle let him fuck her even deeper, his heavy balls slapping against her ass while the tide washed over her feet and calves. Capri’s second orgasm hit harder and faster, her body convulsing beneath him, nipples tight, mouth open in a silent scream as pleasure ripped through every sensitive nerve.

With a deep, guttural groan, Roman slammed to the hilt and came. Thick, hot ropes of cum erupted inside her—spurt after powerful spurt flooding her pussy until it overflowed and leaked out around his cock, dripping onto the blanket and mixing with the seawater. He kept thrusting through his climax, pushing every drop deep into her spasming cunt.

When he finally pulled out, cum poured from her well-fucked hole. Roman quickly taped the thick diaper back on, sealing his load inside the padding against her stinging, striped skin.

He gathered her trembling body into his arms on the blanket, holding her close as the sun rose higher. The salty air filled her lungs while fresh tears slipped down her cheeks. The pain, the exposure, the thorough fucking—all of it pushed her into a new, deeper level of surrender. She clung to him, broken open and utterly his.

She reached a new level of surrender.


Chapter 12: Breaking Point

The villa doors sealed behind them with a heavy click, shutting out the world as Roman carried Capri straight to the master suite. Dawn’s cane stripes still burned across her ass and thighs, each step sending fresh sparks through her raw nerves. She felt completely open and vulnerable, stripped down to nothing but the thick, cum-sealed diaper from the beach and the heavy silver collar around her throat. Tears hovered at the edges of her lashes, not from pain alone but from the terrifying depth of her surrender.

Roman laid her gently on the massive silk-covered bed. The cool sheets kissed her overheated, marked skin. He stood over her, silver-streaked hair tousled, broad chest rising steadily, eyes dark with absolute possession.

Scene 1 – Stripping Away the Last Walls

Roman’s hands moved with deliberate care as he untaped the heavy diaper. Cool air rushed over her swollen, well-fucked pussy and the lingering welts. He cleaned her slowly with warm cloths, then poured scented oil over her body. The coconut fragrance filled the room as his strong hands worked the oil into every inch—massaging her breasts, rolling her nipples between fingers, sliding down her stomach to her sensitive clit.

“You’re shaking,” he murmured, voice deep and calm.

“I feel… everything,” Capri whispered, voice cracking. “There’s nothing left of who I was. I’m just yours now.”

“That’s right.” He kissed the tears from her cheeks. “Let me see all of you.”

He retrieved multiple implements from the drawer: the leather belt, the rattan cane, a thick vibrating wand, and a bottle of lube. Capri’s breath hitched at the sight, fresh tears slipping down her temples. The vulnerability was crushing and liberating at once. Her body betrayed her completely—pussy already dripping onto the silk, asshole clenching in anticipation, nipples tight and aching.

Roman turned her onto her stomach and began with the belt. Firm, measured strokes landed across her already-striped ass, re-igniting the fire. Each crack made her sob into the pillow, but her hips pushed back, seeking more. The pain blended seamlessly with pleasure, pushing her deeper into that raw, open space.

Scene 2 – Overwhelming Intensity

Roman slid two thick fingers into her soaked cunt while continuing to stripe her with the belt. He curled them perfectly against her G-spot, pumping hard as the leather fell. Capri came suddenly, violently—pussy clamping around his fingers, juices squirting onto his hand and the sheets as she cried out.

He didn’t stop. He added the cane again, lighter but precise strokes across her thighs while he worked a third finger inside her. The stretch burned beautifully. Then he pulled out, lubed his thick cock, and pressed the fat head against her asshole.

“Take me,” he ordered.

Capri moaned as he pushed forward, sinking his entire cock deep into her ass in one long, relentless stroke. The fullness was overwhelming after the morning’s discipline. Roman began to fuck her hard—deep, pounding strokes that bottomed out and made her entire body jolt forward on the silk. His heavy balls slapped against her dripping pussy with every thrust.

“Fuck—Roman—too much—” she sobbed, but her hips pushed back greedily, chasing the brutal pleasure.

He reached beneath her and pressed the vibrating wand firmly against her clit on the highest setting. The combination shattered her. Capri came again, asshole spasming wildly around his pistoning cock, pussy gushing onto the wand and sheets in powerful squirts. Tears streamed down her face, mixing with the overwhelming pleasure as her body convulsed.

Roman pulled out of her ass, flipped her onto her back, and drove into her cunt in one brutal thrust. He fucked her savagely—legs over his shoulders, cock splitting her open while the wand stayed pressed to her clit. Capri’s third orgasm hit like a tidal wave, her whole body arching, mouth open in a silent scream as she squirted hard around his thick dick.

Scene 3 – Catharsis and Complete Release

Roman slowed but didn’t stop, fucking her through the aftershocks with deep, grinding strokes. He set the wand aside and gathered her into his arms, never pulling out. Skin to skin, his strong arms wrapped completely around her trembling body as he continued slow, possessive thrusts. Tears and pleasure mixed freely now—Capri sobbing against his chest while her pussy fluttered and clenched around him.

“Let it all go,” he whispered against her hair. “Every performance. Every wall. Every piece of control you thought you needed.”

“I’m breaking,” she cried, nails digging into his back. “I’m yours—I’m completely yours.”

Roman’s pace built again. He fucked her deep and steady, cock dragging against every sensitive spot inside her. The fourth orgasm rolled through her in long, devastating waves, her walls milking him rhythmically as she wailed into his neck. The intensity left her shaking uncontrollably, mind blank except for him.

With a deep, guttural groan, Roman buried himself to the hilt and came. Thick, hot ropes of cum erupted inside her cunt—powerful spurt after spurt flooding her until it overflowed and leaked out around his shaft, soaking the silk beneath them. He kept thrusting through his climax, pushing every drop deep, claiming her from the inside out.

Afterward, he stayed buried inside her as he gathered her fully into his lap, strong arms cradling her against his chest. He stroked her hair, kissed her tears, whispered soothing words while his cock softened inside her. The aftercare was tender and absolute—warm cloths, fresh lotion on her welts, a thick clean diaper taped snugly around her leaking, well-used holes.

Capri clung to him, completely spent, floating in pure catharsis.

She whispered against his skin, voice raw and certain.

“I accept it all. I don’t want to be anyone else ever again.”

Roman held her tighter, lips brushing her forehead.

“Let go. Daddy has you.”


Chapter 13: Forever Crinkle

The warm Bahamian sun bathed Capri’s skin as she stood on the private terrace of Roman’s villa, the turquoise sea stretching endlessly before her. Peaceful, owned, and transformed — that was the only way to describe the deep calm settled in her chest. After last night’s shattering catharsis, every muscle felt loose and languid. The thick, perfectly fitted diaper hugged her between her thighs, warm and dry for now, the tapes snug against her hips like a constant embrace. The heavy silver collar from the ceremony still circled her throat, but today something even more permanent waited.

Roman stepped behind her, his broad chest pressing to her back, strong arms wrapping around her waist. His cologne mixed with salt air and sunscreen. She leaned into him without hesitation, completely at peace with her surrender.

Scene 1 – Morning Reflection and Preparation

The sun warmed her bare shoulders as Roman slowly dressed her for the final ceremony. A sheer white linen dress that clung to her curves and clearly outlined the bulky diaper beneath. He knelt, checking the tapes with possessive hands, smoothing the padding over her mound and ass until it sat perfectly.

“You’re glowing,” he murmured, voice low and satisfied.

“I feel… whole,” Capri whispered. Tears of quiet joy pricked her eyes. The woman who arrived here desperate for wellness is gone. In her place is someone who finally stopped running. The exhaustion that once defined her had dissolved into deep, abiding contentment. Her body no longer fought — it welcomed every layer of his control. The warm sun on her skin, the gentle crinkle with every shift, the way her pussy already fluttered inside the thick padding… all of it felt right.

Roman kissed the back of her neck. “Today you choose forever. Are you ready?”

“Yes, Daddy. More than ready.”

He led her along the flower-lined path toward the same amphitheater where he had publicly claimed her. Guests had gathered again, soft murmurs rising as they arrived. The warm sun kissed her face, the perfectly fitted padding swaying heavily between her thighs with every step, a comforting reminder of who she belonged to.

Scene 2 – The Final Ceremony and Vow

The stone platform waited under the bright afternoon sun. Roman guided her to the center. A new custom collar rested on a velvet pillow — thicker black leather with a polished gold plate engraved with “Roman’s Forever” and a small, discreet locking mechanism.

He turned her to face the crowd, then slowly removed the old collar. The new one clicked into place with a heavy, final sound. The weight settled beautifully against her throat. Applause rose, warm and approving.

Capri looked into Roman’s eyes, voice steady and clear. “I choose this. I choose you. I want the permanent protocol. I want to stay here as your owned little one — padded, disciplined, and completely yours. No end date. No escape. Forever.”

Roman’s smile was slow and triumphant. “She is mine. Permanently.”

More applause thundered. He pulled her close and kissed her deeply, tongue claiming her mouth while his hand openly cupped her padded ass in front of everyone. The warm sun heated her skin as the kiss deepened, her diaper crinkling audibly under his grip.

Scene 3 – Final Claiming and Eternal Surrender

Roman didn’t wait to return to the villa. He bent her forward over the same stone altar from the previous ceremony, hiking her dress up and ripping the diaper tapes open in front of the watching crowd. The warm sun beat down on her exposed, striped ass and dripping pussy. He lubed his thick, rock-hard cock generously, then pressed the fat head against her tight asshole.

“Take me one last time as my choice,” he growled.

Capri moaned loudly as he pushed forward, sinking every thick inch into her ass in one long, relentless stroke. The stretch was perfect — burning pleasure that made her toes curl. Roman began fucking her hard and deep, pounding her asshole with powerful strokes that bottomed out and made her breasts drag against the warm stone. The crowd watched in reverent silence broken only by the wet slap of his hips and her broken moans.

The warm Bahamian sun heated her back while his cock split her open. Capri came first — violently — her asshole spasming hard around his pistoning dick as pleasure exploded through her. She squirted onto the stone, juices dripping down her thighs while the perfectly fitted diaper bunched around her knees.

Roman pulled out, flipped her onto her back, and drove into her soaked cunt. He fucked her savagely, legs spread wide for the audience, cock plowing deep while his thumb rubbed her clit. Her second orgasm hit even harder, walls milking him desperately as she screamed his name, body shaking under the bright sun.

With a deep, possessive roar, Roman slammed to the hilt and came. Thick, hot ropes of cum erupted inside her cunt — spurt after heavy spurt flooding her until it overflowed and ran down her ass in visible white streams. He kept thrusting, pushing every drop deep, marking her completely in front of everyone.

Afterward, he taped her back into a fresh, perfectly fitted diaper, sealing his cum inside the thick padding. He helped her stand, legs trembling, and pulled her against his chest.

The crowd cheered as they walked back toward the villa, her new permanent collar gleaming in the sun, the warm padding squishing with every step.

Capri looked up at him, voice soft and certain. “The island becomes my new home.”

Roman kissed her forehead, eyes full of dark satisfaction.

“Welcome to your real life, baby.”
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