
        
            
                
            
        

    


The Billionaire’s Babygirl







A DDLG Romance Erotica Novel








Introduction










Some people dream of fairy-tale romances.

 

Lena Hart never did.











Her life had always been a series of struggles—bouncing between unpaid art gigs, barely making rent, and keeping a firm grip on her independence. She didn’t need a prince charming, didn’t believe in knights in shining armor.










Then she met

 

Damien Cross.











Powerful. Ruthless.

 

Demanding.











A billionaire who built his empire with cold calculation and

 

unwavering control.


 
A man who saw through her walls and into the part of her she barely understood—the part that

 

craved submission.











When she takes a job as his assistant, she’s thrown into a world of

 

rules, discipline, and desire.











Damien doesn’t just want obedience in the office.




He wants it

 

everywhere.











He doesn’t just want an employee.




He wants a

 

babygirl.











And Lena is about to learn that when

 

Daddy wants something… he always gets it.










Chapter One: The Interview










Lena Hart adjusted the collar of her thrift-store blazer, her fingers trembling as she stood outside the towering glass building of

 

Cross Industries


 
. The New York skyline shimmered in the reflection, an overwhelming reminder of just how out of place she was.










This was

 

not


 
the kind of job she had imagined for herself.










She was an artist—a struggling one, sure, but still an artist. The idea of working for some corporate tycoon made her stomach twist. Yet, her landlord didn’t accept

 

dreams


 
as rent, and her last failed attempt at selling paintings meant she was officially desperate.










With a deep breath, she pushed open the heavy glass doors.










The lobby was pristine, intimidating in its quiet elegance. Behind a sleek marble desk, a blonde receptionist barely glanced up from her computer before gesturing toward the elevators.










“Thirty-second floor. Mr. Cross is expecting you.”










Lena swallowed hard.

 

Right. No turning back now.











By the time she reached the executive floor, her nerves were a full-blown storm. She expected a secretary to meet her, maybe some assistant handing her a clipboard. Instead, the moment the elevator doors slid open,

 

he was there.











Damien Cross.











Holy. Hell.











She had seen photos of him before, of course. He was on the cover of Forbes, Business Insider, even damn

 

GQ.


 
But nothing prepared her for the real thing.










Tall. Intimidating. Expensive.










His black suit was tailored to perfection, emphasizing broad shoulders and a commanding presence. His dark hair was neatly styled, but a lock had fallen slightly over his forehead—almost making him look

 

approachable


 
. Almost.










His storm-grey eyes flicked over her, calculating.










“You’re late.”










Lena’s breath hitched. She glanced at the clock on the wall.

 

Two minutes past.











“I—there was traffic,” she stammered. “And security downstairs—”










“No excuses.” His voice was smooth but edged with something she couldn’t quite place. Control. Authority.

 

Power.











Her stomach flipped.










“Follow me,” he ordered.










He turned without another word, and she had no choice but to follow.










His office was minimalist, sharp, and suffocatingly neat. Lena barely had time to take it in before he gestured for her to sit. She obeyed, feeling small beneath his intense gaze.










“Tell me, Miss Hart,” Damien said as he took his seat behind the massive desk, his fingers steepled together, “why does an artist want to be a personal assistant?”










Lena hesitated. Because she was broke? Because the universe hated her? Because if she didn’t, she’d be evicted by next week?










“I… I’m very organized,” she lied.










One dark brow lifted. “Is that so?”










He tapped a finger against his desk, watching her squirm.










“You’re overqualified,” he said after a beat. “I read your resume. You graduated top of your class in Fine Arts. So why apply here?”










Lena gritted her teeth. “Because I need a job.”










At that, something in his expression shifted.










“You’re honest. I like that.” He leaned forward slightly, his voice dropping into something

 

deeper


 
. “But there’s something you should know, Miss Hart. I don’t need just a personal assistant. I need someone who follows orders. Without hesitation.”










A chill ran down her spine.










“I can follow orders,” she said, though it came out weaker than she intended.










A slow, almost

 

knowing


 
smirk tugged at the corner of his lips.










“We’ll see about that.”









Chapter Two: Rules and Punishment










The air in Damien’s office felt heavier than before. Lena could feel the weight of his gaze, assessing, dissecting, as if he already knew what he wanted from her.










She should have been nervous.




She should have felt small.




Instead, her body betrayed her—her pulse racing, heat pooling in places she’d rather not acknowledge.










Damien leaned back in his chair, his expression unreadable.










“I have certain… expectations, Miss Hart,” he said smoothly. “If you take this position, you will be required to

 

obey


 
. Without question.”










Lena swallowed hard. “Obey?”










His lips twitched in something that wasn’t quite a smirk. “That’s what assistants do, isn’t it?”










She exhaled slowly, nodding. “Yes. Of course.”










Damien rose from his chair and rounded the desk. Lena’s breath hitched as he came to stand behind her, his presence overwhelming.










“You seem nervous,” he murmured, his voice close to her ear.










Her spine stiffened. “I—I just didn’t expect this interview to be so… intense.”










Damien chuckled, low and dark. “I don’t waste time with small talk.”










He placed a single finger beneath her chin, tilting her face upward. The contact was barely there, but it sent a shiver down her spine.










“If you take this job, Lena, you belong to me. Your time, your focus—your submission.”










Her breath caught in her throat. “Submission?”










His eyes gleamed. “Yes. I am a man who

 

likes control


 
. In my business. In my personal life. And especially in my relationships.”










The word lingered between them, unspoken but understood.











Daddy.











Lena wasn’t naïve. She had heard of men like Damien before. Powerful, dominant, in need of a woman who would give herself over completely.

 

A Little. A good girl.











Her body warmed at the thought, but she couldn’t let him see that. Not yet.










“I don’t—” She hesitated. “I don’t know what you mean.”










Damien hummed, a deep sound that sent a thrill down her spine. “You do. But you’re afraid to admit it.”










Lena clenched her hands in her lap. “And if I don’t want that?”










A slow, knowing smirk curved his lips. “Then you’re free to walk out that door.”










Silence.










The weight of the moment pressed down on her. She could stand up, leave, pretend this conversation never happened. Pretend the idea of belonging to a man like Damien Cross didn’t make her

 

ache


 
in places she shouldn’t.










But she didn’t move.










Damien’s smirk deepened. “That’s what I thought.”










He leaned down, his lips hovering just above her ear.










“Stand up.”










Lena obeyed, her knees weak as she rose to her feet.










“Come here.”










She turned, stepping toward him cautiously. He reached out, tucking a stray curl behind her ear before trailing his fingers down her jaw.










“You need guidance,” he murmured. “Discipline. Someone to take care of you.”










Her breath was shaky. “And you think that’s you?”










“I

 

know


 
it’s me.”










His fingers trailed lower, skimming the base of her throat, sending a dangerous thrill through her.










“I have rules, Lena. And if you break them…” He tilted his head, his voice dropping into a delicious warning. “You will be punished.”










Her pulse pounded in her ears. “Punished how?”










Damien smiled. “You’ll find out soon enough,

 

babygirl


 
.”










Lena’s breath hitched. The way he said it—deep, possessive, final—made her entire body melt.











God, what had she just gotten herself into?










Chapter Three: Learning to Obey










Lena’s knees felt weak as she stood before him, trapped in the gravitational pull of

 

Damien Cross


 
. The way he looked at her—like he already owned her—sent a dangerous heat rushing through her veins.










“Do you understand what I expect from you?” His voice was velvet over steel.










Lena swallowed, her mouth suddenly dry. “I think so…”










Damien’s expression darkened. “

 

Think


 
so?”










Her heart pounded. “I—I do.”










He hummed, stepping closer, so close she could feel the warmth of his body without even touching him. His fingers brushed her cheek, trailing lower, ghosting along the column of her throat.










“Good girl.”










The words sent a sharp pang of need straight to her core.

 

Why did that feel so… right?











Damien studied her for a moment, then reached for a folder on his desk, flipping it open.










“I’m not a man who plays games, Lena,” he said. “You will be given responsibilities, and in return, I will take care of you. But there are rules.”










Lena’s breath caught. “Rules?”










His eyes flicked up, locking onto hers. “Yes.”










He pulled out a crisp sheet of paper, sliding it across the desk.











Damien Cross’s Rules










	




Obedience is expected at all times.







	




No lying. Ever.







	




You will address me properly when we are alone.







	




You will trust me to make decisions for you.







	




Disobedience will be punished.















Her fingers trembled as she read the list.










Lena exhaled shakily. “Address you properly?”










Damien leaned back, his lips curling into something dangerously amused. “Yes.”










He let the silence stretch before finally whispering,

 

“Daddy.”











The word hung between them like a live wire, sending a spark straight to her center.










Lena’s thighs clenched involuntarily. She bit her lip, her body betraying her, the undeniable pull of submission making her pulse race.










“I—I don’t know if I can…”










Damien tilted his head. “No?”










His fingers suddenly traced her wrist, then lifted, brushing along the inside of her palm, featherlight but firm.










Lena’s breath shuddered. “I’ve never…”










He smiled, slow and knowing. “Then I’ll teach you.”










Her stomach clenched. The promise in his voice was too intoxicating.










“I don’t just want an assistant, Lena. I want someone who

 

needs


 
me.”










She felt like the room was closing in. His presence was suffocating,

 

overwhelming in the most delicious way.











“And if I say yes?” she whispered.










Damien’s expression sharpened. “Then you become mine.”










His hands brushed down her arms, settling at her hips. His grip was firm—possessive.










Lena gasped as he suddenly spun her around, pressing her hands against the edge of his desk.










“Lesson one,” Damien murmured, his breath warm against the back of her neck. “Good girls listen the first time.”










Her heart slammed against her ribs as she felt the heat of his body behind her.










He trailed his fingers down the curve of her spine, slow, deliberate, teasing.










“And bad girls?” His voice darkened, his palm grazing the hem of her skirt. “They get

 

punished.


 
”










Lena’s breath hitched as his hand finally connected—a sharp

 

smack


 
against her thigh.










She gasped, her body jerking forward. A deep, unexpected heat coiled low in her stomach.










Damien chuckled softly, running his fingers over the tingling spot. “Not too much for you, is it, babygirl?”










Lena’s mind was spinning, her body betraying her with every pulse of arousal that pooled between her thighs.










“No,” she whispered.










“Good.”










His hand returned, kneading the place where he’d struck before trailing dangerously higher.










“You’ll learn, sweetheart,” he murmured. “You’ll learn that when you listen—when you’re a

 

good girl


 
—I’ll take care of you.”










His fingers grazed the edge of her panties, teasing, testing.










“But when you don’t…” He leaned in, his lips brushing the shell of her ear. “You’ll be reminded exactly who’s in control.”










Lena’s entire body trembled.










She was drowning in him, in his presence, in the sheer

 

dominance


 
radiating from him like a force field.










And god help her…










She wanted more.









Chapter Four: Surrender










Lena’s breath came in shallow pants, her hands gripping the edge of Damien’s desk as the sting of his palm lingered on her thigh.










She should have been outraged.




She should have turned around and slapped him.




She should have walked out.










But she didn’t.










Because the heat pooling between her thighs told a

 

very different story.











Damien’s fingers traced the curve of her hips, slow and deliberate, his presence towering behind her. “You’re trembling, babygirl.”










Lena shivered at the way he said it—

 

possessive, indulgent, knowing.











“I—” Her voice cracked, barely above a whisper.










Damien’s lips ghosted over the back of her neck, the warmth of his breath making her entire body lock up. “What is it, sweetheart? Are you afraid?”










She should have been.










But fear wasn’t the right word.










Overwhelmed.




Exposed.




Completely, utterly

 

at his mercy.











And she liked it.










Lena swallowed hard. “No… not afraid.”










Damien hummed, pleased. His fingers trailed lower, just teasing the hem of her skirt.










“Then tell me what’s going through that pretty little head of yours.”










She bit her lip, hesitating.










He

 

wanted her to say it.











To admit that her body

 

craved


 
what he was doing. That she wanted more, even though she barely understood why.










“I… I don’t know,” she finally whispered.










Damien let out a soft chuckle, dark and knowing.










“Lying, babygirl?” He tsked, his fingers grazing her inner thigh. “That’s breaking the rules already.”










Lena’s breath hitched.

 

Oh, God.











“You want me to stop?” he asked, though there was no doubt in his tone.










Lena hesitated—

 

just for a second


 
—before shaking her head. “No.”










She felt him smile against her skin.










“Good girl.”










Before she could process it, he grabbed her chin and turned her to face him. Their lips were inches apart, his grey eyes burning into hers.










“You need this, don’t you?” he murmured.










Lena’s entire body was on fire. She clenched her thighs, desperate for some kind of relief, but Damien caught the movement immediately. His smirk deepened.










“You don’t even know how badly you need it,” he mused, his fingers ghosting over her parted lips.










Lena whimpered, the sound betraying her completely.










And then—finally—his lips crashed against hers.










It wasn’t gentle.




It wasn’t soft.




It was

 

a claiming.











His hands tangled in her hair, pulling her closer as he deepened the kiss, his tongue sliding against hers in slow, lazy strokes that made her knees buckle.










She moaned into his mouth, and

 

that


 
seemed to be what he was waiting for.










With one swift motion, Damien lifted her onto his desk, spreading her thighs as he settled between them.










“Look at you,” he murmured, his fingers trailing down her exposed skin. “So desperate already.”










Lena gasped as he pressed a knee between her legs, applying just enough pressure to make her arch.










“Is this what you want?” he murmured, teasing.










She whimpered, nodding, her hands clutching his shoulders.










Damien chuckled. “Use your words, babygirl.”










Her entire body burned with embarrassment, but she couldn’t stop herself. “Yes, Daddy.”










The moment the word left her lips, something

 

shifted.











Damien let out a low growl, his hands tightening around her hips. “That’s my good girl.”










His lips descended on her neck, biting, licking,

 

marking


 
.










Lena gasped, her body arching into his as he continued his slow, torturous exploration.










“Lesson two,” Damien murmured against her skin. “Good girls get rewarded.”










His fingers slipped beneath the hem of her skirt, and Lena’s breath caught.











Oh, god.











She was completely at his mercy.








And she had never wanted anything more.







Chapter Five: Submission in Public










Lena still couldn’t believe where she was.










The car ride had been silent, thick with tension. Damien had barely spoken a word since he’d told her to get dressed, handing her a sleek, black dress that clung to every curve like it had been tailored just for her.










No bra. No panties.










Just the dress.










And the small, velvet box he had placed in her hands before whispering,

 

"Wear these for me."











Her cheeks had burned when she opened it, revealing a set of

 

glossy, black anal beads


 
, the smallest pearl-sized and gradually increasing in size.










"You're blushing, babygirl," Damien had murmured, watching her reaction with amusement. "But you’ll be a good girl and put them in for me, won’t you?"










She had obeyed, trembling as she followed his instructions in the backseat, her breath hitching with each slow push. The fullness, the stretch—it was

 

new, foreign, intoxicating


 
.










Now, standing beside him in an

 

underground club dripping in wealth and sin


 
, the sensation was overwhelming.











Every step she took, every shift of her hips sent waves of pleasure through her.











And Damien knew it.










His hand rested possessively on the small of her back as they moved through the lavish dungeon—a secret haven of

 

power, submission, and indulgence


 
for the city’s elite.










Candlelight flickered against crimson walls. Plush leather couches lined the space, filled with beautiful, obedient submissives draped across their Masters’ laps.

 

Some being touched. Some being disciplined. Some being put on display.











A woman knelt at the feet of a masked man, blindfolded and trembling as he slowly traced a riding crop along the inside of her thigh.










Another Little sat on her Daddy’s lap, giggling softly as he held a baby bottle to her lips, her frilly pink dress bunched around her waist.










The air was

 

heavy with lust, control, and secrets.











Lena’s breath came in shallow pants, her knees weak.










“Overwhelmed?” Damien murmured into her ear.










She shivered. “I—It’s a lot.”










His fingers slid lower, pressing against the base of her spine. “But you’re wet for me, aren’t you?”










Her breath hitched.










“Yes, Daddy,” she whispered.










His chuckle was dark, knowing. “Good girl.”










His hand drifted lower, fingers grazing the

 

silver jewel nestled between her cheeks


 
—the base of the beads he had filled her with.










Lena gasped, her body jerking at the sudden pressure.










Damien smirked. “You like being full, don’t you?”










Her cheeks burned. She didn’t answer.










A sharp

 

smack


 
landed against her ass, sending a shock of pleasure through her.










“Answer me, babygirl.”










Lena whimpered, her body

 

thrumming


 
.










“Yes, Daddy.”










He hummed approvingly. “That’s what I thought.”










Just then, another man approached—a broad-shouldered, tattooed Dominant with

 

piercing blue eyes and a wicked smile.











“Damien,” he greeted, his gaze flicking to Lena. “She’s stunning.”










Damien’s grip tightened on her waist, his voice filled with

 

ownership.


 
“She’s mine.”










The man chuckled. “I know. But is she trained?”










Lena’s stomach flipped.










Damien tilted his head, a

 

dark, knowing smirk


 
playing at his lips. “Not yet. But she’s learning.”










He reached down, ever so slightly pulling at the beads,

 

just enough to send a sharp jolt of pleasure through her.











Lena

 

moaned


 
, her body sagging against him.










The other man’s smile deepened. “Oh, she’s going to be fun.”










Damien stroked her cheek, tilting her face up to meet his gaze. “Would you like to show them how good you can be for Daddy, sweetheart?”










Lena’s pulse

 

thundered.











She should have said no.




She should have been embarrassed.




But she was

 

too far gone


 
.










“Yes, Daddy,” she whispered.










The smile that spread across Damien’s lips was pure sin.










“Good girl.”











Chapter Six: Regression










Lena had never felt more

 

exposed


 
in her life.










Her body still trembled from the

 

debauched display


 
Damien had made her endure at the club. The anal beads had been removed slowly, teasingly, each tug sending her deeper into submission until she had

 

collapsed into his arms


 
, completely spent.










Now, she was lying on

 

his massive bed


 
, bathed in candlelight, her body bare except for a sheer, white nightgown he had slipped over her after he had carried her home.










But that wasn’t the most humiliating part.










No.










It was the

 

thick, crinkling bulk between her thighs


 
.










A

 

diaper.











Heat

 

burned her face


 
, but Damien only smiled down at her,

 

possessive, indulgent, completely in control.











“You’re blushing, babygirl.”










Lena squeezed her thighs together, the soft plastic

 

rustling beneath her


 
. “I—I don’t know about this…”










Damien brushed his fingers through her hair,

 

calm, patient


 
.










“Yes, you do,” he murmured. “You’re just afraid to admit how much you love being taken care of.”










Her heart

 

stuttered


 
.










It was true.










This—

 

all of this


 
—wasn’t just about sex. It was about

 

giving up control


 
. It was about

 

surrendering completely.











Damien

 

tilted her chin up


 
, his gaze dark and commanding. “This is what you need, isn’t it?”










She whimpered, her body

 

melting


 
under his touch. “Yes, Daddy.”










He hummed in approval. “That’s my good girl.”










He leaned down, pressing a kiss to her forehead before pulling the covers over her, tucking her in with

 

gentle precision.











“Tonight, I’ll hold you,” he whispered. “Tomorrow, we’ll see just how much you can take.”










Lena’s pulse fluttered. She should have felt embarrassed, humiliated even.










But all she felt was

 

safe.











For the first time in her life, she didn’t have to be strong.




Didn’t have to fight.




Didn’t have to pretend.










She could just…

 

be his.











And she

 

never wanted to leave.
















Epilogue: His Babygirl Forever











One year later.










Lena stretched on the massive king-sized bed, her body

 

aching in the best way possible


 
from the night before.










Damien’s side was empty, but the lingering scent of

 

leather and musk


 
still clung to the sheets.










A slow smile curled her lips.










He had

 

ruined her last night.











Punishing her. Worshipping her.

 

Owning her.











The door opened, and

 

there he was


 
—dressed in dark slacks, shirtless, looking

 

every bit the ruthless billionaire and devoted Daddy she had fallen for.











“Awake already, babygirl?” His voice was rich, teasing.










Lena yawned,

 

stretching like a kitten


 
. “Mmm, I missed you.”










Damien smirked. “Missed me? Or missed the way I had you begging last night?”










Her cheeks burned.










He reached the bed, pulling her into his lap with effortless strength. “You’ve come a long way, sweetheart.” His fingers brushed against the soft padding between her legs, reminding her of the

 

little secret she still wore for him at night.











Lena whimpered.










Damien’s smirk deepened. “And you’re never leaving me, are you?”










She

 

shook her head


 
, her arms wrapping around his neck.










“I’m yours forever, Daddy.”










He pressed a

 

deep, claiming kiss


 
against her lips.










“Good girl.”










And just like that, she knew she was exactly where she

 

belonged.











Forever.
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