
        
            
                
            
        

    


Punished and Pampered: A Dark Daddy Dom ABDL Romance




Forced Regression, Diaper Discipline & Helpless Submission






Introduction: Punished and Pampered











She signed away one year of her life… but what happens when she never wants to leave?















Rowan’s hands shook as she stared at the contract in front of her. The words blurred together, but the terms were clear—

 

one year, absolute submission, no safe words, no backing out.


 
When the debt collectors started circling, when every door had slammed in her face, she had thought she had no choices left.










Until Damien Black made her an offer.










The underground enforcer didn’t lend money—he

 

owned people


 
. His reputation was brutal, his methods whispered about in back-alley deals. People didn’t leave his contracts unmarked, and they certainly didn’t leave unchanged. But what he wanted from her wasn’t just servitude.










It was

 

something worse.











The final clause made her stomach churn:






“During the contract period, the signee will fully surrender to the role of ‘Daddy’s Little Girl’ under all conditions. Failure to comply will result in appropriate discipline.”












Rowan swallowed hard. She had no idea what that truly meant, but when she glanced up at Damien—broad-shouldered, towering over her, his eyes dark with ownership—she knew

 

this wasn’t a game.











This was

 

real.











And once she signed, there was

 

no turning back.









Chapter 1: The Deal with the Devil







Rowan’s signature bled into the thick paper, her hand trembling as she finished the last stroke of her name. The ink was barely dry when Damien Black reached forward, taking the contract from her fingers like he had already

 

won


 
.




Because he had.




She forced herself to meet his gaze. His eyes were

 

dark, assessing, satisfied


 
—as if he had just acquired his newest possession. The truth settled in her stomach like ice. She had sold herself to this man.

 

One year of absolute submission


 
in exchange for wiping her debt clean.







She had told herself it was just a contract. That no matter what his twisted demands were, she could endure it. But when Damien stood, towering over her, his presence suffocating in the dimly lit office, she knew—

 

she had no idea what she had just agreed to.








“Good girl,” he murmured, folding the contract and slipping it into his jacket pocket. The casualness of it made her

 

skin prickle


 
. Like he hadn’t just sealed her fate. Like she hadn’t just signed away

 

everything.





Rowan swallowed, pushing through the nerves clawing up her throat. “So, that’s it?” she asked, her voice barely steady. “No… discussion? No—”




Damien cut her off with a slow, almost amused smile. “You had your chance to discuss, sweetheart. The moment you put your name on that paper,

 

your choices stopped mattering.


 
”




A chill crept down her spine.




Before she could respond, Damien took a step forward, closing the space between them. He moved with

 

deliberate control


 
, the kind of presence that made her want to step back. But she didn’t. She couldn’t.







His fingers brushed along her jaw, forcing her chin up until her eyes locked onto his. The way he studied her sent something sharp and unsettling through her—

 

like he was already picking apart everything she thought she could hide.








"You’re scared," he observed, his voice smooth, rich,

 

dangerous.





Rowan clenched her teeth. "I just don't know what to expect."




His thumb traced over her lower lip, slow, possessive.

 

Testing.


 
“Then let me make it simple for you,” he said.

 

“You’re mine now.”





Her stomach twisted. “That wasn’t—”




Damien’s fingers

 

tightened


 
, just enough to silence her. His grip was firm, but

 

not cruel.


 
Yet.







“No arguments. No backtalk,” he warned, his voice dropping lower.

 

“Daddy doesn’t like brats.”








Rowan’s breath

 

hitched


 
.




Did she hear that right?




Her pulse pounded so loudly in her ears that she almost thought she imagined it.

 

Daddy.








He let the word settle between them,

 

watching, waiting


 
. The way he looked at her told her

 

this wasn’t a slip-up


 
. This was intentional. Calculated.





This was exactly what he expected from her.


“You’re joking,” she whispered, though she already knew he wasn’t.




His grip softened, fingers trailing from her jaw down to her throat—just a hint of

 

pressure


 
, a quiet reminder of how easily he could hold her in place.




Does it look like I’m joking, little girl?”




Rowan sucked in a sharp breath, every muscle

 

going rigid


 
.




“I… I didn’t—”




“I told you to read the contract carefully,” Damien murmured. He leaned in, his breath warm against her ear,

 

his voice thick with dominance


 
. “That last clause? That wasn’t decoration. You’re not just my submissive.” He pressed a hand against the small of her back,

 

forcing her closer


 
.




“You’re my baby.”




Rowan’s stomach

 

dropped


 
.







Her hands

 

shook


 
at her sides, nails digging into her palms.

 

No. No, this wasn’t what she thought she had agreed to.


 
Submission was one thing. She could have handled a year of being his plaything, his pet, his personal whore—




But this?

Her voice cracked. “You expect me to—”




“I expect you to do as you’re told,” Damien interrupted smoothly,

 

his control absolute


 
. His fingers traced down the line of her spine, slow, deliberate, before

 

gripping her waist.


 
“I expect you to obey. I expect you to surrender. And most of all—” His lips brushed

 

just


 
over her ear, his next words making her entire body

 

lock up


 
.





“I expect you to call me Daddy.”





Rowan

 

shuddered


 
.







Her mind screamed at her to

 

fight


 
, to say no, to run. But

 

his touch was fire


 
, branding his control into her skin.

 

Everything about him overwhelmed her—his dominance, his confidence, the quiet amusement in his gaze as he watched her unravel.





"You're insane," she breathed.




Damien smirked.

 

"You'll learn to love it, sweetheart."









His hand slipped lower , pressing against the back of her thigh, inching higher—

 

possessive, claiming.




"Strip," he ordered.




Rowan’s breath

 

hitched


 
.




"What?"




His grip

 

tightened


 
, the command ringing in her ears.




"Take. Your. Clothes. Off."




Rowan’s stomach

 

twisted


 
, humiliation burning through her as reality

 

slammed into her chest


 
.







This was it. This was

 

happening.








Damien tilted his head, watching her with something dark, something knowing. He took a step back, giving her just enough space to

 

decide


 
—though they both knew

 

there was no decision left to make


 
.







“Do you want me to help you, little girl?” he asked, his voice smooth, teasing, but

 

deadly serious


 
. “Because I’d love to show you what happens when Daddy has to do it himself.”




A shudder tore through her.




Rowan

 

hesitated


 
—but only for a second.







Her hands

 

shook


 
as she reached for the hem of her sweater,

 

pulling it over her head.








Damien exhaled slowly, his

 

approval palpable


 
.




“Good girl.”




And as she stood before him,

 

exposed, vulnerable, completely his


 
—Rowan realized

 

she had never been in control at all.









Chapter 2: Daddy’s House, Daddy’s Rules








The ride to Damien’s house was

 

silent, suffocating, and far too long


 
. Rowan sat rigid in the passenger seat of his sleek black car, fingers gripping the hem of her skirt as she stared out the window.

 

The city lights blurred past her, a world she was leaving behind.











Every minute that passed, the reality of what she had done sank deeper into her bones. She had

 

signed away her freedom


 
.

 

Agreed to belong to him.











And the worst part?










Damien was completely

 

at ease.











He drove like a man who had already won, one hand resting on the wheel, the other against his thigh, his confidence

 

unshakable


 
. He didn’t speak. He didn’t have to.

 

His presence alone was enough to unravel her.











The moment they pulled into the long, winding driveway,

 

her stomach twisted.











His house was nothing like she had expected. It wasn’t a sleek penthouse or a cold, empty mansion. It was a

 

secluded estate


 
, wrapped in thick iron gates, surrounded by towering trees that swallowed the last traces of civilization. The kind of place no one could hear you scream.










Rowan shivered.










The second he parked, Damien turned to her,

 

his gaze heavy, unreadable.











“Out,” he ordered.










Her body obeyed before her mind caught up, stepping onto the cool stone driveway as Damien came around to her side.










He placed a

 

firm hand


 
on the small of her back, guiding her toward the door, his grip

 

unrelenting


 
. “No hesitation,” he murmured. “You’re home now.”











Home.











The word sent a sharp pang through her chest. She didn’t fight him, didn’t speak—

 

but her pulse thundered in her ears.











The moment they stepped inside, Rowan’s breath

 

hitched.











It was warm, luxurious—rich wooden floors, dim lighting, and soft leather furniture—but it wasn’t the house that

 

unnerved


 
her.










It was

 

what was waiting for her inside.











At the far end of the open living space,

 

past the fireplace, past the pristine kitchen,


 
was a door.










And it was

 

painted soft, pastel pink.











No. No, no, no—










Damien’s

 

hand tightened


 
on her wrist as she took an involuntary step back. “Go on, little girl,” he murmured.

 

“Open it.”











Her breath

 

shattered


 
.










Her fingers trembled as she reached for the doorknob, dread pooling in her stomach as she turned it—










The moment the door swung open,

 

her entire body went cold.











Inside was a

 

nursery.











Not just a childish bedroom. Not some vague, playful nod to the power dynamic he had forced on her.










No. This was a

 

full nursery.











A

 

massive white crib


 
in the center of the room, its bars gleaming in the dim light. A

 

plush rocking chair


 
beside a dresser lined with neatly folded onesies. And worst of all—










A

 

changing table.











Stacked with

 

diapers.












Big, thick, humiliating diapers.











Rowan

 

froze


 
, every muscle in her body

 

locking up.











“I—”










Damien’s

 

chuckle was soft


 
, dark, knowing.

 

“You thought I was playing, didn’t you?”











Her throat went dry. “You—you can’t be serious—”










His

 

hand was on the back of her neck in an instant


 
, fingers curling into her hair, tilting her head up until she had no choice but to meet his

 

dangerous, satisfied gaze.











“I don’t joke about what’s mine, sweetheart.”










Rowan

 

shuddered.











Her breath came in short, shallow bursts as Damien’s other hand

 

traced the edge of the changing table


 
, his fingers running over the folded stacks of diapers.

 

White. Pink. Some decorated with humiliating little cartoons.











“These,” he said smoothly, “are all for you.”










Her stomach

 

plummeted.











She tried to step back, but

 

his grip held firm


 
.










“No,” she whispered, shaking her head. “I won’t—”










“You will,” he interrupted, his voice low,

 

unshakable.


 
“You signed a contract, little girl. And Daddy expects you to follow the rules.”










Her pulse

 

pounded.


 
“Rules?”










His lips

 

curved.











“Rule number one—” he leaned down, his breath

 

warm against her ear


 
, his next words making her entire body

 

stiffen.












“Big girls don’t exist in this house. Only babies.”











Rowan

 

sucked in a sharp breath.











“No more toilet,” he continued, slow, indulgent.

 

“No more dressing yourself. No more privacy. No more control.”











His fingers

 

tightened on her nape.











“I decide when you eat. I decide when you sleep. And when you wake up soaking wet, little girl—

 

you’ll thank Daddy for taking such good care of you.


 
”










Rowan’s

 

knees nearly buckled.











She wanted to scream.

 

To fight. To run.


 
But she could feel it,

 

the inevitability sinking into her bones


 
.










She had

 

nowhere to go.











And Damien

 

knew it.











He exhaled slowly,

 

releasing her.











“Strip,” he ordered.










Rowan’s breath

 

hitched.


 
“What?”










His

 

gaze darkened.











“You heard me.

 

Strip. Now.


 
”










Her entire body

 

shook


 
. She

 

couldn’t do this.


 
She couldn’t—










Damien took a

 

step forward


 
,

 

closing the distance


 
, and Rowan had never felt so

 

small


 
in her life.










“Do you need help, little girl?” he asked,

 

mocking, patient, terrifying.











She

 

shuddered.











Her fingers shook as she reached for the hem of her skirt,

 

slowly pulling it down.











Damien’s breath was

 

steady. Even. In control.











“Good girl.”










Rowan

 

swallowed hard


 
, her cheeks burning, her legs weak.










Her sweater was next, leaving her in nothing but her

 

black lace panties and bra


 
. The contrast between her

 

adult lingerie and the childish horror of the nursery


 
made bile rise in her throat.










Damien stepped closer.










With

 

one flick of his fingers,


 
he unclasped her bra, letting it

 

fall to the floor.











Rowan

 

squeezed her eyes shut,


 
humiliated, exposed—










A soft

 

crinkle


 
filled the air.










Her eyes snapped open.










Damien was

 

unfolding a thick, white diaper.











Her

 

stomach clenched.











She stepped back,

 

panic creeping into her voice


 
. “No, I can’t—”











His hand was on her throat in an instant.











Not choking. Not squeezing. Just…

 

holding.


 

Claiming.


 

Taming.











His

 

gaze burned into hers


 
, unreadable,

 

unbreakable.











“You can,” he murmured. “And you will.”










Rowan

 

shivered.











His thumb brushed over her

 

racing pulse.











“Be a good girl and lie down for Daddy.”










A tremor

 

ran through her.











Her breath

 

hitched.


 
And as her

 

legs buckled beneath her


 
, Rowan

 

sank onto the changing table fully and completely his.









Chapter 3: First Punishment, First Reward







Rowan barely breathed as she lay on the changing table, her body rigid, her mind screaming at her to move, to fight, to do something other than lie there and

 

let this happen


 
. But Damien was above her, unfolding the thick white diaper with

 

calm, patient precision


 
, as if this was just another routine task—

 

as if this was normal


 
.







“This will be easier if you don’t struggle,” he murmured, brushing his fingers down her thigh, coaxing her to

 

relax


 
. But nothing about this was relaxing. Her heart pounded as he slid his hands under her knees, lifting her legs effortlessly, her bare skin heating under his touch. He

 

held her there


 
, suspended, helpless, exposed.




A shudder wracked her spine. “Please,” she whispered, though she didn’t even know what she was begging for—release, mercy, a way out?




Damien’s

 

chuckle was dark, knowing


 
. “Begging already? I haven’t even started, little girl.” With one smooth motion, he slid the thick padding under her, the crinkling sound

 

shamefully loud


 
in the quiet nursery. His fingers brushed over her, lingering, testing,

 

owning


 
.







Rowan’s stomach twisted as he reached for the baby powder,

 

shaking a generous amount onto her inner thighs and over her most intimate places


 
. His touch was slow, deliberate,

 

teasing


 
, as he rubbed it into her skin, spreading the scent of submission through the air. “So soft,” he murmured, almost to himself. “You’ll smell like Daddy’s baby girl in no time.”







Humiliation burned her from the inside out. “I—” But her words cut off in a gasp as his fingers

 

pressed between her folds


 
, barely brushing against her already-sensitive clit.

 

Not enough to satisfy. Just enough to remind her that he was in control.





Rowan’s breath hitched, her body betraying her with a sharp, aching pulse between her legs. Damien smirked as if he felt it, as if he knew exactly what was happening inside her, what her body refused to deny. “Oh, sweetheart,” he cooed, rubbing slow circles over her slick heat, keeping the touches light, torturous. “You’re already soaked.”




Shame and something

 

twistedly deeper


 
coiled inside her. She shook her head, refusing to meet his eyes. “I—it’s not—”







His fingers

 

slipped away


 
, and before she could process the loss, the thick diaper was

 

pulled snugly around her


 
, fastened tight. Trapped.







Rowan

 

gasped


 
, jerking against the sensation, but Damien

 

shushed her


 
, pressing a palm against the front of the diaper, holding her in place. “No more arguments, little girl,” he murmured, smoothing his hand over the thick padding as if sealing her fate. “You belong to Daddy now.”







Tears pricked her eyes, but before they could spill, he lifted her into his arms,

 

cradling her against his chest like she was weightless


 
. The sudden warmth of his body sent a jolt of something unfamiliar through her—safety. Comfort.

 

A dark, twisted form of affection.








He carried her effortlessly to a cushioned rocking chair in the corner of the nursery, sitting down and

 

pulling her onto his lap


 
, her legs draped over his thighs. The position left her feeling small, helpless,

 

exactly what he wanted.








“Now,” he murmured, adjusting her so her thickly padded bottom was resting against his

 

hard, muscular thighs


 
, the diaper crinkling between them. “Time for your first lesson.”




Rowan stiffened, her fingers digging into his shirt. “Lesson?”




His grip on her waist tightened, keeping her still. “Daddy’s rules are simple,” he said, his voice low, soothing,

 

dangerous


 
. “And rule number one—little girls

 

don’t hold it


 
.”




The breath left her lungs.

Her stomach clenched.




Damien’s fingers traced lazy circles on her thigh, casual,

 

as if he weren’t completely destroying her world with a single sentence


 
. “You will wet yourself for me, sweetheart,” he murmured, pressing his lips

 

softly


 
against her temple, a cruel contrast to the demand he was making. “And you’ll do it right now.”







Rowan’s heart slammed against her ribs. She

 

shook her head violently


 
. “No, I—I can’t—”







His hand

 

slipped between her legs


 
, pressing against the thick, humiliating padding, rubbing

 

slow, steady pressure


 
directly over her clit.







Her body

 

arched


 
, a sharp gasp tearing from her lips before she could stop it.







“Oh, you can,” Damien said,

 

his smirk curling against her skin


 
. “And you will.”







She twisted in his lap, panic warring with something

 

deeper, more primal


 
, but Damien only

 

chuckled


 
, rubbing her through the diaper in

 

long, deliberate strokes


 
.







Her thighs trembled, her stomach

 

tightening with unbearable need


 
. “Please,” she gasped, though she didn’t know if she was begging him to stop or

 

to push her over the edge


 
.







“Let go,” he whispered, nipping at her earlobe,

 

his voice like silk and sin and pure control


 
. “Be a good girl for Daddy and let go.”







Rowan whimpered, her entire body

 

on fire


 
, her muscles clenching as she fought the inevitable. But

 

his touch was relentless


 
, pressing

 

just enough


 
to drive her insane, to force her into a place where there was

 

only him


 
.







She

 

couldn’t fight it.








Her mind shattered, her body tipping over the edge—and as the pleasure tore through her,

 

her control snapped with it.








The first warm rush

 

spread through the thick padding


 
, and Rowan

 

sobbed


 
, shaking, her body

 

betraying her in the most humiliating way possible.








Damien groaned, his grip

 

tightening on her hips


 
, his breath

 

hot and heavy


 
against her neck as he felt it happen.







“That’s my good girl,” he praised, his voice

 

thick with satisfaction


 
, his hand

 

still rubbing, still teasing, still owning her completely.


 
“See? That wasn’t so hard, was it?”







Tears

 

spilled


 
down her cheeks, but she couldn’t move, couldn’t hide, couldn’t do

 

anything but collapse against his chest, trembling.








Damien’s fingers slowed, then stopped, his arm curling

 

protectively


 
around her waist. His lips brushed against her damp cheek,

 

gentle, possessive


 
.







“You did so well for Daddy,” he murmured, his voice

 

soft, almost loving


 
. “I think you deserve a reward.”







Rowan barely had time to process what he meant before his fingers

 

slipped inside the diaper


 
, finding her

 

still-soaked, still-sensitive


 
, and started

 

stroking her all over again.









Chapter 4: Diaper Training & the Loss of Control







Rowan lay against Damien’s chest,

 

wrecked, humiliated, and trembling


 
. Her breath came in soft, uneven pants, her body weak from the orgasm that had shattered her moments ago—

 

the same orgasm that had left her in a soaking wet diaper


 
, trapped in a warmth that only made her humiliation burn deeper.







Damien’s fingers still

 

teased her through the thick padding


 
, slow, indulgent,

 

owning her completely


 
. Every soft stroke sent a

 

new wave of heat


 
through her, keeping her

 

on the edge of something dark and consuming


 
.







His lips brushed against her temple,

 

gentle, soothing, but dangerous


 
. “You felt that, didn’t you?” he murmured, dragging his hand

 

down the front of the diaper, spreading the evidence of her shame.


 
“How warm it got? How helpless you were?”







Rowan

 

shuddered


 
, biting her lip to keep from sobbing.







“That’s what Daddy wants,” Damien continued, his

 

low, commanding voice


 
vibrating through her body. “I want you soft. Dependent.

 

I want you to stop thinking you have control.


 
”







She swallowed hard, her fingers

 

gripping his shirt


 
, nails digging into the fabric. “I—I don’t—”







A sharp slap landed on the

 

thick, sodden padding


 
, jolting her hips forward with the impact.







“Don’t lie, little girl.” Damien’s tone was

 

pure authority


 
, steady,

 

unforgiving


 
. “Your body already knows what it wants. It just needs to be trained properly.”







Her stomach twisted as

 

he shifted her in his lap


 
, adjusting her until her legs draped over his thighs, her back against his chest, her

 

soaked diaper pressing fully against him


 
. The realization that she was sitting

 

directly in her own accident


 
made shame coil inside her, but Damien held her firmly,

 

not letting her squirm away


 
.







He

 

nuzzled into her hair


 
, his grip

 

gentle but firm


 
. “Rule number two,” he murmured, “

 

little girls don’t try to hold it.


 
”







Rowan’s

 

pulse pounded.





“I won’t—”




“You will,” Damien corrected smoothly,

 

his hands sliding down her thighs, holding her open


 
, keeping her

 

completely exposed


 
despite the thick padding. “Your bladder belongs to me now, sweetheart.

 

You’ll wet whenever I decide you need to.


 
”







Rowan

 

shook her head violently


 
, her breath coming in sharp bursts. “No—no, please—”







His

 

chuckle was low


 
, almost

 

affectionate


 
. “Fighting already? That’s adorable.”







Before she could react, Damien

 

lifted her


 
, carrying her effortlessly across the nursery. She

 

yelped


 
, clinging to him out of instinct, but he

 

ignored her struggles


 
as he set her

 

back down on the changing table, pressing her firmly against the padded surface


 
.







Rowan

 

squirmed


 
, trying to push herself up, but Damien’s

 

hand was suddenly on her chest


 
, pressing her back down.

 

Pinning her.








“Stay,” he ordered, his voice

 

calm, steady, unshakable.








She

 

froze.








He reached beside her, grabbing something from the

 

neatly arranged shelves


 
lining the wall. She couldn’t see what it was until she heard the

 

soft, delicate clink of metal.








Her

 

stomach dropped.








A

 

chain.








It was

 

short, lightweight


 
, and connected to

 

a small leather strap.


 
She barely had time to react before he

 

fastened it snugly around her ankle, securing her to the table.








Rowan’s

 

chest tightened


 
, panic rising fast. “What—what are you doing?”







Damien’s

 

smirk was cruel, knowing.


 
“You need a little… encouragement.”







He pulled another strap from the shelf, this one

 

thicker


 
, meant for her

 

wrists


 
. She struggled as he grabbed her arm, but he was

 

too strong


 
, too practiced, and in seconds, her

 

wrists were bound as well, locked into place beside her head.








She

 

couldn’t move.








She

 

was trapped.








And Damien was

 

watching her unravel


 
like he had been waiting for this moment all along.







Rowan’s breath

 

hitched


 
, her thighs

 

clenching around the thick, crinkling diaper still wrapped around her


 
. “Please,” she gasped,

 

her voice breaking


 
. “Please don’t do this—”







Damien leaned over her, one large hand settling

 

on her stomach


 
, just above the waistband of the diaper. His palm

 

pressed down lightly


 
, applying

 

just enough pressure


 
to remind her exactly what she had lost control over.







“You already proved you can wet when you’re desperate enough,” he murmured,

 

his fingers tracing soft circles over her abdomen.


 
“Now it’s time to show you that

 

you don’t have a choice anymore.


 
”







Rowan

 

tensed


 
, a fresh wave of

 

humiliation


 
burning through her as she realized exactly what he meant to do.







She

 

whimpered


 
,

 

struggling against the restraints


 
, but the leather didn’t budge.

 

She couldn’t stop him.








Damien’s lips curled into

 

a slow, indulgent smirk


 
. “Let’s help you along, sweetheart.”







His hand

 

pressed down harder


 
, firm enough to send

 

a sharp pulse of pressure


 
straight to her bladder. Rowan

 

gasped


 
, twisting in

 

desperate panic


 
as the tension

 

coiled tight inside her


 
.







“Please, please don’t,” she begged,

 

her voice wrecked, desperate


 
, but Damien only

 

shushed her softly,


 
stroking her stomach in slow, methodical motions.







“Shhh, little girl,” he cooed,

 

his voice soothing, condescending.


 
“Just let go.

 

Let Daddy take care of you.


 
”







Rowan

 

bit her lip,


 
fighting

 

with everything she had


 
—but the pressure was unbearable.







Damien

 

rubbed deeper


 
, his thumb tracing

 

circles lower and lower


 
, teasing just

 

above the waistband of the diaper, pressing down at the exact spot that made her squirm.








Rowan’s

 

entire body clenched.








She

 

couldn’t fight it.








A

 

single, humiliating trickle


 
escaped before she could stop it.







She

 

screamed


 
, twisting,

 

whimpering


 
, but Damien

 

only hummed in approval


 
, pressing

 

down even harder


 
, until the dam

 

fully, completely broke.








Rowan

 

sobbed


 
, her entire body

 

shaking as warmth flooded through the thick padding


 
, spreading

 

between her thighs, against her backside, soaking her all over again.








Damien let out

 

a low, satisfied groan


 
, rubbing

 

slow, lazy strokes over her stomach


 
, feeling

 

every twitch, every tremor as she lost control for him.








“That’s it, babygirl,” he praised, his

 

voice thick with pleasure


 
. “Just like that.”







Tears streamed down her cheeks. “N-no,” she choked out,

 

mortified beyond belief


 
, but Damien

 

tilted her chin up


 
, forcing her to meet

 

his dark, triumphant gaze.








“Oh, sweetheart,” he murmured, brushing

 

his lips over her trembling mouth.


 
“You don’t get to tell me no anymore.”







Rowan

 

shivered


 
, her breath uneven, her body

 

weak and humiliated and utterly his.








Damien reached between her legs,

 

cupping the thick, sodden padding, massaging it against her


 
, making sure she

 

felt every inch of her shame.








He

 

sighed in satisfaction


 
, his breath

 

hot against her ear


 
. “We’re going to have so much fun, little girl.”







Rowan

 

squeezed her eyes shut,


 
but she already knew.







There was

 

no escaping this.








No escaping

 

him.








She was

 

Daddy’s now.





And she always would be.



Chapter 5: Testing Her Obedience







Rowan sat

 

motionless


 
on the changing table, her breath shallow, her body trembling from the

 

devastating humiliation


 
that still

 

clung to her skin


 
. The warmth trapped inside her

 

soaked diaper


 
made her stomach twist, a

 

constant reminder


 
of her shame. Damien had watched, had

 

forced her to break


 
, and now he stood over her, one large hand resting on her

 

quivering thigh


 
, rubbing slow, soothing circles like he had just done her a favor.







“You did well,” he murmured, his voice

 

low, indulgent


 
. “But we’re just getting started, sweetheart. Daddy still needs to see how much you can handle.”







Rowan’s

 

stomach clenched


 
. “I—I can’t—”







Damien’s

 

chuckle was dark


 
, knowing. “You don’t get to decide what you can or can’t do, little girl.” His fingers

 

teased over the damp padding


 
, pressing just enough to make her

 

squirm, to make her feel every inch of her submission


 
. “And you’re going to prove that to me tonight.”







She

 

shook her head


 
, eyes wide. “No, please, I can’t—”







A sharp

 

slap


 
landed on her

 

inner thigh


 
, jolting her so violently that a fresh whimper escaped her lips.







“What did I just say?” Damien asked, his tone calm, controlled,

 

but edged with warning


 
. “Do I need to gag you, little girl? Because I will.”







Rowan’s

 

throat tightened


 
, tears burning at the edges of her vision.

 

She hated this. She hated him.


 
But her body… her body was

 

betraying her again


 
, heat pulsing deep inside her from the mixture of humiliation, punishment, and

 

the dangerous pleasure of his control


 
.







Damien

 

smirked


 
, watching her struggle. “Good girl. No more arguing.” He

 

grabbed her wrists


 
, unlocking the restraints one by one before lifting her effortlessly into his arms.

 

She clung to him on instinct,


 
her body

 

too weak, too small compared to his


 
, and he carried her from the nursery, moving through the halls of his home with

 

calm, unshakable confidence


 
.







She barely registered where they were going until he stepped into a

 

luxurious walk-in closet


 
—but this wasn’t for him. The rows of clothing were

 

hers


 
. Pastel dresses, thick onesies, soft cotton rompers, and lace-trimmed socks. Everything looked

 

too small, too innocent, too infantile


 
.







Her stomach

 

sank


 
.







“This is what you’ll be wearing from now on,” Damien murmured, setting her down on a plush ottoman in the center of the room. His fingers trailed through the delicate fabrics,

 

choosing her fate


 
, before pulling out a short baby-pink dress with

 

lace ruffles around the hem


 
. He turned to her, holding it up. “Arms up, sweetheart.”







Rowan

 

stared at him


 
, frozen. “You—you expect me to—”







Another

 

sharp slap


 
landed on her thigh. “Do I need to repeat myself?”







Her breath

 

hitched


 
, her legs trembling as she

 

lifted her arms slowly, obeying


 
.







Damien

 

smirked


 
. “That’s better.” He pulled the soft dress over her head, smoothing it down until it barely

 

covered the thick bulk between her legs


 
, the padding

 

completely obvious beneath the thin fabric


 
. Her legs felt

 

exposed, childish


 
, and when he pulled out a pair of lacy socks and small pink Mary Janes, her

 

face burned even hotter


 
.







“You look perfect,” Damien said,

 

appreciating his work


 
, his fingers trailing over her exposed skin before cupping the padding

 

between her thighs, pressing firmly


 
. “No one will ever mistake you for a grown woman again, little girl. You belong to me now.”







Her

 

stomach twisted


 
in panic. “Please don’t make me go outside like this—”







“Oh, but we are,” Damien interrupted smoothly, grabbing her wrist and

 

pulling her to her feet


 
. “Daddy’s taking you out to dinner tonight, and you’re going to be on your

 

best behavior.


 
”







Rowan’s

 

heart pounded violently


 
. “No. No, no, please, I can’t—”







Damien’s

 

grip tightened


 
, his fingers

 

digging into her chin


 
, forcing her to meet his

 

cold, dominant stare


 
.







“You can and you will. If you behave, I’ll be kind. If you don’t…” His lips brushed against her ear,

 

his voice thick with promise


 
. “I’ll make sure everyone in that restaurant sees exactly what you are.”







Rowan’s

 

breath shattered


 
.




He wouldn’t.

Would he?




She barely remembered how she got into his car, barely

 

registered the world blurring past them


 
as he drove. Her hands

 

clenched into fists


 
in her lap, her entire body

 

hyper-aware of the humiliating bulk between her legs


 
, how the dress did

 

nothing


 
to hide it.







The restaurant was

 

expensive


 
, intimate,

 

far too elegant


 
for someone dressed like this. She expected Damien to lead her to a private corner, somewhere secluded—

 

but he didn’t


 
. He led her straight to a

 

table in the center of the room


 
, where eyes could see her from every angle.







Rowan’s

 

stomach twisted in knots


 
as she slid into the plush chair, Damien settling across from her, his expression

 

calm, amused, completely in control


 
. The server approached, offering a

 

warm smile


 
, though her eyes lingered on Rowan’s dress for

 

a second too long


 
.







She felt

 

exposed, ridiculous, completely humiliated.





“Daddy,” Damien said, drawing her attention. “Tell the nice server what you want to eat.”




Rowan

 

froze.








Her breath caught, her

 

face burning so violently she thought she might pass out


 
.







The server’s

 

eyebrows lifted slightly


 
, though she

 

didn’t react further


 
, clearly too well-trained to question anything.







But Damien… Damien was watching her with

 

sharp, expectant amusement


 
, his fingers

 

tapping the table, waiting.








Rowan’s

 

throat went dry


 
.







She wanted to

 

disappear


 
.







But she also knew

 

he wouldn’t let her.








Her lips

 

trembled


 
, her voice barely above a whisper. “C-can I have the pasta, please?”







Damien’s

 

smirk deepened


 
. He reached across the table, cupping her chin, his

 

thumb dragging slowly over her lower lip


 
. “That’s a good girl,” he murmured.







Rowan

 

shuddered


 
,

 

hating the way her body reacted to his praise


 
.







The meal passed in

 

agonizing silence


 
, every small movement making the

 

diaper crinkle loudly beneath her


 
, a

 

constant reminder of her submission


 
. She barely touched her food, her entire body wound tight with

 

anxiety, shame, and the unbearable pressure of Damien’s presence.





And then, halfway through the meal, she felt it.




The

 

sharp, familiar ache in her bladder.








Her heart

 

stopped.





No. No, no, no—




Damien immediately

 

noticed her stillness


 
, his eyes

 

darkening with interest


 
.







“Something wrong, little girl?” he asked

 

smoothly, knowingly


 
.







Rowan

 

shook her head frantically


 
, her

 

pulse thundering in her ears


 
.







His

 

smirk widened.





“Then drink your water,” he ordered.




Her hands

 

shook violently


 
as she lifted the glass,

 

forcing herself to swallow, forcing herself to obey, knowing she had no choice.








Knowing that she wouldn’t last much longer. Knowing that when she broke…

 

Damien would make her suffer for it.







Chapter 6: First Reward: Helpless Pleasure







Rowan could barely breathe, her entire body wound so

 

tight with panic


 
that she felt like she might

 

snap


 
. The dull ache in her bladder was growing unbearable, every shift of her thighs against the thick padding beneath her only reminding her of how

 

little control she had left


 
. The soft, humiliating crinkle of the diaper had already made her want to

 

sink into the floor


 
, but the thought of what was coming next—

 

of losing control here, in public, at this table, in front of strangers


 
—made her stomach twist so violently that she thought she might be sick.




And Damien knew.

Of course he knew.




He was watching her with that same

 

calm, knowing smirk


 
, his fingers tracing the rim of his whiskey glass as if this was nothing more than a casual dinner. But Rowan could feel the

 

weight of his control


 
pressing down on her, invisible but inescapable. He was waiting.

 

Waiting for her to break.








She squeezed her thighs together, shifting in her seat, trying to

 

fight off the inevitable


 
, but Damien immediately

 

raised an eyebrow


 
, his silent

 

warning


 
slamming into her like a blow.




Her breath hitched.




“Little girls don’t squirm at the dinner table,” he murmured,

 

low and quiet, just for her.








Rowan’s pulse

 

pounded


 
, and she shook her head quickly, her fingers twisting into her lap,

 

clenching the soft folds of her dress as if that would save her


 
.




But nothing would save her.

Not here.

Not under his rules.

Damien took another slow sip of his drink, then set the glass down and leaned forward, his voice barely above a whisper. “Let go.”




Rowan

 

stiffened


 
, her chest seizing, the words slamming into her like a command she couldn’t ignore.







“No,” she whimpered,

 

shaking her head desperately


 
, her nails

 

digging into the fabric of her dress


 
, her body

 

shaking


 
.







Damien tilted his head slightly, considering her. “I’m not going to repeat myself, sweetheart.

 

Do it now.


 
Or I’ll make you.”







Rowan felt something

 

snap inside her


 
, a helpless little sound catching in her throat as

 

her body betrayed her


 
, the first warm rush

 

escaping into the thick padding


 
between her legs. Her entire frame

 

shuddered violently


 
, and she

 

choked on a sob


 
,

 

humiliation crashing over her


 
as the warmth

 

spread


 
,

 

soaking the diaper


 
,

 

making her submission undeniable


 
.







And then—

 

Damien groaned.








Low. Deep.

 

Satisfaction curling through every syllable.








“That’s my girl,” he murmured, his

 

voice thick with pleasure


 
, his fingers reaching across the table to

 

tilt her chin up


 
, forcing her to meet his

 

dark, triumphant gaze


 
.







Rowan’s

 

cheeks burned


 
, her breath coming in short, panicked gasps as she tried to

 

pull away, to escape his control, to find something to hold onto


 
. But Damien wouldn’t let her. His grip was

 

gentle, but unyielding


 
, his thumb

 

brushing softly over her lips


 
as if he was

 

soothing a child


 
.




“See?” he murmured. “That wasn’t so hard, was it?”




Tears burned in her eyes.

 

She wanted to die.





But Damien wasn’t done.




He leaned in, lowering his voice to something

 

so low, so dark, so thick with possession


 
that it sent a sharp pulse of something

 

dangerous


 
through her.




“Now you’re ready for your reward.”




Rowan’s

 

stomach clenched


 
, panic clawing up her throat as Damien reached into his jacket pocket and pulled out something

 

small and sleek and terrifyingly familiar


 
.







A

 

remote.








Her breath

 

shattered.








“No,” she gasped,

 

instantly shaking her head


 
, her entire body

 

going rigid


 
.







Damien only

 

smirked


 
, his thumb

 

hovering over the button


 
, teasing her.




“You agreed to this, little girl.”




Her

 

thighs clenched


 
, her

 

breath uneven


 
, heat

 

pulsing through her at the pure, inescapable humiliation


 
of it all.







“Don’t,” she pleaded,

 

her voice weak


 
,

 

pathetic


 
,

 

broken.








But Damien only hummed, tapping his finger against the

 

smooth, cold surface of the remote


 
, his amusement practically

 

dripping from his lips


 
. “Begging already?” he mused. “That’s cute.”







And then—

 

he pressed the button.








A sharp, sudden vibration

 

slammed through her


 
, pulsing directly against her

 

soaked, swollen clit


 
, buried deep beneath the thick padding of the

 

wet diaper still wrapped around her


 
.







Rowan

 

gasped violently


 
, her entire body

 

jerking


 
, her nails

 

digging into the tablecloth


 
, her

 

eyes flying wide with shock


 
.







Damien

 

smirked


 
, watching her unravel.







“Shhh,” he murmured,

 

pressing the remote higher


 
, making the vibrations

 

deepen, intensify, pulse in steady, merciless waves


 
. “Keep quiet, sweetheart. We wouldn’t want anyone to notice, would we?”







Rowan

 

bit down on her lip


 
,

 

fighting a sob


 
, her entire body

 

quivering with need, with shame, with unbearable heat


 
.







“Please,” she whimpered, her voice

 

wrecked, desperate


 
, her thighs

 

clenching around the thick padding, trying to get away from the vibrations, but unable to escape


 
.







Damien only chuckled.

 

“No, sweetheart. Not until you earn it.”








The vibrations

 

pulsed harder


 
, sending a sharp

 

jolt of pleasure


 
through her

 

soaked, helpless body


 
, and Rowan realized with a

 

violent, gut-wrenching certainty


 
that she was going to come like this.







Here. In public. With a

 

wet diaper between her legs.








And

 

Damien’s control making her drown in pleasure she couldn’t escape.








Tears slid down her cheeks, her body

 

convulsing


 
, her breath

 

shattering


 
, but Damien only reached across the table,

 

wiping away her tears with the pad of his thumb


 
.




“That’s it, little girl,” he murmured. “Come for Daddy.”




And then—

 

he pressed the button again, sending her spiraling over the edge.








Rowan

 

screamed against her clenched teeth


 
, her entire body

 

jerking violently


 
, her thighs

 

clenching


 
, her muscles

 

convulsing as wave after wave of unbearable pleasure crashed through her


 
, her orgasm

 

hitting so hard, so deep, so humiliatingly intense that she saw nothing but white.








She

 

slumped forward


 
, shaking,

 

wrecked beyond repair


 
, but Damien only

 

sighed in satisfaction


 
, his thumb

 

stroking her jaw


 
, his voice

 

soft, possessive, indulgent


 
.




“Good girl,” he murmured. “Daddy’s so proud of you.”




Rowan

 

choked on a sob


 
, her entire body

 

melting into his control


 
,

 

knowing.


 
She would never escape him now. And worse? She wasn’t sure she wanted to.






Chapter 7: The Pacifier & Emotional Submission







Rowan barely registered

 

the world around her


 
. Her breath came in

 

soft, broken pants


 
, her body still trembling from the

 

earth-shattering humiliation


 
of her

 

public orgasm


 
. Every inch of her skin

 

burned


 
with the

 

shame of what he had just done to her


 
, the vibrations

 

still pulsing through her memory


 
, leaving her

 

wrecked, weak, and completely owned


 
.







Damien watched her

 

with that same calm amusement


 
, his fingers still resting lightly on the

 

remote that had just destroyed her


 
. The weight of his gaze

 

settled over her


 
, pressing into her like an

 

invisible leash


 
, reminding her

 

who was in control.








“Such a mess,” he murmured, reaching across the table to

 

tilt her chin up


 
, forcing her to look at him. His

 

thumb brushed the corner of her lips


 
, his touch

 

gentle, teasing, but so undeniably possessive


 
that it sent a

 

new wave of helplessness crashing through her.








Rowan

 

shivered


 
, unable to meet his eyes.

 

She was falling apart.








“Full,” he murmured,

 

tracing his fingers along her cheek


 
, watching as her breath

 

hitched in response


 
. “I bet you feel so full, don’t you, little girl? Full, wet, and so, so desperate for Daddy to take care of you.”







Her

 

stomach clenched


 
, shame

 

twisting deep inside her


 
.







She

 

hated him


 
.







She

 

hated that he was right.








Before she could say anything, Damien reached into the

 

breast pocket of his suit jacket


 
and pulled something out. Small. Pink.

 

Rubber.








A

 

pacifier.








Rowan’s

 

blood ran cold.








Her lips

 

parted in horror


 
, her breath catching in her throat as she

 

stared at it, unblinking


 
.







“No,” she

 

whispered


 
, shaking her head.







Damien only

 

smirked


 
, holding the pacifier

 

between his fingers


 
,

 

spinning it slowly


 
, his eyes

 

glinting with satisfaction


 
.







“Yes,” he corrected,

 

calm, unshakable.








Rowan

 

whimpered


 
, trying to

 

look away


 
, but Damien

 

grabbed her jaw


 
, his fingers

 

digging into her cheeks


 
,

 

forcing her to face him.





“Open,” he ordered.




She

 

shook her head frantically


 
, her body

 

trembling


 
, her pulse

 

slamming against her ribs


 
.







Damien

 

sighed


 
, shaking his head like he was

 

dealing with a disobedient child


 
. His grip

 

tightened


 
, his

 

dominance thick, inescapable, absolute.





“I said, open.”




The finality in his voice

 

broke her.








Rowan’s lips

 

trembled


 
, but

 

she obeyed


 
,

 

parting her mouth


 
, her

 

entire body screaming in humiliation


 
as Damien

 

slid the pacifier between her lips


 
, pressing it

 

firmly against her tongue, sealing her fate.








Tears

 

burned in her eyes


 
, but

 

Damien’s approval was instant.








“There we go,” he murmured,

 

stroking her cheek


 
, watching as she

 

sucked involuntarily, her body betraying her yet again


 
. “So much better.”







Rowan

 

wanted to disappear.








She could feel it—

 

the last pieces of her dignity slipping through her fingers


 
, shattering against the cold, unrelenting control of the man who now

 

owned her completely.








Damien

 

leaned in, his lips brushing over her ear


 
, his breath

 

warm, possessive, inescapable


 
.







“From now on,” he murmured, his

 

voice thick with satisfaction


 
, “whenever that pacifier is in your mouth, you

 

don’t speak


 
.

 

You don’t argue. You don’t question.


 
” He

 

pressed his palm against the wet padding between her thighs


 
, rubbing

 

just enough to make her whimper


 
, her body

 

too weak to resist


 
.







“You just suck,” he finished,

 

his smirk curling against her skin


 
.







Rowan

 

sobbed.








She couldn’t

 

fight this.








She couldn’t

 

fight him.





And worst of all…

She wasn’t sure she wanted to anymore.




Damien

 

sighed in satisfaction


 
, sitting back in his chair,

 

admiring his work


 
, watching her

 

squirm, broken and humiliated, her lips wrapped around the pacifier like the obedient little girl he was training her to be


 
.




And then, as if nothing had happened at all, he picked up his drink and took another sip.

“Finish your food, sweetheart,” he murmured. “Then we’ll go home.”

Home.




The word made her

 

stomach twist


 
, but

 

Rowan knew


 
.







She

 

wasn’t going home.








She was going

 

back to his nursery.








Back to

 

his rules, his punishments, his control.








Back to

 

him.








And

 

this time, there would be no escape.







Chapter 8: A Public Display of Ownership







Rowan sat in the

 

passenger seat of Damien’s car


 
, the pacifier still between her lips, its humiliating presence

 

soft, warm, and utterly inescapable


 
. The smooth rubber pressed against her tongue, each involuntary suck sending a

 

fresh wave of shame


 
crawling through her. But she didn’t spit it out.




Because she knew what would happen if she did.




Damien had made that

 

perfectly clear


 
.







She sat

 

rigid


 
, her

 

cheeks burning


 
, the

 

wet diaper pressing thickly between her thighs


 
, the warmth a

 

constant reminder


 
of what she had just done. The

 

restaurant. The accident. The vibrations. The orgasm.


 
She felt

 

filthy


 
,

 

humiliated beyond words


 
, but Damien was

 

completely at ease


 
, one hand on the wheel, the other resting

 

casually on her knee


 
, his grip firm, possessive, reminding her exactly

 

who she belonged to.








“Tonight was a good start,” he mused, his voice

 

smooth, rich, unbothered


 
. “But we’re far from done, little girl. Daddy still needs to see how much you can handle.”







Rowan’s

 

stomach twisted


 
. She

 

didn’t ask what he meant.


 
She knew she

 

wasn’t allowed to speak


 
.







Not with the

 

pacifier still in her mouth.








Damien’s

 

fingers stroked small circles against her thigh


 
, teasing, reminding,

 

controlling


 
. “You’re being such a good girl, sitting there quietly,” he murmured. “It’s nice, isn’t it? Not having to think. Just being what you’re meant to be.”







Rowan

 

shuddered


 
, her thighs

 

clenching involuntarily


 
, the thick padding between them

 

crinkling loudly


 
in the quiet car.







Damien’s

 

smirk deepened.








She hated that

 

he could read her so easily.








The car turned onto a

 

long, secluded driveway


 
, and Rowan felt a

 

fresh pang of anxiety


 
. They weren’t going home.




This wasn’t Damien’s estate.




The massive building looming ahead was something else entirely—

 

a private club


 
, elegant and dimly lit, the kind of place she knew had

 

nothing to do with fine dining or casual drinks.








This was

 

something darker. Something secret.








Rowan’s

 

hands clenched into fists


 
, her breath

 

shaky, uneven


 
, her heart

 

pounding painfully


 
against her ribs.







Damien parked the car and turned to her, his

 

gaze dark, expectant, commanding


 
.




“You’re going to be a good girl for Daddy tonight.”




Rowan’s

 

pulse skipped


 
, dread

 

clawing at her chest


 
.







She wanted to shake her head. She wanted to beg.

 

She wanted to run.





But she couldn’t.

Not when Damien was looking at her like that.




Not when she

 

knew she had no choice.








He reached over,

 

unfastening her seatbelt, his fingers grazing her skin just enough to make her shiver


 
. Then, slowly, deliberately, he

 

cupped her cheek, tilting her head up


 
, his thumb

 

trailing over her jaw, his touch deceptively soft


 
.







“You’re going to do exactly as I say,” he murmured,

 

his voice dripping with dark promise


 
. “You’re going to crawl when I tell you to. Kneel when I tell you to.

 

And when the others see you, when they whisper about what a pretty little thing you are, sitting in Daddy’s lap with that diaper peeking out from under your dress… you’re going to love it.


 
”







Rowan

 

whimpered, her thighs trembling


 
, but Damien only

 

smirked


 
, his fingers

 

slipping beneath the hem of her dress, brushing against the thick padding


 
, making her

 

squirm in his grip


 
.







He leaned in, his lips

 

ghosting over her ear


 
, his breath

 

hot and deliberate


 
.




“You like knowing you don’t belong to yourself anymore, don’t you, sweetheart?”




Rowan

 

squeezed her eyes shut


 
,

 

humiliated beyond words


 
.







Damien

 

exhaled slowly


 
, letting the moment stretch between them before finally pulling back. He reached for the

 

door handle


 
, stepping out, then walked around the car to open

 

her side


 
, his hand

 

outstretched, waiting


 
. Rowan

 

stared at it


 
, her chest

 

tight with panic


 
.




This wasn’t just a club.

This was a test.




And she knew—if she

 

failed him tonight, she wouldn’t like the consequences.








With a

 

trembling breath


 
, she slid her small hand into his,

 

letting him pull her to her feet, letting him take the last bit of her independence away.








Damien

 

sighed in satisfaction


 
, his

 

thumb stroking the back of her hand


 
, his voice

 

low and approving


 
.




“That’s my good girl.”




Rowan

 

shuddered


 
, her

 

cheeks burning


 
, her

 

body already betraying her


 
, and let

 

Daddy lead her inside.







Chapter 9: Fear & Protection







Rowan’s heart pounded as she stepped through the doors of the

 

private club


 
, her hand still clasped in Damien’s, his grip

 

firm, possessive, unbreakable


 
. The air inside was thick with

 

expensive cologne, low murmurs, and the undeniable tension of power and submission


 
.







This was

 

not


 
a normal club.







The lighting was low, casting deep shadows over the plush velvet seating and sleek marble floors. Women draped in silk and leather sat at the feet of men in tailored suits, their gazes downcast, their bodies

 

perfectly posed in quiet submission


 
.







Others were even

 

less clothed


 
, some kneeling with

 

collars around their throats


 
, some being

 

fed from their Daddies’ hands


 
, their mouths parted in

 

silent obedience


 
.







Rowan

 

felt sick.








She was

 

on display


 
, her childish pink dress making her

 

stand out in the worst way


 
, the thick padding between her legs

 

undeniable with every hesitant step


 
she took. She could feel the

 

eyes on her


 
, could hear the

 

soft whispers


 
, the quiet amusement, the approving glances thrown Damien’s way.




But worst of all?




She could feel

 

his satisfaction.








Damien

 

walked slowly


 
, leading her through the club like he was

 

showing her off


 
, his fingers

 

stroking the back of her hand


 
, reminding her that

 

this was exactly where she belonged.








Rowan

 

wanted to disappear.








Her

 

breath hitched


 
as a tall, broad-shouldered man approached them, his

 

dark eyes raking over her


 
with interest before settling on Damien with a

 

knowing smirk


 
.




“Didn’t think I’d see you here tonight, Black,” the man said, his voice smooth, amused. “And with such a pretty little thing on your arm.”




Rowan

 

flinched


 
,

 

her pulse hammering


 
.







Damien

 

chuckled lowly


 
, his grip on her tightening

 

just enough to warn her to behave.





“She’s still learning,” he said, his voice calm, controlled. “But she’s getting there.”




The man’s

 

gaze dropped to the hem of Rowan’s dress


 
, his smirk deepening.




“Looks like she’s learning very well.”




Rowan

 

swallowed hard


 
, her

 

cheeks burning


 
, her body

 

begging to shrink away


 
, but Damien

 

didn’t let her.








Instead, he reached down, curling

 

his fingers around the thick padding between her thighs


 
,

 

pressing firmly


 
, making her

 

gasp in mortified panic


 
.







The man

 

laughed softly


 
, shaking his head. “She’s cute. Bet she’ll be real fun once she’s broken in properly.”







Rowan’s

 

stomach twisted violently


 
.







Damien

 

tensed.








It was

 

subtle


 
, almost

 

imperceptible


 
, but Rowan felt it. The shift. The way his grip on her

 

changed


 
, the way the air around him

 

went sharp, dangerous.








His voice, however, remained

 

smooth, unshaken


 
.







“She’s mine,” Damien said simply,

 

his fingers still pressed against her diaper, claiming her completely.








The man

 

lifted his hands in mock surrender


 
, smirking. “Relax, Black. No one’s trying to take your little girl away.”







Rowan

 

shivered, her breath coming in quick, shallow gasps


 
.







The man’s words should have

 

reassured her.





They didn’t.




Because

 

someone had tried before.








Her past

 

clawed its way back into her mind


 
, the memory of

 

another man’s hands, another man’s control, another man’s promises that she’d be safe, that he’d take care of her, that she’d be his good girl.








Only for it to turn into

 

fear. Pain. Chains. A locked door she couldn’t escape from.








Rowan

 

whimpered


 
, her body

 

going rigid


 
, her vision

 

blurring at the edges


 
.







Damien

 

immediately noticed.








His

 

attention snapped to her


 
, his hand

 

moving to the back of her neck


 
, steady, grounding.







“Breathe, sweetheart,” he murmured, his voice

 

softer now


 
,

 

not a command, but something close to concern


 
.







Rowan

 

sucked in a sharp, shaky breath


 
, but the room still

 

spun around her


 
, the voices

 

muffling


 
, her

 

chest tightening.








She was

 

going to fall apart.





She was—




Damien

 

lifted her effortlessly


 
,

 

cradling her against his chest


 
, and suddenly the world

 

tilted


 
, her body

 

tucked safely into his arms, shielded, owned.








She

 

gasped


 
, clinging to him,

 

burying her face in his neck without thinking


 
.







The man let out a low

 

chuckle


 
, watching them. “Looks like someone’s getting needy.”







Damien’s

 

hold on her tightened.








The sharp edge in his voice returned.

 

“I told you. She’s mine.”








Rowan

 

felt it this time.





Not just the possessiveness.




The

 

rage


 
.







The

 

absolute fury


 
buried just beneath Damien’s calm, controlled exterior.







The man must have felt it too, because his smirk

 

faltered slightly


 
, his head tilting like he had just

 

stepped too close to a predator that had stopped playing along.





Damien didn’t wait for a response.




He turned and walked away, carrying Rowan

 

through the club without another word


 
, his stride

 

smooth, effortless, unbothered.








But Rowan could

 

feel the tension in him


 
, could feel

 

the storm brewing beneath his skin.





She didn’t speak.




She just

 

curled into him


 
, her fingers

 

clutching at his shirt


 
, her breath

 

still unsteady, still uneven, still too shaken to understand what had just happened inside her.





All she knew was this:




Damien had

 

claimed her in front of the world tonight.





And for the first time since he had taken her, since he had stripped away every last piece of her control…




She felt

 

safe.







Chapter 10: Forced Regression & Absolute Trust







Rowan barely registered the drive home. She was

 

exhausted, overwhelmed


 
, her body still curled against Damien’s chest in the passenger seat. His hand rested

 

firmly on her thigh


 
, fingers

 

tracing slow, grounding circles


 
, keeping her tethered to reality. She should have been afraid. She should have been questioning everything.




But she wasn’t.




Because Damien had

 

protected her.








Even after everything he had done to her, after all the control he had stolen, after the humiliations he had forced her to endure—

 

he had still kept her safe.


 
And that did something dangerous inside her.







She wanted to

 

hate him.








She wanted to

 

fight him.








But right now, as his

 

calm, steady presence surrounded her


 
, she only felt

 

small. Helpless.


 
Like she

 

needed him.








The car pulled up to his estate, and Damien

 

didn’t give her a choice to walk.


 
He

 

lifted her effortlessly


 
, cradling her against his chest as he carried her inside. She didn’t struggle, didn’t protest, just

 

let herself sink into his warmth


 
, let him

 

hold her like she was something precious.








She didn’t realize where he was taking her until the familiar

 

soft pink door loomed ahead


 
.




Her nursery.




Rowan’s stomach

 

tightened


 
, the reality of what was coming next sinking in.







Damien

 

pushed open the door


 
, stepping inside, the scent of baby powder and soft fabric surrounding them, making her feel

 

smaller, weaker, completely dependent.


 
He carried her straight to the changing table, setting her down with

 

gentle ease


 
before looking down at her with something unreadable in his expression.







“You had a hard night,” he murmured,

 

brushing a loose strand of hair from her face


 
, his fingers lingering against her cheek.







Rowan’s breath

 

hitched.








This wasn’t the

 

same Damien


 
from the club, the one who had made her wet herself in front of strangers, the one who had held her down while she came in her diaper.







This Damien was

 

softer.








More

 

dangerous in an entirely different way.








He reached under the table, pulling out a

 

fresh diaper


 
, this one

 

thicker than before


 
, decorated with

 

pink bunnies and lace trim


 
. Rowan

 

whimpered


 
, her body

 

tense


 
, the humiliation

 

clawing back to life


 
inside her.







Damien only

 

shushed her softly


 
,

 

lifting her legs, sliding the sodden, heavy diaper out from beneath her.


 
The cool air against her damp skin made her

 

squirm


 
, but his hands were

 

gentle, methodical


 
,

 

wiping her clean


 
,

 

making sure she felt every moment of her dependence on him.








“You don’t need to think anymore, little girl,” he murmured,

 

his voice smooth, lulling


 
, his fingers trailing lightly over her bare skin. “Daddy makes all the decisions for you now.”







Rowan

 

shivered


 
, her thighs

 

clenching involuntarily


 
, but Damien

 

pressed her legs apart


 
,

 

forcing her open


 
, his

 

touch possessive, patient.








“You fought me for so long,” he continued,

 

his eyes never leaving hers


 
as he dusted

 

cool, soft baby powder over her exposed heat, rubbing it in slow, teasing circles.


 
“But you’re starting to understand, aren’t you?”







Her

 

breath hitched violently.








She should have

 

denied it.








Should have

 

fought back.








But she

 

didn’t.








Because the truth was clawing at her chest, sinking into her bones, making her

 

ache with something dark and terrifying.








She

 

wanted to be his.





Completely.

Utterly.

Helplessly.




Damien

 

smirked


 
, sensing her

 

submission


 
, his hands smoothing the

 

thick new diaper up between her legs


 
, fastening it snugly around her waist. “That’s my good girl.”







Rowan

 

let out a shaky breath


 
, her body

 

melting into the soft padding, into the comfort, into him.





And then—




She felt his arms

 

slip beneath her


 
,

 

lifting her from the table


 
, carrying her

 

straight to the massive crib in the corner.








Her

 

heart skipped.








“No,” she whispered,

 

but she didn’t fight him.








Damien

 

ignored her plea


 
, settling her

 

onto the soft mattress, surrounding her with plush blankets and stuffed animals, locking her into the crib with a sense of finality that made her stomach twist.








He reached into the drawer beside him, pulling out a

 

pink pacifier


 
, pressing it against her lips.







Rowan’s

 

pulse pounded.





She should have refused.

She should have turned away.




But she

 

didn’t.








Instead, she

 

let him push it into her mouth


 
, her lips wrapping around it, the soft rubber pressing against her tongue in the most humiliating way.







“Good girl,” Damien murmured, brushing his fingers through her hair as she

 

sucked automatically


 
, her body already responding

 

exactly how he wanted.





And then—




He did something she

 

didn’t expect.








He

 

climbed into the crib with her.








Rowan

 

stiffened, gasping softly


 
, but Damien only

 

wrapped an arm around her, pulling her against his chest, surrounding her with his warmth, his scent, his ownership.








“You’re mine now,” he murmured against her hair, his voice

 

a dark promise, a final claim.








Rowan

 

whimpered


 
, her body

 

curling into him instinctively,


 
feeling

 

safe and trapped all at once.





And for the first time since he had taken her, since he had stripped away every last piece of her control…




She

 

didn’t want to run.









Chapter 11: The Breaking Point—Her Choice







Rowan woke to

 

warmth, security, and something terrifyingly real.


 
The soft padding between her legs was a constant, humiliating reminder, but that wasn’t what made her

 

stomach twist


 
. It was the fact that she was

 

still in Damien’s arms


 
, her body curled into him, his slow, even breathing against her

 

neck


 
, his fingers lazily tracing circles on her hip.







She should have

 

panicked.








She should have

 

fought.








But she

 

didn’t.








Because for the first time in a long time, she felt…

 

safe.








Her lips wrapped around the pacifier,

 

sucking absentmindedly


 
, only realizing what she was doing when Damien

 

shifted, pulling her tighter against his chest, his hand pressing over her thickly padded bottom.








“You’re awake,” he murmured,

 

his voice deep, morning-rough, dripping with satisfaction.








Rowan’s

 

cheeks burned


 
.







She tried to

 

pull away


 
, but Damien didn’t let her. His

 

grip was firm, absolute


 
, his palm smoothing over her diaper, pressing just enough to remind her of

 

exactly what she was wearing.








Rowan

 

squeaked


 
, but Damien only

 

chuckled


 
, tilting her chin up so she had to meet his

 

dangerous, knowing gaze


 
.







“You didn’t fight me last night,” he said,

 

his voice slow, testing


 
.







Rowan’s

 

stomach flipped


 
.







She

 

hadn’t.








She had let him

 

put her in a fresh diaper. Let him tuck her into a crib. Let him feed her from a bottle, let him stroke her hair until she had sunk into sleep, completely wrapped in his control.








She had let him

 

win.








Her

 

breath hitched


 
, but Damien didn’t look smug. He didn’t gloat. Instead, he studied her like he was

 

waiting for something


 
, like he

 

wanted her to realize something on her own.





“You’re mine,” he murmured.




Rowan’s

 

pulse pounded.





It wasn’t a threat. It wasn’t a command.




It was

 

a statement of fact.





And the worst part?




She

 

didn’t deny it.








Damien’s

 

smirk deepened


 
, and he reached up,

 

plucking the pacifier from her lips


 
, running his thumb over her bottom lip, watching her

 

tremble under his touch


 
.




“You’re thinking about it, aren’t you?” he whispered.




Rowan

 

whimpered, hating how easily he read her.








Because she

 

was.








She was thinking about what it would mean if she

 

gave in completely


 
. If she

 

stopped resisting.


 
If she

 

let herself be his in every way, without fighting, without struggling, without pretending she didn’t crave the safety of his rules.








Because she

 

did crave it.








She craved the way he

 

took care of her, even when it humiliated her.


 
She craved the way he

 

praised her, punished her, kept her in line.








She craved

 

belonging to him.





And Damien knew.

Of course he knew.




“Say it,” he murmured, his

 

fingers still brushing over her lips


 
, coaxing, patient,

 

but unyielding.








Rowan’s

 

body trembled.





Her pride screamed at her to fight.

But her heart…




Her heart whispered

 

a truth she couldn’t ignore.








She

 

swallowed hard


 
, her voice barely more than a breath.




“I… I’m yours.”




Damien exhaled slowly, his

 

grip tightening on her waist, his approval sinking deep into her bones.





“Again.”




Rowan’s

 

stomach clenched


 
, her voice

 

shaky, wrecked, real.





“I’m yours, Daddy.”




Damien let out a

 

low, satisfied growl


 
, and then—







His

 

lips crashed against hers.








It wasn’t

 

gentle.


 
It wasn’t

 

soft.


 
It was

 

pure possession


 
, claiming her the way he had claimed every other part of her, his tongue sliding against hers, his fingers tangling in her hair,

 

owning her with every touch, every deep, devouring kiss.








Rowan

 

moaned


 
, her

 

body arching into him


 
, her

 

desperation undeniable.





She didn’t fight it.

She didn’t hold back.




Because

 

she had already lost.





And for the first time…




She was

 

okay with that.







Chapter 12: The Ultimate Test of Submission




Rowan’s body was on fire, her lips still tingling from the way Damien had kissed her—claimed her, owned her, marked her as his. She could barely breathe, her mind spinning, drowning in the truth she had just spoken out loud. She was his. Completely. Utterly. Helplessly. And she didn’t want to fight it anymore.

Damien’s hand slid down her back, his grip firm as he held her against his chest. “I’m proud of you, little girl,” he murmured, his voice thick with satisfaction, his fingers trailing along the waistband of her diaper, pressing just enough to remind her of what she had become. “But I need you to show me you mean it. No hesitation. No second thoughts. If you truly belong to me, you’ll prove it.”

Rowan’s stomach twisted, her pulse pounding. She had already given in, already admitted what they both knew, but this—this was something else. He was testing her, waiting to see if she would run, waiting to see if she would break under the weight of her submission. Her lips parted, a protest on the tip of her tongue, but then Damien’s fingers slid lower, brushing over the thick padding between her legs, his touch firm, possessive. “Strip,” he commanded, his tone leaving no room for disobedience.

A shudder ran through her as she looked up at him, her breath catching in her throat. Slowly, with trembling fingers, she reached for the hem of her dress, lifting it over her head, exposing the humiliating bulk of the diaper underneath. She hesitated, her hands hovering over the tapes, but Damien simply raised an eyebrow, his expression calm, expectant. “Take it off, sweetheart. Show me you trust me.”

Her cheeks burned as she reached down, her fingers fumbling with the adhesive strips. The sound of the diaper being peeled away filled the quiet room, the cool air brushing against her bare skin as she finally let it drop to the floor. She stood there, vulnerable, exposed, her body trembling as she waited for his next command.

Damien’s gaze darkened, his eyes drinking her in with a hunger that sent a sharp pulse of heat through her. “Good girl,” he murmured, his voice like silk wrapping around her. “Now get on the bed.”

Rowan obeyed without question, her body moving before her mind could catch up. She crawled onto the mattress, her skin prickling under his watchful gaze. She expected him to follow, to take her the way she knew he wanted to, but instead, he reached for something on the nightstand—a small glass bottle of oil, his fingers wrapping around the cap as he poured a few drops into his palm. “On your hands and knees,” he instructed, his voice calm, controlled.

Her breath hitched as she turned onto all fours, her body hyper-aware of every movement, every brush of air against her heated skin. She felt the bed shift as Damien moved behind her, his warm hands sliding up her thighs, parting them further, his touch slow, deliberate. “You don’t get to decide when you come,” he murmured, his fingers trailing dangerously close to where she ached for him. “That’s Daddy’s job now.”

A soft whimper escaped her lips as his fingers pressed against her, teasing, testing, but never giving her enough to find release. The oil was warm as he rubbed it into her skin, his touch claiming her in a way she had never experienced before. “You’re mine now, Rowan. Every inch of you. Every thought, every breath, every need—it belongs to me.”

She moaned, her head dropping forward, her body surrendering completely as his hands explored her, his fingers stroking, teasing, controlling her pleasure with devastating precision. He was proving a point, showing her exactly what it meant to belong to him, to give up everything and trust him to take care of her. And as the pleasure built, as her body trembled with need, she realized she didn’t just want this—she needed it.

“Please,” she whimpered, her fingers gripping the sheets, her thighs shaking with desperation.

Damien chuckled, his hands tightening on her hips, holding her in place as he leaned down, his lips brushing against her ear. “Beg properly, little girl.”

She gasped, her entire body tensing. “Please, Daddy. Please let me come.”

His groan was low, dark, possessive. “That’s my good girl.” And then, finally, he gave her what she had been aching for. The pleasure crashed over her like a tidal wave, her body convulsing as she fell apart in his hands, every last shred of resistance dissolving into pure, mindless obedience.




As she lay there, panting, trembling, completely undone, Damien pulled her back into his arms, cradling her against his chest. He stroked her hair, murmuring soft praises, his voice warm, indulgent. “You’re mine now,” he whispered against her skin, his lips pressing a gentle kiss to her forehead.






And Rowan knew—there was no going back. She had given him everything. And she never wanted to take it back.



Chapter 13: Daddy’s Baby Forever







Rowan lay

 

completely limp


 
, her body

 

wrecked, used, and trembling in Damien’s arms


 
. Her breath came in

 

soft, uneven pants


 
, her skin still tingling from the devastating

 

pleasure he had wrung out of her


 
. Every nerve in her body felt

 

raw, exposed, claimed


 
. She barely registered the way

 

he cradled her against his chest


 
, his strong arms holding her

 

like she was something precious


 
, something

 

irrevocably his.








His fingers stroked lazily through her

 

damp, sweat-slicked hair


 
, his lips

 

trailing slow, possessive kisses down her temple, along her jaw, grazing the corner of her mouth.


 
She shivered under his touch,

 

her body still aching, still sensitive


 
, still

 

desperate for more.








“You’re such a good girl,” Damien murmured, his voice a

 

deep, satisfied growl


 
, his breath warm against her

 

flushed, heated skin


 
. “Daddy’s perfect little girl.”







Rowan let out a soft,

 

helpless whimper


 
, pressing her

 

bare, sensitive body against him


 
, already

 

craving more of his control, more of his dominance


 
. She had never felt like this before—

 

so utterly ruined yet so perfectly whole at the same time.








Damien chuckled at her

 

needy squirming


 
, his grip tightening around her, keeping her

 

exactly where he wanted her


 
. “Still restless, sweetheart?” he mused,

 

his fingers trailing lower, tracing lazy circles over her bare stomach, down to the slick, aching heat between her legs.








She gasped, her body

 

jerking at the overstimulation


 
, but

 

he didn’t stop


 
. His touch was slow, teasing,

 

testing how much she could take, how much more she would beg for.








“You belong to me now,” he murmured, his fingers

 

parting her folds


 
, stroking through

 

the evidence of what he had done to her


 
, what

 

he had made her become.


 
“Every inch of you.”







Rowan let out a

 

soft, broken moan


 
, her

 

thighs trembling


 
, her body

 

too weak to fight him, too weak to do anything but take what he gave her.








“You like it, don’t you?” Damien continued,

 

his voice thick with approval, with ownership.


 
His

 

fingers slid deeper


 
, just enough to make her

 

squirm, to keep her on the edge of something devastating.


 
“You like knowing you don’t get to decide when you come. You don’t get to decide when you’re wet. You don’t get to decide anything anymore.”







A fresh wave of

 

shame and arousal crashed over her


 
, her breath

 

catching


 
, her head

 

spinning


 
.




Because it was true.




She didn’t

 

want to decide anymore.








She wanted

 

him


 
to decide.







Damien pulled his hand away suddenly, leaving her

 

aching and desperate


 
, a soft, frustrated

 

whimper slipping from her lips


 
. But he only

 

smirked


 
, watching her

 

writhe against him


 
, her body already

 

so perfectly trained for him.








“Shh, baby,” he cooed,

 

lifting her easily into his arms


 
, carrying her across the room. “Daddy knows exactly what you need.”







Rowan barely

 

registered what was happening


 
until she felt

 

the soft, crinkling bulk beneath her


 
, the familiar scent of

 

powder, lotion, and submission


 
filling her senses.







She

 

whimpered


 
, her

 

cheeks flushing


 
, her body still

 

overheated and aching


 
, still

 

so wet and so desperate


 
.







Damien spread her

 

legs apart


 
, positioning her

 

perfectly on the fresh diaper


 
, his movements

 

slow, deliberate, indulgent.


 
He took his time,

 

stroking her thighs, massaging her hips


 
, making her

 

feel every moment, every humiliating step of his care.






 








“This is what you need, isn’t it, baby?” he murmured,

 

rubbing the cool powder between her legs, spreading it over her swollen, slick folds, making sure she felt every second of it.








Rowan

 

whimpered


 
, her

 

breath shaky


 
, her

 

thighs trembling


 
as his hands moved

 

with devastating patience.








She

 

couldn’t deny it anymore.








Couldn’t

 

pretend this wasn’t exactly what she had craved from the beginning.








Damien reached for the thick padding, pulling the diaper up

 

between her legs


 
, pressing it

 

firmly against her soaked core


 
, sealing her

 

completely inside the warmth of his control.








“You don’t need to worry about anything anymore,” he whispered, fastening the tapes

 

securely around her waist


 
, locking her into

 

her final surrender.








Her chest

 

rose and fell in quick, uneven breaths


 
, her entire

 

world tilting


 
as the weight of what she had just done—

 

of what she had just accepted


 
—

 

sank in.








She was

 

his.





Fully.

Completely.

Forever.




Damien lifted her

 

into his arms again


 
, carrying her back to the crib, tucking her

 

against his chest


 
, cradling her like she was

 

his most precious possession


 
.







His lips brushed

 

against her forehead


 
, his voice

 

soft, deep, unshakable.





“You’ll never leave me now, will you, baby?”




Rowan’s

 

stomach twisted


 
, but it wasn’t fear.







It was

 

relief.





Because she knew the answer.




She let out a soft,

 

contented sigh


 
, nuzzling into his warmth, her lips

 

parting around the pacifier he pressed gently against her mouth.





She sucked.

Obediently.

Quietly.




Because she

 

never wanted to leave.








Because she was

 

Daddy’s baby forever.








Disclaimer










This book is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, locales, and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.











Age Declaration











All characters depicted in this work are fictional and are intended to be and are represented as being over the age of 24. No reference to any real person is intended or should be inferred.











Image Disclaimer











All images contained in this book are artificial intelligence (AI) generated or are artistically created and are entirely fictitious. Any resemblance to real persons, living or dead, or actual places is purely coincidental and unintentional.











Copyright













© 2025 Polly Bane All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.










cover.jpeg





