
        
            
                
            
        

    


Mommy’s ABDL House: A Dark Diaper Regression Academy




Forced Submission, Diaper Discipline & Mommy Dom Training




Introduction:










Olivia signs up for a

 

luxury wellness retreat


 
, expecting a week of relaxation, self-care, and pampering. Instead, she wakes up in a

 

lavish, oversized nursery


 
, stripped of her clothes, her dignity, and her independence. The retreat is actually a

 

secret institution for breaking women into perfect, obedient diaper slaves


 
—helpless, dependent, and utterly controlled.










Her new “caretakers” are

 

three Mommies, each with their own way of training her:











●

 
       

 

Katherine


 
–

 

The Seductive Mommy


 
: Sweet, nurturing, and dangerously persuasive. She

 

coaxes


 
Olivia into submission with

 

gentle touches, slow kisses, and humiliating pleasure


 
until Olivia

 

wants


 
to be a baby.











●

 
       

 

Elise


 
–

 

The Strict Mommy


 
: Cold, punishing, and demanding. She is in charge of

 

discipline, spankings, enema punishments, and strapon training.


 
Disobedience isn’t tolerated.











●

 
       

 

Naomi


 
–

 

The Silent Mommy


 
: The most terrifying of the three. Naomi rarely speaks but trains Olivia

 

through physical control, touch, and sensory deprivation.


 
When Naomi touches her, Olivia

 

submits without question.












At first, Olivia fights. She

 

pleads, screams, tries to run.


 
But the Mommies

 

break her one diaper at a time


 
—through

 

forced accidents, thick restraints, sensory deprivation, and relentless edging.


 
And when she

 

finally begs for their touch, for their punishments, for their love


 
, she realizes the truth.










She

 

was never meant to be a big girl.











She was

 

meant to be theirs. Forever.
















Chapter Breakdown: (7 Chapters)












Chapter 1: The Retreat That Wasn’t











Olivia arrives at a secluded

 

mountain estate


 
, excited for her

 

week of luxury relaxation


 
. She meets

 

Katherine, the retreat host,


 
who is

 

warm, affectionate, and oddly attentive


 
. The air smells of lavender, the tea is

 

soothing and warm


 
—until her

 

vision blurs, her body weakens, and darkness takes her.











She wakes up

 

stripped, strapped to a soft, oversized changing table, arms and legs restrained.


 
Katherine is there,

 

smiling down at her, stroking her cheek.


 
“Shh, sweetheart,” she coos. “You don’t need to worry about anything anymore. You’re home now.”










Olivia struggles,

 

screaming


 
, but then she hears

 

the doors open


 
, and two other women enter the room.

 

Elise and Naomi.











And that’s when the

 

real training begins.
















Chapter 2: The First Diapering











Olivia fights, but

 

it doesn’t matter.


 
Katherine holds her hand, whispering

 

gentle reassurances


 
as Elise removes

 

what’s left of her clothing.


 
Naomi,

 

silent as ever, fastens the thick diaper between her legs, her hands lingering, testing, controlling.











When Olivia

 

tries to resist


 
, Elise delivers her

 

first spanking


 
—sharp, hard, and humiliating. Katherine soothes her, cooing

 

“Good babies don’t struggle”


 
, rubbing the soft padding between her legs to

 

train her body to accept the new sensation.











When Olivia still refuses to submit, Elise

 

gives her a full enema


 
, forcing her to

 

hold it


 
while she’s

 

rocked in Katherine’s lap like a helpless doll.











The second she

 

loses control


 
, Naomi presses a pacifier between her lips. “You’re ours now,” Katherine whispers.










Olivia sobs.










Because she knows—

 

this isn’t a retreat. It’s a nursery.
















Chapter 3: Discipline and Control











Olivia tries to

 

run


 
. She

 

fails.











She’s tied down and given her first

 

public punishment.


 
Elise fastens her wrists and ankles

 

to the crib bars


 
, exposing her as she delivers

 

a brutal spanking, leaving her sore and whimpering.











Katherine is

 

softer, crueler in a different way.


 
She strokes Olivia’s hair,

 

teasing her wet diaper, whispering promises of pleasure


 
—but only if she

 

proves she’s ready to be a good baby.











Naomi? She does what she always does.

 

She touches.


 
And Olivia

 

shudders


 
, because Naomi’s hands

 

command her submission without a single word.











The lesson is clear.











She has no control. And soon, she won’t want any.
















Chapter 4: First Night in Mommy’s Bed











After a

 

day of punishments and forced accidents


 
, Olivia is exhausted. She expects to be locked in the crib. Instead, Katherine pulls her into

 

her massive bed, cuddling her like a doll


 
.










For the first time, Olivia

 

doesn’t fight.


 
She lets Katherine

 

hold her, stroke her, murmur soft praises.


 
But then—Katherine’s hands

 

slide lower


 
, pressing against Olivia’s diaper, teasing her. “Do you want Mommy to make you feel good, baby?” she whispers.










Olivia

 

shudders, humiliated


 
—but she’s

 

aching, desperate, helpless.











She doesn’t say no.










Because for the first time, she

 

wants it.
















Chapter 5: Strapon Training











Now that Olivia has

 

stopped fighting


 
, it’s time for the next lesson—

 

taking what Mommy gives her.











Elise is the first to use her, strapping her down, ripping open her

 

soaked diaper


 
, and teaching her

 

exactly how a baby should take her Mommies.


 
Naomi follows, her

 

silent, intense gaze


 
making Olivia

 

crave every inch of her touch.











By the time Katherine

 

rewards her


 
, Olivia is

 

whimpering, begging, desperate.











And

 

her submission is nearly complete.
















Chapter 6: The Final Test











Olivia is taken to a

 

special event


 
, where past “babies” are displayed for potential

 

long-term adoption.


 
But Olivia isn’t meant to be sold.

 

She already has three Mommies.











Instead, she is

 

paraded in front of the guests


 
, crawling, sucking her pacifier, forced to

 

show off how well she’s been trained.











Her body is

 

touched, examined, tested.











And when she

 

wets herself on command


 
, the room

 

erupts in applause.











Her Mommies kiss her, praising her.










She is

 

fully trained.











She is

 

theirs.
















Chapter 7: The Choice—Escape or Forever?











As a final act of

 

cruelty—or love


 
—Katherine, Elise, and Naomi give Olivia

 

a choice.











She can

 

leave


 
.










The door is unlocked.










Her old life is waiting.










Or she can

 

crawl to them, let them fasten her collar, and surrender completely.











The answer

 

burns inside her


 
before she even moves.










She

 

crawls forward


 
.










She

 

bows her head, sucking on her pacifier, waiting for their touch.











She isn’t Olivia anymore.










She is

 

Baby Olivia.











And she will

 

never be a big girl again.










Chapter 1: The Retreat That Wasn’t










Olivia took a deep breath, inhaling the crisp mountain air as she pulled her suitcase up the stone pathway leading to the

 

Sanctuary Wellness Retreat


 
. The estate was

 

stunning


 
, nestled deep in the woods, far from the chaos of the city. The retreat promised

 

relaxation, renewal, and escape from everyday stress.


 
She had spent

 

months


 
looking forward to this—one week of

 

privacy, detox, and luxury self-care


 
.










At least, that’s what she thought.










The doors swung open before she even knocked, and

 

Katherine


 
stood waiting. She was

 

tall, elegant, strikingly beautiful


 
, with

 

soft brown curls and piercing green eyes


 
that held a

 

dangerous warmth


 
. Her presence was

 

effortlessly commanding


 
, the kind of woman who made you want to obey before you even realized it.










“You must be Olivia,” Katherine purred, stepping forward and placing

 

a gentle hand on Olivia’s arm, guiding her inside without hesitation


 
.










The moment the doors shut behind her, Olivia felt a

 

strange shift in the air


 
—as if she had just

 

stepped into something irreversible


 
.










The inside of the house was

 

lavish


 
—all rich wooden floors, plush furniture, and the scent of

 

lavender and vanilla


 
drifting through the air.










It felt…

 

too perfect.











“I’m so glad you’re here, sweetheart,” Katherine murmured,

 

her fingers lingering on Olivia’s wrist a moment too long


 
. “You must be exhausted from the trip. Let me make you some tea to help you relax.”










Olivia nodded, suddenly

 

lightheaded


 
,

 

her body sinking into the soft cushions of the couch


 
as Katherine disappeared into the kitchen.










She had expected a few other guests to be here, but strangely, the house was

 

silent


 
.










Too silent.










Katherine returned moments later, placing a

 

steaming cup of tea


 
in front of her. “Drink up, baby. It’s specially made for you.”










Olivia gave a

 

nervous laugh


 
. “Baby? That’s a little—”










Katherine’s

 

eyes gleamed


 
, her lips curving into a soft, knowing smile. “Shh. Just relax.”










The first sip of tea was

 

warm, soothing


 
, and yet,

 

something in it tasted… different.


 
A

 

little too sweet, a little too heavy.











Her vision

 

blurred at the edges


 
, and suddenly, her limbs

 

felt heavy


 
.










Katherine sat beside her, stroking her hair as the room

 

tilted


 
.










“Shh, sweetheart,” she cooed. “It’s time to sleep now.”










Olivia

 

tried to move


 
, to ask what was happening, but

 

darkness swallowed her whole before she could speak.
















She woke up in a nursery.











A

 

lavish, oversized nursery


 
, unlike anything she had ever seen.










The walls were painted in

 

soft pastels


 
, the

 

air thick with the scent of baby powder and something deeper, something humiliating


 
. A

 

massive white crib


 
sat in the corner, draped in

 

pink silk sheets


 
, and beside it, a

 

changing table lined with stacks of thick, fluffy diapers


 
.










Panic

 

seized her chest


 
.










Her body

 

felt strange, weak


 
, and as she tried to move, she realized

 

she couldn’t.











Her

 

wrists were strapped down


 
, soft but unbreakable cuffs holding her in place.










She

 

jerked against them


 
, her breath

 

coming in sharp, panicked gasps


 
.










The sound of

 

heels clicking against the floor


 
made her

 

freeze.











Katherine stepped into view, smiling down at her with

 

pure satisfaction


 
.










“There’s my baby,” she purred.










Olivia

 

whimpered


 
, her

 

pulse slamming against her ribs


 
, her head still foggy from whatever she had been given.










“What—what the fuck is this?” she gasped,

 

thrashing weakly


 
against the restraints.










Katherine simply

 

sighed


 
, brushing her fingers through Olivia’s hair. “Shh, baby. No bad words. You don’t need to worry about anything anymore.”










A

 

door creaked open


 
, and two other women entered.











Elise and Naomi.











Elise was

 

tall, poised, with sharp cheekbones and an even sharper gaze


 
. Her arms were crossed, her

 

expression unreadable


 
, but the authority she carried was

 

unmistakable


 
.










Naomi, in contrast, was

 

silent.


 

Dark, intense, unreadable


 
, her lips slightly parted, her eyes locked on Olivia like she was

 

a puzzle she was about to take apart piece by piece.











“I see she’s awake,” Elise said smoothly, stepping closer, her fingers

 

trailing along the edge of the changing table.











Katherine nodded. “She’s going to be a perfect addition.”










A

 

perfect addition to what?











Olivia’s

 

stomach twisted violently


 
. “Let me go,” she gasped. “Whatever this is—whatever sick game you’re playing, I’m not interested—”










Elise’s

 

hand clamped over Olivia’s mouth, silencing her instantly.











“Babies don’t talk back,” she murmured, her voice

 

low, commanding, absolute.


 
“Lesson one.”










Olivia

 

whimpered


 
, her

 

legs trembling, her body breaking out in a cold sweat


 
.










Katherine smiled, stroking her hair. “Now, let’s get our little one properly dressed.”










Naomi moved first, unbuckling the

 

soft restraints


 
, her touch

 

shockingly gentle


 
. Olivia

 

tried to lunge


 
, but before she could

 

even lift herself off the table, Elise’s firm hands pinned her down


 
.










“Shh,” Elise whispered,

 

dragging her nails down Olivia’s stomach, slow and teasing, making her shudder despite herself.


 
“We’re going to take such good care of you, baby.”










Naomi lifted something from the shelf.










A

 

diaper.











A

 

thick, crinkling, humiliatingly infantile diaper, decorated with soft pink bunnies and lace trim.











Olivia

 

screamed


 
, thrashing,

 

desperate to fight


 
, but

 

the three women were stronger.











Katherine held her down. Elise

 

pressed a firm hand against her stomach


 
, keeping her still.










And Naomi?










Naomi simply

 

slid the diaper beneath her, her movements slow, methodical, inescapable.











The moment it

 

snapped into place


 
, taped up securely around Olivia’s waist, something inside her

 

broke


 
.










Tears

 

filled her eyes


 
, her

 

body shuddering


 
, her mind

 

racing for any way out.











But there was

 

no escape.











Katherine kissed her forehead. “That’s my good girl.”










Elise smirked. “Now she’s ready for training.”










Naomi just

 

tilted her head, watching, waiting.











Olivia let out a

 

soft, broken whimper


 
, and in that moment, she knew.










She wasn’t

 

Olivia


 
anymore.










She was

 

their baby now.











Forever.









Chapter 2: The First Diapering










Olivia

 

lay frozen on the changing table


 
, her breath coming in

 

short, sharp gasps


 
, her body

 

shaking from the overwhelming humiliation


 
of what had just been done to her. The

 

thick, crinkling diaper between her legs


 
was

 

snug, warm, and impossible to ignore


 
, pressing up against her most

 

sensitive places


 
, making her

 

hyperaware of every humiliating shift of her body.











She

 

squeezed her thighs together


 
,

 

desperate to block out the sensation


 
, but the bulk of the padding made that

 

impossible.











Katherine’s

 

smug, satisfied voice


 
pulled her out of her haze. “Oh, sweetheart, that’s adorable,” she cooed,

 

stroking Olivia’s flushed cheek


 
as if she were

 

a beloved pet.


 
“Trying to pretend this isn’t happening? You’ll get used to it soon.”










Olivia’s

 

stomach churned


 
, her

 

entire body tense with shame.


 
“You—you can’t do this to me,” she choked out,

 

her voice trembling


 
, but

 

Elise only chuckled.











“Oh, baby,” Elise purred,

 

tilting Olivia’s chin up, forcing her to look into her piercing gaze.


 
“We already did.”










Naomi stood beside her,

 

silent, watching


 
, her fingers

 

trailing lightly over the front of Olivia’s diaper


 
, testing the tightness of the tapes. Her

 

touch was slow, methodical


 
, sending

 

a shiver through Olivia’s entire body.











She hated how

 

gentle Naomi’s hands were


 
, how

 

invasive yet soothing


 
they felt, like she was being

 

handled, examined, controlled.











Naomi’s

 

eyes locked onto hers


 
, her thumb

 

stroking softly along Olivia’s trembling inner thigh.


 

No words.


 
Just

 

complete, unreadable dominance.











Olivia’s

 

pulse pounded painfully


 
in her throat.










Katherine sighed

 

in contentment


 
, leaning down so her lips were

 

just inches from Olivia’s ear


 
, her breath

 

warm, teasing.


 
“You’re ours now, baby. The sooner you accept it, the easier this will be.”










Olivia’s

 

body stiffened


 
.










“No,” she gasped,

 

twisting, trying to roll away


 
, but Elise

 

grabbed her wrists


 
, pushing her

 

back down onto the padded surface of the changing table


 
, holding her

 

firmly in place.











“You really are a little fighter, aren’t you?” Elise smirked, her grip

 

tightening just enough to make Olivia whimper.


 
“I like that. It makes breaking you so much more fun.”










Naomi disappeared for a moment, returning with

 

something in her hands.


 
A

 

thick pink pacifier attached to a locking strap.











Olivia’s

 

eyes widened in panic.


 
“No, please—”










Naomi

 

tilted her head slightly


 
, studying Olivia as if she were

 

a puzzle she was figuring out piece by piece.


 
Then, with

 

calm precision


 
, she pressed the pacifier against Olivia’s lips, her

 

fingers lingering at her chin, waiting.











A silent

 

command.











Olivia

 

shook her head violently


 
,

 

refusing


 
to open her mouth.










Katherine sighed,

 

her amusement never fading


 
. “Naomi, sweetheart, our little one doesn’t seem to understand yet.”










Elise’s

 

smirk widened


 
.










Before Olivia could react,

 

a sharp, stinging slap landed on the front of her diaper.











A

 

loud crinkle filled the air


 
, followed by

 

a burning, humiliating heat between her legs


 
.










Olivia

 

gasped sharply


 
, her back

 

arching at the unexpected impact


 
, the

 

shameful pleasure-pain response twisting through her body.











“Oh,” Elise cooed,

 

rubbing the sensitive spot where she had just spanked her


 
, watching as Olivia

 

twitched beneath her touch


 
. “See? Your body’s already learning.”










Tears

 

burned behind Olivia’s eyes


 
,

 

her pride fracturing into sharp, splintered pieces.











Naomi didn’t wait for further resistance.










With

 

calm, practiced ease


 
, she slipped the pacifier into Olivia’s mouth, securing

 

the strap tightly behind her head


 
, locking it in place.










“There,” Katherine murmured,

 

stroking Olivia’s hair soothingly.


 
“That’s so much better.”










Olivia let out a

 

soft, muffled whimper


 
,

 

her breathing unsteady


 
, her

 

face burning with humiliation.











“You’ll wear that whenever you get too fussy,” Elise teased,

 

running her nails lightly down Olivia’s bare stomach, sending another shiver through her.


 
“And trust me, baby, you do not want to know what happens when you refuse.”










Olivia

 

shuddered


 
, her body

 

so tense she thought she might snap in half.











Katherine sighed in

 

satisfaction


 
, reaching down to press her

 

palm against the thick padding of Olivia’s diaper


 
, applying just enough

 

pressure to make Olivia whimper in horror.











“You’re going to be such a perfect little girl for us,” Katherine whispered. “And tomorrow, we start your training.”










Olivia’s

 

stomach dropped.











Tomorrow.










Training.











Oh God.











This was

 

only the beginning.










Chapter 3: Discipline and Control










The next morning, Olivia woke to the sound of

 

soft humming


 
. For a brief,

 

blissful second


 
, she had forgotten where she was. But then, the

 

soft crinkle


 
between her legs, the

 

heavy pacifier strapped into her mouth


 
, and the

 

plush walls of the crib surrounding her


 
reminded her.










This wasn’t

 

a dream.











She was in the

 

House of Mommies.











And she was

 

their baby now.











She let out a

 

soft whimper


 
, shifting under the thick blanket, but the moment she moved,

 

the nursery door swung open


 
.










Katherine entered first, carrying a

 

bottle of warm milk


 
in one hand, a

 

knowing smile on her lips


 
. Elise followed, her arms crossed,

 

her sharp blue eyes already analyzing Olivia’s every move.


 
And behind them, Naomi. Silent. Watching. Waiting.










“Good morning, baby,” Katherine cooed,

 

setting the bottle down on the nearby dresser.


 
“Did you sleep well?”










Olivia’s

 

stomach twisted


 
, but the pacifier

 

muffled her protest


 
, reducing her response to a

 

soft, pathetic whimper.











Elise chuckled, walking to the crib’s edge, her

 

fingers curling around the bars like she was inspecting a pet.


 
“Oh, look at her,” she mused. “Still acting like she’s got some fight left.”










Naomi approached next, her

 

dark gaze locked onto Olivia’s


 
, her

 

hand reaching down, pressing firmly against the thick padding of Olivia’s diaper.











Olivia

 

flinched, her breath hitching


 
, but Naomi simply held her there,

 

testing, feeling, judging.











Katherine smirked, running a

 

gentle hand through Olivia’s messy hair


 
. “Let’s see how well she’s adjusting.” She reached under the crib, pulling out a

 

small remote


 
and pressing a button.










The crib bars

 

unlocked with a soft click


 
, but before Olivia could even think about moving, Elise

 

grabbed her wrist, yanking her up with ease.











“You’re getting your first lesson today, baby,” she murmured,

 

her nails dragging lightly down Olivia’s arm, teasing, threatening.











Olivia

 

whimpered


 
,

 

thrashing weakly


 
, but Naomi was behind her in an instant, her

 

strong hands gripping Olivia’s waist, holding her still.











“You can fight all you want,” Elise purred,

 

leaning in, her lips brushing against Olivia’s ear


 
. “But we both know where this ends.”










Olivia

 

shook her head violently


 
, trying to

 

pull away


 
, but Naomi was

 

too strong, too unyielding, too calm


 
.










“Shh, baby,” Katherine cooed, pressing

 

a soft kiss to Olivia’s temple


 
, her fingers

 

trailing down Olivia’s back, over the thick diaper that still clung tightly to her.


 
“We don’t punish little ones for resisting on their first day.”










Elise smirked. “No. But we do train them.”










Before Olivia could

 

process what that meant


 
, she was being

 

dragged toward the oversized changing table


 
, her body

 

hoisted up with ease, forced onto her back.











She

 

screamed through the pacifier


 
, her

 

legs kicking, arms flailing


 
, but it was

 

pointless


 
.










Naomi grabbed

 

a pair of padded cuffs


 
,

 

strapping Olivia’s wrists above her head


 
, pinning her down to the soft surface.










Elise followed, grabbing

 

her ankles


 
,

 

fastening them apart


 
, keeping her

 

completely exposed, completely vulnerable, completely trapped.











And then, Katherine reached for

 

the enema bag.











Olivia’s

 

heart stopped.











Her eyes

 

widened in horror


 
as she watched Katherine

 

fill the bag with warm, soapy water


 
, lifting it just high enough for Olivia to

 

see every humiliating detail


 
.










“No, no, please—” she

 

tried to scream


 
, but the pacifier turned it into nothing more than a

 

pathetic muffled whimper.











Elise chuckled, her

 

hands resting on Olivia’s trembling thighs


 
,

 

stroking, teasing


 
, making her

 

hyperaware of how little control she had left.


 
“Oh, baby,” she cooed,

 

mocking, condescending, cruel.


 
“It’s just a little cleanse.”










Katherine leaned down, her

 

breath warm against Olivia’s cheek


 
, her fingers

 

trailing over the edge of Olivia’s diaper, testing, taunting


 
. “Little girls don’t get to decide when they go potty,” she whispered. “Mommy decides for you.”










Tears

 

slid down Olivia’s face


 
, but that didn’t stop Naomi from

 

spreading her open


 
, her fingers

 

pressing the nozzle of the enema inside her.











Olivia

 

sobbed, her entire body tensing


 
, but Naomi’s

 

strong hands kept her still


 
, her touch

 

silent, firm, inescapable.











The

 

warm liquid flooded her insides


 
, stretching her, filling her,

 

overwhelming her with unbearable pressure


 
.










Her

 

toes curled, her body arching


 
,

 

her stomach cramping painfully


 
, but there was

 

nothing she could do.











Katherine and Elise

 

watched with satisfaction


 
, their hands

 

stroking her gently


 
, whispering

 

sweet, humiliating praise.











“That’s it, baby,” Katherine cooed,

 

brushing away Olivia’s tears


 
, her lips

 

curling into a satisfied smile.











“Hold it,” Elise murmured,

 

pressing her palm against Olivia’s swollen belly, feeling the tension, the need, the shame.











Naomi, as always, said nothing.










She just

 

waited


 
, her

 

hand resting between Olivia’s legs, testing, judging.











Five minutes passed.










Then ten.










Olivia’s

 

body trembled violently


 
, her

 

whimpers turning into desperate, pathetic cries.











She

 

couldn’t hold it.











She

 

couldn’t.











And the moment Katherine whispered,

 

“Let go, baby,”


 
her body

 

obeyed.











The shame

 

flooded through her


 
, hotter than the enema,

 

hotter than Elise’s knowing smirk, hotter than Naomi’s unreadable stare.











She had

 

lost.











Again.










Completely.










Katherine

 

sighed in satisfaction


 
, her fingers

 

stroking Olivia’s cheek, wiping away the fresh wave of tears.


 
“Such a good girl,” she murmured.










Elise chuckled. “I think she’s finally starting to understand.”










Naomi simply tilted her head,

 

her fingers trailing over Olivia’s diaper, pressing down, testing how much of a mess she had made.











The message was clear.










This was

 

her life now.











She was no longer Olivia.










She was

 

their baby.











Forever.









Chapter 4: First Night in Mommy’s Bed










Olivia lay

 

limp on the changing table


 
, her body

 

wrecked, trembling, and utterly broken.


 
The thick,

 

warm bulk of her diaper


 
pressed humiliatingly against her skin, the

 

aftershocks of the enema still twisting her stomach in shame


 
. The scent of

 

powder and submission


 
filled the air, mixing with the

 

soft murmurs of her Mommies’ praise.











Elise

 

unbuckled her restraints


 
, her fingers

 

dragging along Olivia’s wrists


 
, tracing the faint red marks left behind. “She’s settling in nicely,” she mused, her tone

 

mocking, indulgent


 
. “Not much fight left now.”










Katherine

 

smirked


 
, cupping Olivia’s flushed cheek. “She’ll learn soon enough that this is what’s best for her.”










Olivia

 

let out a weak, hiccuping sob


 
, her

 

cheeks burning


 
, her

 

mind spinning.


 
She wanted to

 

fight


 
, wanted to

 

scream


 
, but her

 

body betrayed her.


 
She was

 

too weak, too exhausted, too broken.











Naomi moved first, lifting Olivia

 

effortlessly


 
into her arms. Olivia

 

whimpered, trembling


 
, her body

 

melting into Naomi’s grasp


 
despite herself. The silent Mommy was

 

strong, unyielding, her touch firm but inescapably gentle.











Naomi carried her

 

out of the nursery


 
, past the

 

soft glow of nightlights, past the shelves of neatly stacked diapers and pastel onesies.


 
Olivia’s pulse

 

pounded


 
as she realized they weren’t heading back to

 

the crib, the playpen, or the rocking chair.











They were taking her somewhere else.










Somewhere worse.










The door opened, revealing

 

Katherine’s bedroom


 
.










The air was

 

warmer here, thick with the scent of perfume and something deeper, more intimate.


 
The massive,

 

silk-draped bed


 
was lit only by the soft flicker of candles, shadows dancing against the dark wood furniture.










Naomi laid Olivia down on the

 

plush sheets


 
, her fingers

 

lingering on Olivia’s waist for a moment, pressing her into the softness.











Elise followed, locking the door behind them with a

 

quiet click


 
.










Olivia

 

shivered


 
, her breath coming in

 

short, uneven gasps.











Katherine climbed onto the bed beside her, fingers

 

trailing slowly along Olivia’s bare arm, teasing, claiming.











“Shh, sweetheart,” Katherine whispered,

 

her voice like silk wrapping around Olivia’s trembling form


 
. “You don’t have to be scared.”










Olivia

 

shuddered


 
, her body

 

frozen between them


 
, her mind

 

flooded with confusion, shame, and something even worse—anticipation.











She should have been scared.










She should have

 

fought harder


 
.










But she didn’t.










Because

 

deep down


 
, some dark, hidden part of her already knew.










She wasn’t getting out of this.










Not tonight.










Not ever.










Katherine’s fingers

 

trailed down Olivia’s arm


 
, slow and teasing, making her

 

shiver at the light touch.


 
Behind her, Naomi was

 

solid, warm, unshakable


 
, her strong arms

 

caging Olivia in place


 
, ensuring she

 

had nowhere to go, no way to escape.











Elise was the last to join, crawling onto the bed with

 

a knowing smirk


 
, her blue eyes gleaming with

 

unfiltered amusement


 
. She reached out,

 

dragging her nails down Olivia’s stomach, stopping just above the thick, humiliating bulk of her diaper.











“Not scared,” Elise mused,

 

pressing her palm against Olivia’s padding, feeling how warm, how damp, how used it was.


 
“Just overwhelmed.”










Olivia

 

whimpered


 
, her

 

thighs twitching, her breath hitching, her shame unbearable.











But Naomi’s grip

 

tightened


 
, pulling her back against her chest, trapping her in

 

unbreakable silence.











Katherine tilted Olivia’s chin up, her

 

green eyes burning with something wicked, something possessive.


 
“Do you want Mommy to make you feel better, baby?”










The words sent

 

a violent tremor through Olivia’s body


 
, her

 

breath catching painfully in her throat.











No.










No, she

 

shouldn’t want that


 
.










She should have said

 

no


 
.










But the soft

 

pressure of Naomi’s hand between her legs


 
, the

 

gentle, taunting caress of Elise’s nails down her stomach, the hypnotic warmth of Katherine’s voice


 
—they were pulling her

 

under


 
, sinking her

 

into something she couldn’t fight, couldn’t deny.











A

 

soft, broken whimper


 
slipped from her lips, her

 

body betraying her all over again.











Elise smirked, fingers

 

dancing along the waistband of Olivia’s diaper, teasing the edge.


 
“Oh, that’s adorable,” she murmured. “She wants it.”










Katherine sighed,

 

stroking Olivia’s cheek with pure indulgence


 
, her lips

 

curling into a satisfied smile.


 
“Say it, baby.”










Olivia

 

whimpered, her chest rising and falling in quick, desperate pants.











Naomi’s grip

 

tightened


 
, her fingers pressing

 

deeper


 
into the thick, swollen padding.  Elise’s nails

 

scratched


 
lightly against her

 

skin


 
, making her

 

twitch


 
, making her ache. “I need…” Olivia squeezed her eyes shut, her

 

entire body burning


 
.










But

 

she couldn’t lie


 
. Not anymore. “I need Mommy.” A low,

 

pleased sigh


 
escaped Katherine’s lips, and then— She ripped the diaper open, exposing Olivia’s swollen, soaking heat.










Elise chuckled, reaching for something in the bedside drawer a thick strapon, sleek and waiting. Katherine

 

tilted Olivia’s chin up


 
, pressing a deep, indulgent kiss to her lips, claiming her completely.










“You’re such a good girl,” she whispered. And then—

 

they ruined her


 
.









Chapter 5: Strapon Training










Olivia lay

 

naked and trembling


 
between them, her

 

skin flushed, her breath uneven, her body weak from the humiliating pleasure that had just been forced out of her.


 
The thick diaper that had

 

once trapped her was now discarded


 
, leaving her

 

bare, exposed, vulnerable.











Katherine sat above her,

 

stroking her cheek with slow, possessive tenderness,


 
her fingers

 

trailing down Olivia’s stomach, teasing but not giving.


 
Naomi was still behind her, her

 

strong arms caging her in, holding her exactly where they wanted her.











And Elise?










Elise stood at the edge of the bed,

 

strapping the thick harness around her waist


 
, adjusting the

 

massive, sleek length of the strapon


 
with practiced ease. Her blue eyes were

 

sharp with amusement


 
, lips

 

curled into a smirk


 
as she watched Olivia

 

squirm beneath their touch.











“Oh, look at her,” Elise murmured,

 

dragging her nails along Olivia’s trembling inner thigh.


 
“So docile now. So desperate to be a good little baby.”










Olivia

 

whimpered


 
, her thighs instinctively

 

tensing, trying to close


 
, but Naomi’s firm grip

 

forced them apart, keeping her exposed.











Katherine leaned in,

 

her lips brushing against Olivia’s jawline, trailing down to her collarbone.


 
“You want it, don’t you, baby?” she whispered.










Olivia’s

 

face burned, shame curling deep in her stomach


 
, but she couldn’t

 

deny it anymore.











She was

 

already soaked, already aching, already lost.











Elise smirked,

 

dragging the thick tip of the strapon along Olivia’s entrance, teasing her, making her gasp.











“You’ve been so good for us, baby,” Katherine murmured, her nails

 

trailing over Olivia’s hardened nipples, pinching just enough to make her whimper.


 
“You’ve learned how to listen, how to obey. But now…”










Her fingers

 

tilted Olivia’s chin up, forcing her to meet her gaze.











“…It’s time for you to learn how to take what Mommy gives you.”










Elise pressed the strapon against her,

 

slow and deliberate, the thick head stretching her, making her gasp as her body instinctively tensed.











Olivia

 

sobbed, her hands gripping the sheets, her body trembling


 
. “I—Mommy, please—”










Elise chuckled,

 

pushing deeper, forcing Olivia’s body to yield to her.











“Oh, baby,” she cooed. “Mommies don’t take ‘please’ as an answer.”










Naomi’s hands were

 

suddenly on Olivia’s hips


 
, her grip

 

strong and unyielding


 
, holding her

 

firmly in place as Elise pushed deeper.











Olivia let out

 

a soft, broken cry


 
, her thighs twitching, her breath coming in

 

sharp, shuddering gasps.











Katherine sighed in satisfaction, her

 

fingers trailing down to Olivia’s swollen, aching clit, teasing her, stroking her in time with Elise’s slow, merciless thrusts.











“You’re taking it so well, baby,” Katherine whispered, her voice

 

dripping with dark affection.











Elise’s pace

 

quickened


 
, her hands gripping Olivia’s thighs, keeping her

 

exactly where she wanted her.


 
“Look at you,” she mused, her voice

 

mocking, indulgent


 
. “We thought we’d have to break you. But you love this, don’t you?”










Olivia’s

 

breath hitched


 
, her body

 

betraying her yet again


 
, the

 

overwhelming mixture of pain, pleasure, and humiliation sinking into her bones.











Naomi’s hand

 

slid up to her throat


 
, applying just enough

 

pressure to keep her still, to remind her that she was completely, utterly owned.











Katherine leaned down,

 

kissing away Olivia’s tears, licking into her mouth, deep and slow.











“Say it, baby,” she purred against her lips. “Tell us you love it.”










Olivia

 

sobbed, her body shaking, her thighs quivering, her pleasure mounting too fast, too deep.











“I—I love it,” she gasped.










Elise’s chuckle was

 

low and wicked


 
, and then—










She

 

slammed into her fully, burying herself deep.











Olivia

 

screamed, her entire body arching, her mind going blank, her submission complete.











She belonged to them.










She belonged to her Mommies.









Chapter 6: The Final Test










Olivia lay

 

panting, ruined, and utterly broken


 
between her Mommies, her

 

body still trembling from the relentless strapon training Elise had given her.


 
Her thighs

 

quivered


 
, the aftershocks of

 

pain, pleasure, and pure submission still coursing through her.


 
The once-thick diaper that had

 

trapped her innocence was gone


 
, replaced with nothing but

 

silken sheets beneath her and the possessive grip of her Mommies around her.











She

 

should have been afraid.











She

 

should have wanted to run.











But she didn’t.










Because she

 

was theirs now.











Katherine

 

sighed in satisfaction


 
,

 

stroking Olivia’s hair


 
, pressing

 

soft, indulgent kisses to her temple.


 
“You were perfect tonight, sweetheart,” she whispered.










Elise chuckled, stretching her arms above her head, the

 

harness still strapped around her waist


 
, her blue eyes gleaming with

 

victory


 
. “She learns fast,” she mused,

 

dragging her nails down Olivia’s bare stomach, stopping just above the tender, used space between her legs.


 
“I think she’s ready.”










Ready?










Olivia’s

 

stomach twisted


 
, her breath catching.










“Ready for what?” she asked,

 

her voice weak, breathless, wrecked.











Naomi was still behind her,

 

silent, unreadable, her strong arms caging Olivia in place


 
. But this time, there was a shift—

 

a dark finality in the way she stroked Olivia’s back, the way her lips ghosted over her shoulder, as if preparing her for something more.











Katherine

 

tilted Olivia’s chin up


 
, forcing her to meet her

 

deep green eyes


 
, her lips curling into a knowing smirk.










“Your final test, baby.”










Elise grabbed

 

a soft pink pacifier


 
from the bedside table,

 

pressing it against Olivia’s lips


 
, her voice

 

mocking, commanding


 
. “Suck.”










Olivia’s

 

cheeks burned


 
, but she obeyed,

 

wrapping her lips around the pacifier, sucking softly, instinctively.











Katherine smiled, running her fingers

 

through Olivia’s damp, tangled hair


 
. “You’ve done so well for us, baby,” she murmured. “But there’s one more thing you need to do before we can truly make you ours.”










The door to the bedroom

 

swung open


 
, and a

 

tall, powerful figure stepped inside


 
.










Olivia’s

 

blood ran cold.











There were

 

more Mommies.











The woman who entered was dressed in

 

a sleek, all-black ensemble


 
, her presence

 

commanding, her gaze assessing


 
. She was older than Katherine, Elise, and Naomi, but no less stunning—her dark hair

 

pulled into a tight bun, her piercing gray eyes scanning Olivia like she was something to be evaluated, tested, owned.











Katherine turned to Olivia,

 

cupping her face gently, soothingly


 
, but the words that left her lips were

 

cruel, absolute.











“You’re going to be put on display tonight, baby.”










Olivia’s

 

breath caught painfully in her throat.











Displayed?










Katherine smiled, stroking her cheek. “It’s tradition. Every new baby in the House of Mommies is introduced to our sponsors, our alumni, and our most generous patrons.”










Olivia

 

shook her head frantically


 
, her

 

body trembling


 
. “No—please, I—”










Elise

 

gripped her chin roughly, tilting her head up


 
. “You don’t get to say no, baby.”










Naomi pressed

 

a firm, grounding kiss to Olivia’s shoulder


 
, her lips warm, possessive.










“It’s time for you to show them how well you’ve been trained,” Katherine whispered.










Olivia

 

let out a soft, muffled sob


 
, the pacifier in her mouth

 

turning her resistance into nothing more than a pathetic whimper.











And then, they dressed her.










A

 

sheer, baby-pink dress


 
, so short it barely covered her.










A

 

fresh, thick diaper


 
, secured tightly around her

 

sore, used body.











A

 

collar


 
fastened around her throat, marking her as

 

theirs.











And then, they took her.










Down the hall.










Through the heavy doors.










And into a

 

room filled with people waiting to see their new little girl.










Chapter 7: The Choice—Escape or Forever?










Olivia was

 

paraded into the grand hall


 
, her breath

 

shallow, shaky, filled with fear and shame


 
. The

 

thick diaper wrapped around her waist crinkled loudly


 
with every hesitant step she took, the

 

sheer pink dress doing nothing to hide it


 
. A

 

soft leash was clipped to her collar


 
, the cool leather tugging at her throat as Katherine led her forward with

 

calm, deliberate steps


 
.










The room was

 

full of them


 
.










Women in

 

luxurious gowns, elegant and untouchable


 
, their

 

piercing gazes scanning Olivia’s exposed, helpless form with amusement, curiosity, hunger


 
. Some sat in

 

dark leather chairs, sipping wine


 
, others whispered among themselves, but

 

all eyes were on her


 
.










Their new baby.










Olivia’s

 

stomach twisted


 
, her pulse

 

slamming against her ribs


 
as she felt

 

her body betray her all over again.











Katherine stopped at the center of the room, turning to the audience with a

 

smile of pure satisfaction


 
. Elise stood beside her, arms crossed, eyes gleaming with

 

dark delight


 
, while Naomi—silent as always—stood behind Olivia, her

 

fingers grazing the back of her neck


 
, keeping her still.










“This,” Katherine announced, her voice

 

smooth, confident, dripping with ownership


 
, “is our newest addition.”










A few murmurs rippled through the room,

 

low, knowing laughter


 
, the sound making Olivia’s

 

cheeks burn hotter, her humiliation sink deeper.











Katherine’s hand slid

 

down Olivia’s back, over the thick padding of her diaper, pressing gently, teasingly


 
.










“She’s learned so much in such a short time,” she continued,

 

stroking Olivia like she was a prize, a possession.


 
“She’s taken her punishments well, accepted her place beautifully, and tonight…” She

 

cupped Olivia’s chin


 
, forcing her to look up at her with

 

mocking affection.


 
“She’ll make her final choice.”










Olivia’s

 

breath hitched


 
.










Choice?










Katherine turned to the room, her smirk widening. “As tradition dictates, our newest baby has two options.”










Elise chuckled, stepping forward, brushing Olivia’s hair back before gripping her

 

jaw firmly, possessively.











“She can leave,” Elise murmured, her thumb

 

trailing along Olivia’s bottom lip


 
, teasing. “We’ll unlock the door, and she can walk out of here right now.”










Naomi’s fingers

 

tightened on Olivia’s shoulders


 
, a silent warning.










Katherine let out a

 

soft, indulgent sigh


 
, kneeling so she was eye-level with Olivia. “Or,” she whispered,

 

tilting her head, watching Olivia’s trembling form with amusement


 
, “she can accept what we already know.”










She reached into a

 

small black box beside her


 
, lifting out a

 

new collar—this one thicker, heavier, with a tag dangling from the front.












Baby Olivia.











Olivia’s

 

stomach clenched violently


 
, a fresh wave of

 

fear and longing crashing into her all at once.











She could still leave.










She could

 

run, escape, pretend none of this happened.











Or she could

 

crawl forward, let them fasten the collar around her throat, and surrender completely.











Katherine

 

held the collar out


 
, her smile soft, patient,

 

deadly.


 
“Come to Mommy, baby.”










The air

 

crackled with silence


 
.










The audience watched, waiting,

 

hungry to see her final decision.











Olivia’s

 

legs shook


 
, her

 

body aching


 
, her mind

 

screaming at her to fight.











But she knew.










She

 

knew


 
.










She had

 

already lost.











Slowly,

 

shamefully, completely


 
, Olivia sank to her hands and knees, her

 

diaper crinkling loudly in the heavy silence


 
.










She

 

crawled.











Tears blurred her vision, but she didn’t stop.










Didn’t hesitate.










Didn’t look back.










She

 

knelt before Katherine, head bowed, lips parted around the pacifier still between her lips.











And waited.










A

 

low sigh of approval rippled through the crowd


 
, and then—










The

 

cool weight of the collar fastened around her throat.











Click.










The final seal.










The final surrender.










Katherine’s hand

 

cupped Olivia’s cheek


 
, her voice

 

soothing, possessive, final.











“There’s my good girl.”










And Olivia

 

knew, deep in her bones, in the aching, trembling heat between her thighs, in the humiliating dampness between her legs.











She was

 

never leaving.











She was

 

Mommy’s baby forever.










Epilogue: Baby Olivia’s Forever Home










Two weeks later, Olivia no longer remembered what it felt like to be

 

a big girl.











Her old life was

 

gone, erased, forgotten.











She no longer wore clothes—only

 

diapers, soft onesies, pastel dresses that barely covered her thickly padded state.











She no longer slept in a bed—only

 

her crib, nestled between stuffed animals, rocked to sleep by the gentle hands of her Mommies.











She no longer spoke—only

 

sucked on her pacifier, whimpered when she needed something, cried when she was left too long without their touch.











She no longer had control—

 

only obedience, only submission, only the aching, desperate need to be held, owned, used.











Tonight, she lay in

 

Katherine’s lap, curled up against her chest, warm and safe.


 
Elise sat beside them, her fingers

 

tracing absentminded circles along Olivia’s inner thigh


 
, while Naomi, silent as always, fed Olivia her

 

bottle, her eyes dark with something deeper than love.











“You’re so lucky,” Katherine murmured,

 

stroking Olivia’s hair, her voice a purr of satisfaction.











Elise chuckled, nipping at Olivia’s earlobe, making her

 

squirm, making her whimper.


 
“Our perfect little baby.”










Naomi tilted Olivia’s chin up, her

 

thumb brushing over Olivia’s bottom lip, her gaze unreadable, possessive.











And Olivia?










She

 

sighed happily


 
,

 

suckling on her bottle, sucking on her pacifier, knowing she would never leave, knowing she didn’t want to.











She belonged to them.










Forever.
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