
        
            
                
            
        

    




The Sorority’s Baby Dolls: A Dark ABDL Mommy Domme Romance





Lesbian Regression, Sorority Control & Forced Submission






Introduction







Emily had always dreamed of joining

 

Delta Omega


 
, the most exclusive sorority on campus. Everyone knew that being a

 

Delta girl


 
meant power, privilege, and access to the most

 

influential alumni network in the country


 
. The girls were

 

rich, beautiful, untouchable


 
—and Emily wanted to be one of them.







When she received her

 

pledge invitation


 
, it felt like a dream. The first few weeks were exactly what she expected—

 

lavish parties, whispered secrets, and small initiation rituals meant to test their loyalty.


 
But tonight, everything changed.







Emily stood with five other pledges in the

 

basement of the sorority house


 
, her stomach twisting in nervous anticipation. The air was

 

thick with tension


 
, the room dimly lit by a

 

soft pink glow


 
, and a

 

faint, powdery scent


 
hung in the air—something familiar, something wrong. The senior sisters stood in a

 

perfect line


 
, watching them, their expressions unreadable.

 

Victoria, the sorority president, stepped forward.








“It’s time for the final phase of your initiation,” Victoria announced, her tone

 

smooth, controlled, unshakable.


 
She was

 

tall, dark-haired, and devastatingly cruel


 
, her presence commanding absolute obedience. “From this moment on, you’re no longer pledges. You’re our babies.”







Emily’s heart

 

stopped


 
.




She must have misheard.

“What?” one of the other girls whispered.




Victoria smirked, stepping closer, her

 

heels clicking


 
against the floor as she

 

circled them like prey


 
. “You didn’t really think Delta Omega was just a sorority, did you?” she murmured, tilting Emily’s chin up with

 

one manicured finger


 
, forcing her to look up into her

 

icy gaze.


 
“No, sweetheart. We don’t just accept new sisters. We create

 

perfect little dolls.


 
”







The pledges

 

shifted uneasily


 
, the

 

wrongness of the moment sinking in


 
.







That’s when the

 

doors opened.








Behind them, the

 

hidden walls of the basement slid apart


 
, revealing what lay beyond.







A

 

nursery.








A massive,

 

lavish nursery


 
, decorated in

 

soft pastels, plush furniture, and an oversized crib large enough to fit multiple girls.








A

 

changing table lined with stacks of thick, oversized diapers.








Shelves stocked with

 

pacifiers, bottles, harnesses, and more.








Emily’s

 

stomach twisted violently


 
.







“What the hell is this?” one of the pledges whispered,

 

her voice shaking.








Victoria only

 

smiled


 
, turning back to face them as two of the older sisters

 

stepped forward, holding something folded in their hands.





Diapers.




Emily

 

took a step back


 
, panic clawing up her throat.




No.

No, this wasn’t happening.




“We’re going to strip you now,” Victoria said,

 

her voice casual, matter-of-fact


 
, as if she were discussing the weather. “You’ll be put into your first diapers, and from this moment on, you’ll behave as

 

obedient little girls


 
—until we decide you’re ready to be more.”







Emily

 

froze


 
, her body

 

locked in place


 
.




She wanted to run.




But the doors behind them had

 

already locked.








And the older sisters were

 

moving toward them.








She barely had time to

 

breathe


 
before hands were

 

on her


 
, tearing at her clothes, fingers

 

forcing her arms above her head


 
as they stripped her

 

completely bare


 
.







She

 

fought


 
, struggling against their grip, but it only made them

 

laugh


 
, their hands

 

stroking her exposed skin


 
, teasing, taunting.







Then came the

 

diaper.








It was

 

thick, impossibly soft, and humiliatingly bulky


 
, fastened

 

snugly between her legs


 
, forcing them apart just enough to

 

remind her that she would never be allowed privacy again.








Tears

 

pricked her eyes


 
, but before she could process the

 

sheer humiliation of it


 
, she was being

 

pulled forward, forced onto her knees


 
before Victoria.







The sorority president leaned down, her fingers brushing

 

gently over Emily’s flushed cheek


 
, her

 

dark eyes gleaming with satisfaction


 
.




“There, baby,” she cooed. “That’s so much better.”




Emily

 

whimpered


 
, her

 

legs shaking


 
, her

 

pulse racing


 
, her

 

entire world tilting as the older sisters surrounded her


 
.




Because she knew.


This wasn’t just an initiation.





This was

 

the beginning of her new life.








And

 

she wasn’t getting out.







Chapter 1: Welcome to Delta Omega







Emily stood outside the

 

massive white mansion


 
of Delta Omega, her heart pounding in anticipation. The house loomed over her, its pristine columns and perfectly manicured hedges screaming

 

wealth, power, and exclusivity


 
. This was what she had been waiting for—

 

a chance to belong, to be part of something bigger, something powerful.








The other pledges stood beside her,

 

five girls in total


 
, each of them buzzing with excitement and nerves. They had all received

 

the same cryptic invitation


 
to tonight’s

 

final initiation ritual


 
, the last step before they became full-fledged sisters. Emily had heard rumors—stories of wild parties, of pledges forced to complete

 

humiliating dares


 
, but she had never imagined

 

what was really waiting for her inside.








The

 

front doors swung open


 
, and standing there was

 

Victoria


 
, the president of Delta Omega. She was

 

gorgeous


 
, with long black hair, sharp green eyes, and the kind of confidence that made people

 

submit without question


 
. Beside her stood

 

Olivia


 
, the vice president, with soft blonde curls and a deceptively sweet smile—

 

a contrast to the sharp cruelty in her gaze.





“Come in, babies,” Victoria purred, stepping aside. “It’s time for your final test.”




Emily exchanged a glance with the other pledges before stepping inside. The interior was even

 

more luxurious


 
than she imagined—

 

marble floors, chandeliers, expensive furniture


 
—but something felt…

 

off.


 
The house was

 

too quiet


 
, the usual music and laughter absent.







They were led through the

 

main hall


 
, past the elegant living room, then deeper into the house, down a long hallway with

 

no windows


 
. Emily’s stomach twisted. The air smelled faintly of

 

powder, lotion… something else.








Then they reached a

 

set of heavy double doors


 
.







Olivia turned to them, her smile widening as she

 

pressed a finger to her lips.


 
“No talking from now on,” she said softly. “You’ll speak only when spoken to.”







Before anyone could

 

protest


 
, Victoria opened the doors.




And everything changed.




The

 

room beyond was massive


 
, larger than any basement Emily had ever seen. But it wasn’t

 

just a basement.


 
It was a

 

nursery.








A

 

giant, elaborate nursery


 
, decorated in

 

soft pastels, filled with cribs, plush rocking chairs, and an oversized changing table lined with stacks of thick, fluffy diapers.








Emily’s breath

 

caught in her throat.








She wasn’t the only one

 

frozen in shock.


 
The other pledges

 

stiffened


 
, their eyes

 

darting around the room


 
, their faces

 

twisting in confusion and fear.








“What the fu—” one of the girls started, but Olivia

 

silenced her with a sharp glare.





“Shhh, babies don’t use naughty words,” she said sweetly. “Or they get punished.”




Victoria stepped forward, her heels clicking against the floor, her gaze sharp.

 

“Welcome to the real Delta Omega,”


 
she said smoothly. “You didn’t really think we were just some sorority, did you?”







Emily’s pulse

 

pounded painfully


 
in her ears.




“What is this?” she choked out, her voice barely above a whisper.




Victoria’s smile was

 

slow, indulgent, full of dark amusement.








“This,” she said, gesturing around the room, “is where you’re going to be

 

reborn.


 
”







Olivia stepped forward, running a

 

finger down Emily’s arm


 
, making her

 

shudder.








“You’re not pledges anymore,” she whispered,

 

her voice like silk and poison.


 
“You’re

 

our babies now.


 
”







The words sent a

 

violent chill


 
down Emily’s spine.







She turned to run—

 

instinct kicking in, panic rising


 
—but

 

hands were already grabbing her


 
, firm and

 

unrelenting


 
, forcing her forward. The

 

other pledges screamed


 
, trying to resist, but the older sisters were

 

strong, practiced, and utterly in control.








Emily

 

kicked, struggled


 
, but she was being

 

dragged toward the changing table


 
, her dress

 

yanked over her head


 
, leaving her

 

bare, vulnerable, shaking


 
.







“No!” she gasped,

 

her chest heaving


 
, her body

 

flushed with fear and shame.








Victoria’s

 

chuckle was low, condescending


 
. “Fighting already?” she mused, running her fingers through Emily’s hair. “Oh, sweetheart. You’ll learn.”







Emily

 

twisted


 
, trying to pull away, but

 

Olivia grabbed her chin, forcing her to meet her gaze.








“We’re going to break you,” she murmured, her thumb

 

brushing over Emily’s lower lip, teasing.


 
“And you’re going to love it.”







Emily

 

shivered violently


 
, her skin

 

on fire, her breath coming in quick, panicked gasps.








She barely processed it when she was

 

pushed onto the changing table


 
, her

 

legs spread apart


 
, soft, crinkling fabric slid beneath her.







Her

 

first diaper.








Tears burned in her eyes as she felt

 

the thick, humiliating padding wrapped snugly between her legs


 
, the tapes

 

sealed in place


 
, the finality of it sinking into her

 

bones.








She whimpered, her body

 

too weak, too broken, too overwhelmed to fight.








Victoria leaned down,

 

her lips brushing against Emily’s ear


 
, her voice

 

a dark, satisfied whisper.








“There,” she purred.

 

“Now you’re one of us.”








Emily

 

closed her eyes


 
, her body

 

shaking, ruined, lost.








She had

 

wanted to be a part of Delta Omega.








But she hadn’t realized that

 

meant giving up everything.







Chapter 2: The First Diapering







Emily lay frozen on the

 

changing table


 
, her breath coming in

 

sharp, ragged gasps


 
, her mind unable to process

 

the sheer humiliation of what had just happened.


 
Her body trembled, the soft, thick padding between her legs a

 

constant, unbearable reminder


 
of what she had just been forced into.







Victoria stood over her, a

 

smug smirk curling on her lips


 
, her fingers

 

trailing lightly over the front of the fresh diaper


 
, pressing down just enough to make Emily

 

squirm in shame


 
. “Oh, look at you,” she cooed, her tone

 

mocking, indulgent


 
. “Our newest little Delta baby, all padded up and helpless.”







A

 

choked whimper


 
escaped Emily’s lips, her thighs instinctively trying to close, but the

 

bulk between her legs made it impossible.


 
The reality of her new

 

"status"


 
sank in deeper, making her

 

stomach twist with dread


 
.







The other pledges were

 

still struggling


 
, but their resistance was

 

weakening


 
, their cries growing

 

softer, more resigned


 
as their clothes were stripped away, their bodies

 

forced into the same humiliating fate as Emily’s.








Olivia stepped beside Victoria, her

 

soft, teasing fingers brushing over Emily’s flushed cheek


 
. “You’re already getting used to it, aren’t you?” she whispered, her voice

 

dripping with condescending sweetness


 
. “Soon, you won’t even remember what it was like to be a big girl.”







Emily

 

shook her head violently


 
, a fresh wave of

 

shame burning through her.


 
“No, please—”







A

 

sharp slap


 
landed on the

 

front of her diaper


 
, jolting her body with

 

humiliation and unexpected heat.








Emily

 

gasped


 
, her back

 

arching slightly


 
, the

 

shock of the impact radiating through her.








“Ah, ah,” Victoria tsked,

 

her manicured nails dragging along the thick padding


 
,

 

testing, teasing, reminding her exactly where she was.


 
“Babies don’t argue.”







Emily bit her lip,

 

her breath shuddering


 
, her

 

cheeks flaming


 
as the older sisters

 

watched her break


 
.







The room was filled with the

 

soft crinkles of movement


 
, the pledges being diapered one by one, the air

 

thick with shame, powder, and dominance


 
. Emily turned her head, her

 

heart sinking as she saw the other girls already regressed


 
, their wide,

 

glassy eyes filled with the same humiliation, the same helpless submission


 
.







A

 

deep, sharp pang of dread


 
settled in her chest.

 

There was no getting out of this.








Victoria must have sensed her

 

surrender


 
, because she

 

sighed in satisfaction


 
, her fingers stroking lightly over Emily’s jaw before tilting her chin up. “Good girl,” she murmured.







Emily

 

whimpered


 
, hating the way the words

 

sent a shiver through her body


 
.







Victoria’s

 

smirk deepened


 
.







“She’s learning,” Olivia whispered,

 

her fingers trailing down Emily’s arm, slow, possessive


 
. “But she still has a long way to go.”







Emily

 

swallowed hard


 
, her body stiffening as Victoria and Olivia exchanged a look.




“We’ll take care of that,” Victoria said smoothly.




And before Emily could process what that meant,

 

she was being lifted


 
, cradled in Victoria’s arms

 

like a real infant


 
, her

 

padded bottom pressed firmly against her strong grip.








Her

 

humiliation was absolute.








The older sisters

 

gathered around


 
, their eyes

 

full of amusement and approval


 
.







And Emily knew, deep in her

 

humiliated, trembling core


 
…







This was

 

just the beginning.







Chapter 3: Enemas & Punishment Night







Emily lay in Victoria’s arms,

 

her body stiff, her mind spinning, her humiliation complete


 
. The thick padding between her thighs made every movement

 

crinkle


 
, making it

 

impossible to forget what she had been reduced to


 
. Around her, the other pledges were

 

breaking one by one


 
, their struggling fading into

 

soft, defeated whimpers


 
as they, too, were

 

diapered and dressed like helpless little babies


 
.







Victoria carried her across the room, lowering her into a

 

massive playpen lined with soft blankets and plush toys


 
. “There we go, sweetheart,” she cooed, brushing a

 

condescending hand through Emily’s hair


 
. “Babies belong in their playpen, safe and sound.”







Emily tried to

 

move, to sit up


 
, but Victoria pressed a firm

 

hand against her chest


 
, keeping her

 

exactly where she wanted her


 
. “No, no. Babies don’t sit up without permission.”







Emily’s

 

cheeks burned


 
, but she obeyed, sinking into the

 

soft, humiliating embrace of the playpen


 
.







The other pledges were placed in similar positions, their

 

expressions a mix of confusion, shame, and quiet resistance


 
. Olivia moved between them, carrying a

 

tray lined with baby bottles


 
filled with

 

warm, milky liquid.








Emily

 

stared in horror


 
as Olivia handed them out, one by one. “Drink up, babies,” she purred. “You need to stay hydrated for your first real lesson.”







Emily took the bottle

 

hesitantly


 
, her fingers shaking. “What’s in this?” she asked.







Victoria

 

smiled


 
, her fingers trailing along Emily’s jaw, forcing her to

 

look up at her.








“A little something to help you adjust,” she murmured. “It’s got

 

just enough laxatives


 
to make sure you understand your new role.”







Emily’s

 

stomach twisted violently


 
. “No—”







Victoria’s

 

fingers tightened


 
, her smirk darkening. “Drink. Now.”







Emily hesitated, but

 

one sharp look from Victoria sent a chill down her spine


 
.







She lifted the bottle to her lips, sucking the

 

warm liquid into her mouth


 
, her

 

cheeks burning


 
as she felt it

 

slide down her throat


 
.







The other pledges did the same, their

 

faces pale, eyes wide with fear


 
.







Olivia

 

sighed in satisfaction


 
, setting the tray down. “Good babies,” she praised, running a

 

hand down the back of one of the girls, stroking her like a pet


 
. “Now we wait.”







Emily’s

 

stomach churned


 
as the minutes ticked by. The air in the nursery was

 

thick with tension


 
, the pledges

 

fidgeting, shifting in their thick diapers, knowing what was coming.





Then it started.




A

 

low whimper


 
from the girl beside her, a

 

trembling gasp


 
from another. Emily felt it too—a

 

deep, painful cramp twisting through her gut


 
, making her

 

legs clench instinctively.








She

 

couldn’t do this.








She

 

wouldn’t.








But Victoria and Olivia were

 

watching closely


 
, their eyes gleaming with

 

satisfaction


 
.







“Someone’s squirming,” Olivia teased, kneeling beside Emily, her

 

fingers trailing down her stomach, pressing lightly just above her bladder


 
. “Are you holding it in, baby?”







Emily let out a

 

soft, choked whimper


 
, her

 

stomach clenching painfully


 
.







Victoria knelt down beside Olivia, her

 

eyes dark with amusement.


 
“That won’t do,” she murmured. “If you don’t **use your diaper like a good girl, we’ll have to help you along.”







Emily’s

 

eyes widened in horror


 
.







Before she could react, Olivia grabbed her

 

by the waist


 
, flipping her onto her stomach,

 

her diapered backside raised for everyone to see.








“No—please!” she gasped, struggling, but

 

Victoria pressed a hand to the back of her neck, pinning her down.








“You had your chance,” Olivia said sweetly, reaching for something beside her—a

 

large red enema bulb


 
, filled to the brim with

 

warm, soapy water


 
.







Emily’s

 

blood ran cold.








“Since you don’t want to be a good girl on your own,” Olivia continued, her fingers

 

teasing the edge of Emily’s diaper


 
, “we’ll just have to help you.”







The other pledges

 

watched in horror


 
, their bodies

 

trembling


 
, knowing they were next.







Emily

 

sobbed


 
, her

 

entire body shaking


 
as she felt the

 

tip of the nozzle press against her


 
, her

 

humiliation absolute


 
.







“Relax,” Victoria cooed,

 

stroking her hair, her touch cruelly gentle


 
. “You’ll feel so much better once you let go.”




And then—


The enema started.





Warm liquid

 

flooded into her


 
, stretching, filling,

 

overwhelming her with sensation


 
. Her

 

toes curled, her body writhing


 
, but she

 

couldn’t escape it


 
.







Tears

 

spilled down her cheeks


 
, her

 

face burning with shame


 
, her

 

breath shattering


 
as Olivia

 

rubbed her stomach, coaxing her, forcing her to take every last drop.








And then they

 

waited.








Victoria stroked her back, her voice

 

low and indulgent


 
. “Hold it for me, baby. Show me how strong you are.”







Emily’s

 

stomach ached


 
, the pressure

 

too much, too overwhelming


 
, her body

 

screaming for release.








And then, finally—

 

she broke.








A

 

soft, helpless sob


 
tore from her throat as she

 

lost control, filling her diaper in front of everyone


 
, her

 

humiliation crashing over her in waves.








Victoria and Olivia

 

sighed in satisfaction


 
, their hands

 

petting her like a doll, praising her


 
as she

 

sobbed against the changing table, completely ruined.








“There we go,” Victoria whispered, leaning down to

 

kiss the top of her head


 
. “That wasn’t so bad, was it?”







Emily

 

couldn’t speak


 
, her

 

body shaking, her submission complete.





And she knew.

This was only the beginning.



Chapter 4: Pegging & Obedience Training







Emily lay

 

limp on the changing table


 
, her body

 

wrecked, trembling, and utterly humiliated


 
. The soft,

 

warm thickness of her used diaper


 
was an inescapable reminder of what had just happened—of how Victoria and Olivia had

 

broken her body’s control, forcing her to submit in the most degrading way possible.


 
She could still feel

 

the lingering heat between her legs, the dull ache of the enema stretching her insides


 
, the way her stomach had

 

betrayed her completely.





But they weren’t done.




Victoria’s

 

manicured fingers stroked Emily’s cheek


 
, the touch

 

mockingly gentle


 
, her smirk filled with

 

dark amusement


 
. “See, baby? That wasn’t so hard, was it?” she murmured. “You’re already learning. You’re already becoming exactly what we want.”







Emily

 

shivered


 
, unable to respond, her body

 

too weak, too drained, too broken


 
.







Olivia stood beside Victoria, her

 

blue eyes gleaming with satisfaction


 
, her fingers

 

teasing the waistband of Emily’s ruined diaper, snapping the elastic gently.


 
“But there’s still one lesson left, isn’t there?” she purred.







Emily’s

 

stomach twisted


 
.







A fresh wave of

 

fear


 
crashed over her as Victoria and Olivia

 

exchanged a knowing glance


 
.







“Oh yes,” Victoria agreed,

 

her smirk widening


 
. “She still has to learn how to please us.”







Before Emily could process

 

what that meant


 
, Olivia grabbed her

 

by the waist


 
, flipping her onto her stomach, her

 

diapered backside raised, her face pressed into the soft padding of the changing table.








“Wh-what—?” Emily gasped,

 

her voice hoarse from crying, her body too weak to fight back.








Victoria’s fingers

 

stroked her spine, trailing downward, teasing


 
, making her

 

tremble beneath her touch


 
. “Shhh, baby,” she cooed. “You want to be a good girl for us, don’t you?”







Emily

 

whimpered, her thighs clenching


 
, the thick padding between her legs

 

crinkling loudly


 
with the movement.




She wanted to say no.




But she knew

 

she wasn’t allowed to anymore.








“You’re going to be so well-trained when we’re done with you,” Olivia murmured, reaching for something behind her. Emily

 

couldn’t see it, but she heard it


 
—the distinct sound of

 

leather straps being adjusted, the soft click of a buckle fastening into place.








Her

 

breath caught in her throat


 
.







Victoria leaned down, her lips

 

ghosting over Emily’s ear


 
, her breath

 

warm, teasing, dangerous


 
. “You didn’t think your training was over, did you, sweetheart?” she whispered.







And then—

 

Emily felt it.








Something

 

hard, thick, and terrifyingly real pressing against the back of her diaper


 
.







Her

 

body seized in panic


 
, a sharp gasp

 

escaping her lips


 
, her fingers

 

clenching into the soft blanket beneath her


 
.




“No, no, please—”




A

 

sharp slap landed on her padded backside


 
, the force sending

 

a humiliating heat straight to her core


 
, her

 

body betraying her all over again


 
.







Victoria

 

chuckled


 
, her hand

 

rubbing the spot where she had just spanked her


 
, soothing and possessive. “No begging,” she murmured. “Babies don’t get to decide what happens to their bodies. They just

 

take what their Mommies give them.


 
”







Emily

 

shuddered


 
, her

 

humiliation complete, her body trembling beneath them


 
.







Olivia positioned herself behind her,

 

spreading her legs apart


 
, the

 

thick bulk of the diaper making her feel even more exposed, even more helpless.








And then—

 

she felt it.








The slow,

 

deliberate pressure of the strapon pushing against the padding


 
, teasing her,

 

grinding against the thick, soaked material, pressing directly into her most sensitive places.








Emily

 

whimpered


 
, her

 

breath coming in fast, desperate gasps


 
, her

 

body responding against her will.








“Oh, look at that,” Olivia purred, rolling her hips

 

slowly, pressing the strapon deeper against the diaper, letting the pressure sink in.


 
“She likes it.”







Emily

 

shook her head violently


 
, but her

 

body betrayed her completely.








Victoria reached down, her fingers slipping

 

between Emily’s thighs, pressing against the wet padding


 
, teasing her in

 

slow, circular motions


 
. “She’s soaked,” Victoria murmured, her voice

 

thick with satisfaction


 
. “And not just from the accident.”







Tears

 

burned in Emily’s eyes


 
, her

 

breath shaking


 
, her

 

thighs trembling from the unwanted pleasure flooding her system.








“You’re ours now,” Olivia whispered, her hips

 

rocking against her, the slow grind of the strapon making Emily’s body twitch, react, crave.








Emily

 

sobbed


 
, her fingers

 

gripping the blanket beneath her


 
, but her body

 

was already giving in


 
, melting into the pressure,

 

her shame twisting into unbearable arousal.








Victoria leaned down, her lips

 

trailing along the back of Emily’s neck


 
, her fingers

 

massaging the thick padding, pushing against the pressure Olivia was giving her.








“You’re such a good girl,” she murmured, her voice

 

dark, affectionate, dripping with ownership.








And when Emily’s

 

body finally broke


 
, when she

 

shuddered and gasped and moaned helplessly


 
, she knew—







She was

 

completely theirs.





Forever.



Chapter 5: A Night Between Two Mommies







Emily lay

 

collapsed


 
on the changing table,

 

panting, shaking


 
, her body

 

wrecked and trembling from pleasure she never should have felt.


 
The slow

 

grind of Olivia’s strapon


 
, the

 

firm, teasing pressure against her thick, soaked diaper


 
, the

 

shameful, humiliating orgasm that had just been wrung out of her without permission


 
—it all

 

blurred together in a haze of submission and mind-breaking humiliation.








She

 

should have felt disgusted.


 
She

 

should have fought harder.


 
But as Olivia

 

sighed in satisfaction


 
, her hands running

 

teasingly over Emily’s sore, used body


 
, and Victoria whispered

 

soft, condescending praises


 
into her ear, Emily felt something

 

far more terrifying.








She felt

 

safe.








Olivia leaned down, her

 

hot breath brushing against Emily’s cheek


 
, her lips

 

grazing just below her jawline


 
as she whispered,

 

“Such a perfect little baby. Look how easy it was to train you.”








Emily

 

shivered


 
, her body

 

still too weak, too sensitive, too overwhelmed


 
to protest.




Victoria chuckled softly, running her fingers through Emily’s damp hair. “I think our little one deserves a treat, don’t you, Olivia?”




Olivia’s

 

smirk deepened


 
, her fingers

 

trailing along the inside of Emily’s thigh, teasing the damp, crinkled padding still between her legs


 
. “Oh, definitely. I think she’s earned her first night with her Mommies.”







Emily’s

 

stomach twisted


 
, something inside her

 

clenching at the way they said it


 
—not as a threat, not as a command.







As a

 

promise.








Victoria scooped Emily up into her arms like she

 

weighed nothing


 
, carrying her through the

 

lavishly decorated halls of the sorority house


 
, deeper into a

 

private wing


 
where only the senior sisters were allowed. The air was

 

warm, soft, scented with something floral and intoxicating


 
, and when they reached a

 

large, candlelit bedroom


 
, Emily

 

realized where she was being taken.





Victoria’s room.

And Olivia was following them inside.




Emily’s

 

pulse pounded


 
, panic warring with something

 

darker, something hotter, something she couldn’t admit even to herself.








Victoria

 

laid her down in the massive, silk-lined bed


 
, her hands

 

firm, possessive


 
, adjusting Emily’s position,

 

spreading her legs just enough to keep her aware of what she was.





Helpless.

Owned.




Olivia crawled onto the bed beside her, sliding behind her so that Emily was

 

trapped between them


 
, her back

 

pressed to Olivia’s chest, her body caged in their warmth.








Victoria leaned in first,

 

trailing her lips along Emily’s throat


 
, slow,

 

teasing kisses that made her whimper.


 
“Tell me, baby,” she murmured, her hands smoothing down Emily’s sides,

 

tracing the shape of her body through the thick, crinkling diaper.


 
“Who do you belong to?”







Emily’s

 

breath hitched


 
, the answer

 

sticking in her throat.








Olivia’s hands slid down to her

 

hips


 
, her fingers

 

gripping firmly


 
,

 

holding her in place


 
, pressing her

 

closer, tighter


 
, as she whispered,

 

“Say it.”








Emily whimpered, her lips

 

parting, trembling


 
, and when the words

 

finally spilled out, they tasted like surrender.





“I… I belong to my Mommies.”




Both women

 

sighed in satisfaction


 
, Olivia’s lips pressing a

 

soft, indulgent kiss to Emily’s neck


 
, while Victoria’s fingers

 

teased along the front of her diaper, testing her, reminding her that she was still trapped.








“You’re such a good girl,” Victoria whispered, her

 

teeth grazing over Emily’s collarbone


 
, her fingers

 

teasing the padding, pressing against her most sensitive spot


 
, making her body

 

shudder violently.








Olivia’s

 

hands slid up


 
,

 

cupping Emily’s breasts


 
, her thumbs

 

brushing over the stiffened peaks


 
, her

 

breath hot and teasing against Emily’s ear.


 
“I think our little one is ready for something special.”







Emily

 

whimpered


 
, her

 

head spinning


 
, her body

 

betraying her all over again


 
.







Victoria kissed down her

 

exposed stomach


 
, stopping just above the waistband of her

 

diaper


 
, her fingers

 

trailing lower, testing, teasing, making Emily writhe.








Olivia’s grip

 

tightened


 
, keeping her

 

completely pinned in place.


 
“Do you want Mommy to touch you, baby?” she whispered, her voice

 

soft, hypnotic, dangerous.








Emily’s

 

breath caught, shame flooding her, twisting with the unbearable heat curling between her thighs.





She knew the right answer.

She knew she should say no.




But she wasn’t

 

allowed to lie anymore.





“Yes, Mommy.”




Olivia’s nails

 

scratched lightly against her skin


 
, her lips

 

curving against her jawline.


 
“Good girl.”







Victoria

 

ripped the tapes of the diaper open


 
,

 

slowly, teasingly


 
, exposing her,

 

leaving her open, vulnerable, displayed.








Emily

 

shuddered


 
, her legs

 

trembling as Victoria kissed the inside of her thigh, her fingers brushing over her swollen, aching heat.





“Let’s see how loud we can make our baby cry.”




And then,

 

she did.







Chapter 6: Public Humiliation & The Final Test







Emily lay

 

panting, trembling, and utterly wrecked


 
between her Mommies, her

 

body still pulsing with the pleasure they had forced out of her


 
. Victoria’s lips were

 

pressed against her throat


 
, lazy and possessive, while Olivia

 

stroked her hair


 
, her soft fingers

 

trailing down Emily’s bare, exposed skin


 
, teasing the spots that still

 

ached from their touch.








She

 

should have felt disgusted.


 
She

 

should have fought harder.





But she didn’t.




Because she

 

had surrendered completely.








And now, she was

 

about to be put on display.








Victoria sat up first,

 

dragging her nails lightly down Emily’s spine


 
, smirking as Emily

 

shuddered in response


 
. “Time for your final test, baby,” she purred. “You’re going to show everyone what a perfect little doll you’ve become.”







Emily’s

 

pulse pounded


 
. “W-what?”







Olivia chuckled, reaching over to grab a

 

fresh diaper


 
from the bedside table. “Tonight’s the night you make your first public appearance,” she said sweetly. “We’re taking you to the underground club. It’s where our sponsors, alumni, and very special guests get to see how well we train our babies.”







Emily’s

 

stomach twisted violently


 
.







“No,” she gasped,

 

sitting up too fast, her limbs weak and unsteady


 
. “I—I can’t—”







Victoria

 

grabbed her chin


 
, tilting her head up with

 

brutal gentleness


 
, her manicured nails

 

digging into her jaw just enough to make her whimper


 
. “You don’t get to say no, baby,” she whispered. “You belong to us.”







Emily

 

shuddered


 
, her

 

breath shattering


 
, her body

 

already responding to their dominance


 
.







Olivia

 

sighed in satisfaction


 
, unfolding the

 

soft, thick diaper


 
, guiding Emily to lie back down. “We’ll have to make sure you’re nice and full before we take you out,” she murmured,

 

rubbing a hand over Emily’s stomach, teasing the area just above her bladder.








Emily

 

tensed


 
, her

 

legs trembling


 
as she felt

 

the cool powder against her skin


 
, Olivia’s fingers smoothing it in

 

slow, deliberate circles


 
.







“We’ll get you nice and wet before we arrive,” Victoria murmured, helping Olivia

 

tape the diaper snugly into place


 
, pressing it

 

firmly between Emily’s thighs


 
, making sure she

 

felt how trapped she was.








Emily let out a

 

soft, helpless whimper


 
, her

 

face burning as Olivia patted the front of her diaper


 
, cooing, “All ready for your big debut.”







Victoria smirked, grabbing a

 

sheer pink dress


 
from the closet, something so

 

short and translucent that it barely covered her at all


 
. “Put this on,” she commanded.







Emily’s

 

stomach twisted with humiliation


 
, but she obeyed, slipping the

 

delicate, barely-there fabric over her head


 
, feeling

 

exposed, displayed, completely owned.








By the time they led her

 

out of the sorority house and into the sleek black car


 
, Emily felt like she was

 

floating between panic and submission


 
, her body

 

too hot, too aware of the thick padding pressing against her


 
.




And then, they arrived.




The underground club was

 

dark, pulsing with low music


 
, the air

 

thick with something sinful


 
, the scent of

 

leather, perfume, and power


 
filling her senses. Emily

 

tried to shrink back


 
, but Victoria’s

 

hand on the small of her back


 
kept her moving forward.







As they stepped inside, heads

 

turned immediately.








Men and women in

 

luxurious suits and elegant dresses


 
watched

 

with interest


 
, their gazes

 

raking over Emily’s exposed body, over the humiliatingly obvious bulk between her legs, over the soft pink pacifier Olivia pressed against her lips, forcing her to take it.








Emily

 

shuddered violently


 
, her

 

thighs trembling


 
, her

 

shame thick and suffocating.





“Crawl,” Victoria whispered.




Emily let out a

 

soft, desperate whimper


 
, but she knew—

 

she had no choice.








Slowly, painfully, she

 

dropped to her hands and knees


 
, the

 

sound of her diaper crinkling loud in the heavy silence


 
, the weight of their eyes

 

burning into her skin


 
.




A few guests chuckled softly.

“She’s adorable,” someone murmured.

“I wonder how obedient she is,” another voice mused.




Victoria smiled,

 

stroking Emily’s hair like she was a well-trained pet


 
. “Why don’t we show them?”







Before Emily could process the words, Olivia grabbed her

 

by the waist


 
, flipping her onto her back in the middle of the floor, her

 

diapered bottom pressed against the cold tile


 
, her

 

legs spread humiliatingly wide for the room to see.








A

 

low murmur of approval


 
filled the air, the audience

 

leaning forward with interest


 
, their eyes locked on

 

Emily’s exposed, padded state.








“She’s already wet,” Olivia murmured, pressing her palm against the

 

thick, humiliating bulk


 
, rubbing in

 

slow, taunting circles


 
.







Emily

 

let out a soft, muffled moan


 
, her

 

face burning


 
, her

 

body reacting against her will.








Victoria leaned over her, pressing

 

a teasing kiss to her lips


 
, murmuring, “Show them how much you love belonging to us.”







Olivia

 

increased the pressure


 
, her fingers

 

stroking, teasing, forcing the thick padding to rub directly against Emily’s most sensitive places


 
.







Emily

 

whimpered


 
, her

 

body arching, trembling


 
, the pleasure

 

building, consuming her, drowning her in heat and shame.








She was being

 

displayed like a doll, an object, a helpless baby to be used and enjoyed.








And she

 

couldn’t stop it.








Her

 

moans grew louder, more desperate


 
, the

 

thick padding soaking with her humiliation and need


 
as she

 

shuddered violently, coming undone beneath their touch.








The room

 

erupted in applause.








Victoria and Olivia

 

sighed in satisfaction


 
, pressing

 

possessive kisses along her body


 
,

 

praising her for her performance.








Emily lay there,

 

panting, shaking, completely wrecked.








And she knew—she would

 

never escape them. 


 
She didn’t

 

want to.







Chapter 7: The Choice—Escape or Forever?







Emily lay

 

sprawled on the cool tile floor of the club


 
, her body

 

still trembling, still wrecked, still soaking in her own submission


 
. The room hummed with

 

low whispers, approving murmurs


 
, the weight of a dozen eyes

 

burning into her exposed, helpless form


 
. She had

 

been displayed, used, praised


 
, and now, she knew.

 

There was no turning back.








Victoria and Olivia were

 

beside her


 
,

 

stroking her


 
, their hands

 

gentle but possessive


 
, their voices

 

low and sweet, full of satisfaction and ownership


 
. “You did so well, baby,” Victoria murmured,

 

dragging her nails lightly down Emily’s stomach


 
, her fingers

 

teasing the damp, thick padding between her legs


 
. “Our little one put on such a good show.”







Olivia leaned in, pressing

 

a slow, indulgent kiss to Emily’s flushed cheek


 
, her fingers

 

curling into her damp hair, tugging just enough to make her shudder


 
. “It’s time to decide, sweetheart.”







Emily’s

 

pulse pounded


 
. “D-decide?” she whispered, her voice

 

hoarse, shaky, ruined


 
.







Victoria smirked, lifting

 

a small, black velvet box


 
from beside her. She opened it with a

 

soft click


 
, revealing

 

a delicate pink leather collar


 
with

 

silver letters engraved in the front.






Baby Emily.





Her

 

stomach twisted violently


 
.







Olivia

 

tilted her chin up


 
, her blue eyes

 

gleaming with something dark and possessive


 
. “You’ve completed your training,” she whispered,

 

brushing Emily’s lower lip with her thumb, teasing, testing


 
. “That means you get a choice.”







Victoria’s fingers

 

trailed over the collar


 
, her smirk widening. “You can leave,” she said smoothly. “Walk away. Pretend this never happened. Try to go back to your old life.”







Emily

 

shivered


 
, her

 

body already aching at the thought of being without them


 
.







Olivia leaned closer, her

 

lips ghosting over Emily’s ear


 
, her breath

 

hot and teasing


 
. “Or you can accept that you belong to us now. That you’re not a big girl anymore.” She

 

pressed a kiss just beneath Emily’s jaw


 
, her tongue

 

tracing a slow, wicked path to her pulse point.


 
“That you never have to make another decision again.”







Emily’s

 

breath shattered


 
, her

 

body already betraying her, already begging for their control.








Victoria held up the

 

collar


 
, letting it dangle between her fingers. “Choose, baby.”







Her

 

heart pounded


 
.




She could run.




She could

 

pretend she could go back to the girl she was before


 
.







Or she could

 

crawl into their laps, let them fasten the collar around her throat, let them strip away the last piece of her independence.








She

 

knew the answer before she even moved.








Emily

 

slowly pushed up onto her hands and knees


 
, her

 

thighs trembling, her body weak and used


 
. She

 

crawled forward


 
, inching closer to Victoria and Olivia, her

 

breath hitching with every humiliating crinkle of her soaked diaper


 
.







She

 

knelt between them


 
, her

 

eyes glassy, wide, desperate


 
.







And then, she

 

tilted her head up, exposing her neck.








Victoria

 

sighed in satisfaction


 
, sliding the

 

soft pink leather around Emily’s throat


 
, fastening the buckle with

 

calm, deliberate fingers


 
. The click of the lock

 

echoed in her ears


 
, sealing her

 

fate, her surrender, her forever.








Olivia

 

kissed her deeply


 
, her tongue

 

sliding past Emily’s lips


 
, claiming her with

 

slow, teasing cruelty


 
. “That’s our good girl.”







Victoria

 

smirked, running her fingers down Emily’s back, pressing her possessively against her chest.


 
“You’re ours now, baby.”







Emily

 

shuddered, her lips wrapping around the pacifier Olivia pushed between them, sucking instinctively, obediently.








She had

 

chosen her place.








She was

 

never leaving.








She was

 

theirs.





Forever.



Epilogue: Baby Emily’s Forever Home







A few weeks had passed since Emily’s

 

final choice


 
, and her world was

 

entirely different now


 
. She no longer had a

 

room of her own


 
—her things had been moved to the

 

sorority nursery


 
, where she now slept in

 

a crib lined with pink silk and plush stuffed animals


 
. She no longer wore

 

normal clothes


 
—only

 

soft onesies, pastel dresses, and thick, crinkling diapers


 
that reminded her with every step who she had become.







And she no longer made

 

a single decision


 
for herself.







She

 

crawled


 
when told.

 

Sucked her pacifier


 
when they placed it in her mouth.

 

Wore her collar with pride


 
.







She

 

belonged to her Mommies.








Tonight, she sat in

 

Olivia’s lap


 
, her

 

head resting against her chest


 
, while Victoria stroked her hair. The house was

 

quiet


 
, the other sisters asleep, but Emily

 

knew what was coming


 
.







It was

 

reward night.








She

 

shivered


 
as Olivia’s hands trailed

 

down her sides, sliding between her thighs, pressing firmly against the thick padding


 
of her diaper.







Victoria smirked, leaning down to

 

kiss the corner of Emily’s mouth, her fingers tilting her chin up.


 
“Let’s see how many times we can make our baby cry for us tonight.”







And then,

 

they did.






Again.



And again.





And

 

again.
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