
        
            
                
            
        

    


The Sorority’s Baby Dolls: Initiated & Owned




She pledged loyalty. They gave her diapers, pacifiers, and permanent obedience.




INTRODUCTION










They called it a sorority.




But Delta Belle Lambda was something else.




Something older.




Something silkier.




Something that smiled when it cut you.










There were whispers on campus.




Stories no one ever said too loud.










Girls who joined and changed.




Girls who dropped out of classes but stayed on the roster.




Girls who stopped talking to their roommates and started sucking on pacifiers during "study hours."




Girls who came back from the mansion different—




slower.




Softer.





Obedient.











Ava didn’t believe any of it.




Not at first.










She was smart.




Proud.




Independent.










The idea of bowing to some clique of rich Barbie dolls with Daddy’s money and perfect teeth made her sick.










Until the invitation came.














It wasn’t an email.










It wasn’t a flyer.










It was a black envelope tucked into her laundry bag.




No stamp.




No seal.




Just a kiss in gold wax:



💋



DB


 Λ








Inside was a card, thick and perfumed. The handwriting was sharp, slanted, sensual.













DELTA BELLE LAMBDA






Initiation Night – Friday, 11PM





Wear lace or wear nothing.




Leave your phone behind.




Be clean.




And do

 

not speak


 
unless told to.














Ava laughed.










But her heart beat faster anyway.










And she bought the softest white lace panties she could find.










Just in case.














She never made it home that night.










Not really.










She remembered arriving at the mansion.




Remembered the scent of powder and vanilla and wine.




Remembered the silk blindfold.




The gentle, guiding hands.




The coolness of marble under her feet.










And then—




Nothing.














She woke up in a crib.










A real one.










White bars. Pink satin sheets.




Thick padding beneath her back.




Something wrapped around her waist. Soft. Crinkly.










Her wrists were mittened.




Her ankles bound loosely to the crib posts with velvet ribbons.




There was a pacifier gag in her mouth, the strap locked behind her head.










She tried to scream.




It came out a muffled, babyish whimper.










And then—




they came.










Three girls.




Flawless. Gleaming. Their hair braided in matching bows, their skirts barely covering their thighs, their hands gloved.










Smiling.










One of them reached through the crib bars and stroked Ava’s cheek with two fingers.










“Look how pretty she is,” she whispered.










“She’s going to be such a perfect little Baby Doll.”










Ava shook her head.










The girls laughed.










“You don’t know yet,” one said. “But you

 

will.


 
”














There is no hazing here.




No pranks.




No sisterhood.










Only obedience.




Only regression.




Only the soft sound of a diaper being checked, and a voice saying:





“Good girl. Now let’s make you better.”










CHAPTER ONE — THE PLEDGE










Ava stood at the edge of the mansion’s gates, her heart beating louder than her heels on the cobblestone path.










The Delta Belle Lambda house loomed above her like a dream drawn in velvet and menace.




Gothic columns. Balconies strung with white lights. Windows glowing low like watching eyes.










She was early.




On purpose.










She wanted to see who else showed up.




Wanted to size them up.




Wanted to remind herself she didn’t want this—




not really.










This wasn’t who she was.










She didn’t beg to belong.










She didn’t chase power.










She didn’t—










The front door opened.










A girl stepped out.










She was barefoot, wearing nothing but a baby pink silk robe that fell open just enough to show the lace edge of her panties and the top of her thigh-highs. Her lips were glossed. Her smile was too wide.










“Name?” she asked.










Ava blinked.










“Uh… Ava. Ava Sinclair.”










The girl gave a soft, satisfied hum.










“Lace?”










Ava nodded and lifted the hem of her black coat just enough to reveal the delicate white lace underwear she’d bought specifically for this.










“Pretty,” the girl purred. “She’ll like you.”










“Who?”










But the girl didn’t answer.




She stepped aside.










“Leave your phone here,” she said, holding out a small box. “And your coat.”










Ava hesitated.










Just for a second.










Then she dropped the phone in the box, slid the coat from her shoulders, and stepped barefoot into the mansion.














Inside, it was warm. Soft.




Like a perfume-scented womb.










Every surface glowed in gold and blush. Every hallway was lined with candles and velvet drapes. There were no paintings. Just mirrors. Long ones. Tall ones. Ones that showed her body from every angle.










Music played somewhere in the walls. Slow. Haunting. Almost childish.










She walked, alone, until she reached a grand foyer. Seven other girls stood there—some in lingerie, some in nothing at all.










No one spoke.










Then—heels.










Click. Click. Click.










A woman descended the stairs.










Not a girl.










A

 

woman.











Her hair was jet black and braided tight down her back. She wore a flowing white gown like a queen at a funeral. Her eyes were violet. Her smile curved like a blade.










No one whispered her name. But they all watched her like they’d

 

heard it before.











She didn’t look at any of the girls.










She simply spoke.










“Some of you are here for fun.”










Her voice was cool. Sharp.










“Some of you are here because you think you know what power feels like.”










She stepped off the last stair, the gown brushing the floor.










“And some of you are here because deep down, you want to be owned.”










Ava’s throat dried.










The woman walked in a slow circle around them.










“Tonight, you’ll make a choice. Drink the cup, or walk away.”










She snapped her fingers.










A line of girls appeared—barefoot, collared, each holding a small glass vial on a silver tray.










They were… different.










Eyes soft. Smiles empty. Knees wobbling beneath frilly skirts.










They looked broken. But content.










Like something in them had been hollowed out and replaced with glitter and obedience.










One stopped in front of Ava.










She held out the vial.










Ava took it.










The liquid inside was pale pink and shimmered like it was alive.










“You may still leave,” the woman said. “No shame. No questions.”










No one moved.










Ava’s fingers trembled around the vial.










Her heart beat like a warning.










But when she looked up…










The woman’s eyes were already waiting.










Ava tipped the vial.










Drank.










It tasted like sugar and surrender.














Everything blurred.










The floor swayed.










The music slowed.










The mirrors rippled.










Ava blinked once.










Twice.










And then—










nothing.














She didn’t remember falling.




Didn’t remember being undressed.




Didn’t remember the cold wipe between her thighs, or the snap of the diaper tapes closing.










But when she woke up next…










There were mittens on her hands.




A pacifier in her mouth.




And a soft, crinkling sound under her hips every time she moved.










And outside the crib bars, a voice cooed—










“Wake up, Dolly A. It’s time for your first change.”









CHAPTER TWO — THE SELECTION










The crib bars didn’t open at first.










They just

 

clicked.











Loud enough to make Ava jolt upright—well, as upright as she could get, wrists still mittened, the thick pacifier strap still snug behind her head.










Her diaper was wet.










She didn’t remember how.










The humiliation hit her like a second awakening.










No pants. No sheets. No clock.




Just the slow realization that her body was no longer her own.










She squirmed. The crinkle was deafening in the silence.










Then the door opened.










Three girls entered.










No longer in gowns.










Now dressed in matching sorority uniforms, but twisted into something obscene—pink silk skirts, white aprons, knee socks, bows on their wrists, and collars with polished gold rings at the front.










The one in the center held a clipboard.










The one on the left held a paddle.










The one on the right held a diaper bag.










None of them smiled.










“You're awake, Dolly A,” the middle one said coolly.











Dolly A.





She felt the name pierce her like a needle through lace.










She shook her head, the pacifier muffling her protest.










The girl nodded to the left.










The paddle girl stepped forward.










Without a word, she lowered the crib wall and yanked Ava over her knee like she weighed nothing.










Ten smacks.










Hard. Precise. Loud.










Each one echoing through the nursery like a rule being nailed into her flesh.










Ava screamed through the pacifier, body twisting, diaper ballooning under the impact.










When it was over, they laid her on the changing mat.










Untaped her soaked diaper.










Wiped her slowly.










Almost lovingly.










She sobbed.










The middle girl leaned over her, brushing hair from Ava’s tear-streaked face.










“You spoke with your eyes,” she whispered. “That’s not allowed until we say you’ve earned your

 

expressions


 
back.”










She held up a pink pacifier gag with a built-in eye mask attached by thin white straps.










Ava shook her head violently.











Strap. Click. Darkness.











She felt the new diaper slide under her. Thicker. Tighter. The plug followed next—lubed, wide, insistent. It pushed deep inside her with one soft moan of resistance, then locked in place with a tiny padlock she couldn’t even see.










She cried.










Not out of pain.










Out of

 

shame.











Because her body didn’t resist.










It

 

accepted


 
it.














Hours passed. Maybe more.










She was placed in a playpen with five other girls—each diapered, gagged, collared, plugged, and twitching. Some older. Some younger. One already crawling in small shaky circles, pacifier bouncing between her lips like it belonged there.










No one spoke.










They weren’t allowed.










At intervals, a “Mommy” would enter and call a letter.










“Dolly B, inspection time.”










“Dolly D, you leaked. Naughty.”










“Dolly F, plug check.”










When Ava tried to meet a girl’s eyes, the Mommy slapped her thigh sharply and shoved a rattle between her arms.










“No looking unless told. No playing without permission. No identity but what we give.”










That night, before lights out, she was taken to a large mirror.










Still gagged. Still plugged. Still in that humiliating padded pink diaper.










The girl with the clipboard stood behind her, hand on her collar.










“Say it,” she ordered.










Ava shook her head.











SLAP.











Another.










“Say it.”










Ava’s voice broke around the pacifier.










“…Dolly A.”










“Louder.”










“…D-Dolly A…”










The girl smiled.










“There you go. That’s who you are now.”










Ava’s tears hit the floor first.










Then her knees.










And when she was finally returned to her crib, strapped in for the night, she whispered it again.










Not because she believed it.










But because something inside her

 

wanted to.










CHAPTER THREE — THE NURSERY










The lights never turned on all at once.










They glowed.










Soft. Pink. Warm.










Like sunrise through a child’s bedroom window—only here, it wasn’t morning.










It was

 

control.











The crib’s straps released with a mechanical

 

click


 
. Ava didn’t move. Not because she didn’t want to—but because she wasn’t sure if she was

 

allowed


 
.










She lay still, diaper swollen from another accident she hadn’t realized happened, plug still firmly locked inside her.










A few feet away, another Dolly was already crawling.










She wore a onesie with bunnies on the front and nothing but glossy submission in her eyes.










Ava watched her be praised for using her diaper. Watched her get wiped, powdered, kissed on the forehead.










Watched her

 

smile


 
.














“Good morning, Dolly A.”










The voice sent chills through her.










Soft, rich, and cold with amusement.










Her.










The woman from the stairs.










But now she wore something entirely different.










A white corset. Black gloves. A pink satin pencil skirt that clung to her hips like sin. Her heels clicked with cruel purpose as she stepped to the crib.










She unbuckled Ava’s pacifier gag and removed it slowly.










“You’ve had your first wet night,” she said. “That’s very good.”










Ava’s lips trembled. “W-why are you—”










A slap.










Open-palmed, fast, across her cheek.










“Dollies don’t ask questions. They obey.”










Ava gasped.










The woman smiled. “Now. Open.”










A warm glass bottle was pressed between her lips—warm milk, thick with sweetness. It wasn’t optional. She drank as ordered, each suck loud and humiliating. Her collar was stroked as she swallowed.










“There you go,” the woman whispered. “Just like a good baby girl.”










When the bottle was empty, Ava was wiped. Changed. The plug twisted, inspected, and reinserted. This time tighter.










And then… the

 

chart


 
.










A massive board with every Dolly’s name on it.










Stars. Stickers. Red marks.










Each color meant something different.










Wetness. Leaks. Tantrums. Plug refusals.










At the bottom:

 

diaper checks by pledges


 
.










Ava’s stomach sank.










There was no privacy.










Only performance.














“You’ll earn points for obedience,” her Mommy explained as Ava was led around the room on a short leash. “Lose them for sass. Whining. Trying to cross your legs when I check your padding.”










Ava flushed red. “This is sick.”










Her Mommy stopped.










Turned.










Unclipped the leash.










“On the table. Now.”










“No—”











Grab. Slam. Strap.











Ava found herself flat on the changing table in seconds, wrists buckled down, legs lifted high.










She screamed.










The first enema was cold.










Slow.










Held in place by the plug while her Mommy whispered praises.










“You’ll hold it until playtime. And if you leak before then…”










She didn’t finish the sentence.










She didn’t have to.










Ava cried through the pacifier.










But her body

 

obeyed.















By evening, she was crawling through the nursery with a bulge in her belly, the threat of humiliation in every twitch of her plug.










Every time her Mommy passed, she smiled and said:




“Smile, Dolly A. If you’re going to be a baby, you better be a happy one.”










And Ava did.










Because the other choice?










Was worse.









CHAPTER FOUR — THE RENAMING CEREMONY










They made her wear white.










A dress with puffed sleeves and bows so tight around her wrists she could barely lift her arms. The skirt didn’t even try to hide her diaper. It

 

framed


 
it—trimmed with ruffles that bounced with every step she took.










Her pacifier gag was clipped to a satin ribbon that matched the bonnet tied under her chin.










She had mittens.




She had bells on her ankles.




She had no pride left.










And she was about to lose her name.














The nursery doors opened.










Beyond them, a great hall waited—long and golden, lit with candles and the eyes of the entire Delta Belle Lambda house. Dozens of girls. All dressed in pink or black. All watching.










In the center of the room stood the podium.










Beside it: a changing table.










At the far end, on a velvet throne, sat

 

the Matron


 
—the head of the sorority. She wore a black latex dress that looked like it had been poured onto her skin, and gloves that gleamed with every slow clap of her hands.










Behind her: a digital screen.










One by one, the pledges were brought in.










And one by one, the

 

Dollies


 
were renamed.














Dolly B was the first.










Her old name flashed on the screen.

 

Kelsey Lynn Warner.











It was quickly erased.










Replaced with:





DOLLY B — PROPERTY OF MOMMY LYNN











Cheers. Applause. A golden sticker added to her chart.










She giggled, curtsied, and was given a new pacifier with a pink bow.










Ava was next.














She was led up by two handlers.










Pacifier gag reinserted.










Legs forced wide apart with a soft-locked spreader bar that made her diapered shame

 

undeniable


 
.










Her old name lit up on the screen.











AVA SINCLAIR











The room hushed.










The Matron stood.










“In the name of Delta Belle Lambda,” she said, “we strip you of your old name, your old mind, your old freedom, and your old shame.”










“You will now be known only as—”










Ava screamed behind her pacifier.










Struggled.










The leash snapped. She lunged.










Didn’t make it two steps before she was tackled by three Mommies in lace.










“

 

Strap her down.


 
”














She was bound to the changing table in front of everyone.










Skirt lifted.










Diaper checked.










Plug removed.










She sobbed, full and leaking.










The Matron circled her slowly, voice calm.










“This one thought she was different. Thought she was

 

real.


 
”










“She’s not.”










“She’s just another brat who needs to be emptied, wiped, and reprogrammed.”










A new plug was presented. Bigger. Black. Curved like a hook.










It slid in with resistance.










She screamed.










The room watched.










No one helped.










When it was done, the screen flashed:











DOLLY A — OWNED.















She was left strapped to the table for an hour.










Diaper untaped.










Legs spread.










Body shaking.










Her Mommy finally returned with a bottle, fed her while she cried, then taped her back up and whispered:










“You’re mine now, baby girl. And tomorrow? We’ll start potty training.”










Ava didn’t speak.










She couldn’t.










The pacifier was locked tight.










Her name was gone.










And the only thing she remembered was the sound of the room clapping…




as she leaked onto the table.









CHAPTER FIVE — THE OBEDIENCE CHART










It hung on the nursery wall like a scoreboard from hell.










A giant pink board, glittery and laminated, covered in columns of names and symbols.











Dolly A. Dolly B. Dolly D. Dolly F. Dolly L.





Each name had its own row.










Each row had boxes:




☑ Wetting




☑ Quiet time




☑ Spoon feeding




☑ Pacifier obedience




☑ Crawling posture




☑ Enema tolerance




☑ Smile rating




☑ Public display




☑ Leaking during praise










And stars.










Little golden stickers next to every good behavior.










Red circles for “corrections.”










Ava—

 

Dolly A


 
—only had one star.










And four red marks.














"That’s not very good, baby girl," her Mommy said sweetly, brushing a gloved finger down the front of Ava’s diaper. “We’ll have to fix that.”










Ava stood in the corner—well, knelt—plugged, blushing, bonneted, mittens tight and useless at her sides. She stared at the board like a mirror, watching the proof of her failures shine in glitter ink.










“When you get five stars,” her Mommy purred, “you’ll earn your first reward.”










Ava swallowed. “What… kind of reward?”










Her Mommy grinned.










“Diaperless time.”










Ava blinked.










Then laughed.










A slap across her cheek sent her sideways to the mat.










“Laugh again,” her Mommy warned, “and we’ll downgrade you to the

 

crib schedule


 
.”










Ava trembled.










“What’s the crib schedule?”










“Diaper changes only once a day. Gagged 24/7. And no crawling. Only wriggling.”










Ava bit her lip.










The chart loomed.














That day, she did everything she was told.










Crawled on cue.










Smiled when praised.










Took her morning bottle without a drop spilled.










Didn’t protest when the nurse slid two fingers into the waistband of her diaper for her first “check.”










And when she was given her afternoon enema—plug twisted in, belly full and whimpering—she held it until “tummy time” without leaking once.











Star.












Star.












Star.











She glowed.










Not with pride.










With

 

need


 
.










Every little sticker on that board made the other Dollies coo at her. Hug her. Pet her hair. Call her “such a good little girl.”










And when her Mommy kissed her forehead and whispered, “You’re almost ready to wear bows like a real Baby Doll,” Ava nearly cried.










Not from shame.










From

 

joy.















That night, her chart had five stars.










And her reward?










She was allowed to sleep without her pacifier gag.










Just a paci in her mouth. No strap.










She could spit it out if she wanted to.










She didn’t.









CHAPTER SIX — PACIFIER HOUR










It was written on the whiteboard in glitter ink:













PACIFIER HOUR: 3PM – 4PM





All mouths plugged. No sounds. No talking. No spitting.




Violators will be

 

corrected publicly.





Smile, baby girls

 💕












Ava—still

 

Dolly A


 
—stood in line as the nursery attendants went girl by girl, locking each pacifier gag in place. Custom fit. Soft plastic. Wide rubber bulb. Straps tight enough to pull their cheeks.










She shivered when they buckled hers.










It was humiliating.










But it wasn’t the gag that scared her.










It was what came

 

after.















They were lined up along the playmat—ten Dollies in total, each kneeling with their legs spread wide, hands in mittens, ankles softly cuffed so they couldn’t tuck their knees.










The lights dimmed.










The lullaby music played.










And the

 

timers began.















Ten minutes in, Ava started to sweat.










The plug inside her had been… modified.










Weighted, curved just slightly toward something deep. Every breath moved it. Every little shift. Every bounce of the pacifier strap against her cheek sent a pulse through her.










She groaned softly—but caught it.










Twenty minutes in, Dolly D’s gag slipped.










A nurse was on her in seconds.










Laid her flat, lifted her skirt, changed her wet diaper

 

on the mat


 
in front of everyone.










No screen. No curtain.










Just moans and powder and praise.










Ava turned red.










Thirty minutes in, her bladder throbbed.










She’d been holding since breakfast. Partly from pride. Partly from fear.










But now… now she was trembling.










Her diaper was still dry.










That was about to change.














Forty-five minutes in, Ava broke.










Not with a sound.










Not with a scream.










Just a

 

choice.











She reached up with her mittened hand…










and pulled the gag out of her mouth.










It dropped to the floor with a soft thud.










She gasped.










The silence snapped like glass.










Every Dollie turned toward her.










The nurses froze.










And from the far end of the nursery, her Mommy stood up from her chair.










Slowly.










Smiling.














Punishment was instant.










Ava was bent over the lap of a nurse, legs held wide.










Her pacifier was wiped off and

 

forced


 
back in, this time with a locking ring.










Then a second girl slid a wand into the leg hole of her diaper.










“Do not come,” one of them whispered in her ear.










“We’re going to make you

 

leak.


 
Not because you’re bad—but because bad girls don’t deserve control.”










They turned the wand on.










High setting.










She jerked.










She screamed behind the gag.










The plug inside her pulsed.










She clenched.










She failed.










Her diaper filled with humiliating wet heat as the nurses cooed in her ear:










“

 

Good girl… there you go… nice and soggy for Mommy…


 
”














When it was over, her diaper was soaked.










Her body shook.










Her mouth was locked shut again.










She was dragged by her leash in front of the obedience chart.










And her Mommy smiled sweetly as she peeled off two stars.










“You’ll earn them back,” she said. “But for now… crib duty.”










Ava whimpered.










And nodded.










Because she deserved it.









CHAPTER SEVEN — DIAPER PARADE










“Eyes forward, knees wide, smile soft.”










The Mommy’s voice rang out like a lullaby wrapped in threat.










Ten Dollies stood in a line at the top of the tunnel stairs.










Each one collared.




Each one plugged.




Each one in their assigned display outfit—




ruffled training tops, puffed sleeves, satin bibs embroidered with their Dolly names.










Ava’s said:





DOLLY A – LEAKING CUTIE











Because she was.










Still.










Her punishment from Pacifier Hour had filled her padding, and though they changed her once, her reward diaper was

 

extra thick


 
,

 

unlined


 
, and meant to humiliate.










She crinkled with every step.










The others could walk. She couldn’t.










She was put in

 

crawler cuffs


 
—soft white bands that connected her wrists to her thighs. She could only move on all fours.










Worse?










The entire hallway was lined with two-way glass.










The new pledges stood behind it.










Watching.










Choosing.














The parade began with a chime.










One by one, the Dollies were led down the tunnel like livestock—music playing through the walls, soft and childish, clashing with the raw truth of what they looked like.










Pacified. Plugged. Programmed.










Ava felt the plug shift with every crawl.










Felt the wet squish between her thighs grow warmer.










The mirrors whispered back at her, reflecting the helpless girl she never wanted to become.










She heard the pledges giggle.










A whisper: “I want

 

that


 
one. The one with the dripping diaper.”










Another voice: “The blushing one? Dolly A? She’s perfect.”










She cried.










The pacifier kept it quiet.














At the end of the tunnel, the Dollies were posed on platforms.










Hands strapped behind their backs. Ankles hooked to ballet cuffs. Diapers fully on display. Their obedience charts projected above their heads.










Ava’s flashed red.










Too many punishments.




Too many failures.




But underneath it… the word

 

OWNED


 
still pulsed.










That meant more than the stars.










The pledges would now vote.










Not on who to save.










But on

 

who they wanted to become.











Ava couldn’t move.










Couldn’t close her legs.










Couldn’t cover her diaper.










She just stood there and

 

leaked.











Her Mommy passed behind her, trailed a finger under her paci strap, and whispered:










“You’re their dream now, baby girl.”










And Ava?










A part of her liked it.









CHAPTER EIGHT — ENEMA LESSONS










They called it “Cleansing Hour.”










The chart called it

 

mandatory.











Ava was dragged from her crib before morning bottle time—no change, no kiss, no words. Just leash, mittens, and the click of her spreader bar locking in place.










The bathroom wasn’t private.










It wasn’t even really a bathroom.










It was the

 

Ceremony Room


 
—tile floors, steel drains, padded benches shaped like changing tables. Ten Dollies. Ten Mommy-instructors.










Each Dolly was stripped and laid down, legs raised, ankles buckled in pink stirrups.










No modesty.




No covering.




Just soft moans, leaky diapers peeled away, and the cool slide of rubber nozzles prepped with lube and control.










Ava was one of the last.










“Be gentle with her,” one Mommy said. “She’s a crier.”










Her own Mommy snorted.










“She’s a

 

leaker.


 
And leakers learn best through fullness.”














The nozzle was thicker than the plug.










It went in slow, teasing her sensitive rim until she arched, already gasping behind her gag.










“Five minutes,” the instructor announced. “Then you’ll be plugged. And you’ll

 

serve.


 
”










Ava blinked.










Serve?










The bottle was lifted.










Warm.










Sweet.










Too much.










She felt it pour into her—slow, relentless, stretching her inch by inch as her stomach clenched and her eyes flooded.










She wanted to speak.










To beg.










But the gag said

 

no


 
.










When the bag was empty, the plug slid in behind it, locking everything inside her.










Then came the diaper.










Taped tight. Too tight.










Just snug enough to make her feel

 

every drop.















“Up, Dolly A.”










She struggled to stand.










Her body felt

 

heavy.











Stuffed.










Her diaper bulged, pulsing with every breath.










Her leash was attached.










Her task?











Serve juice and cookies to the guests.











Ten visitors.










Donors.










Alumni.










Men and women in silk and leather, seated on soft couches while diapered girls waddled by with trays and pacifiers.










Ava trembled.










Held her tray.










Smiled behind her gag.










Her legs shook as she bent forward to offer a glass.










A warm surge pulsed inside her.










She clenched.










She whimpered.










The plug held… barely.














By the third guest, tears ran down her cheeks.










By the fifth, she was sweating.










By the seventh—she broke.










She dropped to her knees.




The tray clattered.










Her pacifier slipped.










“P-please,” she gasped, eyes wide, “I can’t—I need to—

 

please let me go!


 
”










Silence.










Then soft clapping.










One of the guests stood.










“A live one,” he smiled. “How charming.”










Her Mommy approached from behind.










Kneeling beside her.










“You want to be released?”










Ava nodded frantically.










“Say please like a baby.”










“P-pwease, Mommy…”










“Say it while sucking your thumb.”










Ava blushed, sobbed—and obeyed.










Thumb in mouth.










Wiggling. Leaking.










Begging.










Her Mommy stroked her cheek.










Then turned to the crowd.










“She’s almost ready for our next phase.”










“Diaper dependence?”










“No,” she said, smiling. “

 

Mental.


 
”














That night, Ava was given no diaper change.










She was left full.










Plugged.










Pacified.










And whispered to sleep with five words:










“You leak when I say.”










And she did.









CHAPTER NINE — THE STRAPON CEREMONY










They didn’t tell her what was happening.




They just changed the air.










No orders. No punishments.




No harsh words or diaper checks.










Just a padded bench in the center of the Velvet Room,




a bottle left half-full,




and her favorite Mommy waiting in silence.










Ava was pulled from her crib without a word.




No diaper this time.




No plug.










Only mittens.




A bonnet.




A leash.










Her body was already trembling by the time they laid her down.














The lights were dim, soft pink.




Like a nursery dream.










The other Dollies sat around her in a circle, fully diapered and plugged, pacifiers clipped to bibs, but all watching her with glowing eyes.










Jealous.










Hungry.










She was the only one bare.










The only one being gifted.














Her Mommy didn’t speak right away.










Just stripped her slowly.










Removed her mittens.










Tied her wrists with pink silk bows.










Strapped her thighs apart with ballet cuffs, keeping her hole exposed and trembling.










No powder.










No crinkling.










Just open air and leaking heat.










Her cage was still locked, her cock barely twitching under its humiliating bow.










“You’ve earned it,” Mommy said finally, stroking her cheek with a gloved hand.










“Tonight you stop being trained. Tonight, you become

 

mine.


 
”














She stepped back.










Her harness gleamed in the candlelight—tight white leather with polished buckles. And from it, a thick, glossy strapon curved upward like a promise.










Pink.










Blunt.










Unforgiving.










Ava whimpered.










Not out of fear.










Out of desperate, diaperless

 

need.















Her Mommy knelt between her thighs and pressed the tip to her entrance.










No teasing.




No countdown.










Just one word:










“Open.”










She did.














The first thrust was slow. Deep. Controlled.










Ava gasped.










Her hole had been stretched by plugs for days, but this was different. Realer. Fuller.










The second thrust made her moan behind her pacifier.










The third made her cry.










The Dollies cooed.










Her cage leaked.










Her thighs trembled.










But she didn’t fight.










She tilted her hips forward.










She

 

offered


 
herself.














“Good girl,” her Mommy whispered, pushing deeper. “Take it all.”










“You're not a pledge anymore. You’re not a trainee. You’re not a student.”










“You’re just a diapered little fuckdoll. Mine to fill. Mine to leak. Mine to own.”










Ava sobbed.










And came.










Not from her cock. Not even from her hole.










She came

 

in her mind.











Came from the heat in the room.










Came from the applause from her sisters.










Came from the voice that told her she’d finally made it.














When it was over, she was diapered again.










Thick.










Tight.










Plugged.










Gagged.










And laid across her Mommy’s lap like a prized pet.










The chart didn’t matter anymore.










The stars meant nothing.










Because everyone could see what she’d become.











Perfect.












Used.












Owned.










CHAPTER TEN — THE COLLAPSE










It started with a word.










Not a scream. Not a tantrum.










Just one word.










“No.”










Her Mommy had asked her to crawl.










She’d said it like she always did—gentle, expectant, already holding the leash.










And Ava—Dolly A—looked her dead in the eye…










And said it.










“No.”














The silence that followed was worse than punishment.










No gasps.










No raised voices.










Just the quiet sound of the pacifier being clipped back onto her collar.










And the click of the leash being unclipped.










“You're not ready, then,” her Mommy whispered.










And walked away.














They came for her within minutes.










Two attendants.










No eye contact. No instructions.










Just arms under her elbows, lifting her off the floor like a toy, diaper squishing under her as she was carried out of the nursery.










Not to the crib.










Not to the playpen.










To

 

the closet.















It was padded.










White.










Bare.










No crib.










No bottles.










No sound.










Just a single rubber mat in the corner, and the dim hum of the vents above.










They laid her down. Strapped her ankles. Secured her mittens. Inserted her pacifier gag without a word.










And left.










The door shut with a

 

click


 
.










And locked.














The first few hours, she screamed.










Thrashed.










Her diaper swelled under her—first with pee, then with helpless leaking arousal, then finally shame.










No one came.










The walls didn’t echo.










Time stopped.










She curled into herself and whispered through the gag,

 

“Please…”











Still, nothing.














On the second day, she stopped crying.










Her body gave up.




Her mind turned inward.










She dreamed of being changed.




Of the smell of powder.




The heat of Mommy’s glove stroking her cheek.










She woke up drooling.










Soggy.










Empty.










She rocked slowly on the mat, the plug still locked inside her, the straps pinning her limbs loose but unrelenting.










And in that quiet… she

 

broke.











Completely.














On the third day, the door opened.










She didn’t even look up.










A shadow crossed the floor.










Gloved hands unbuckled her pacifier. Slipped it from her lips.










And then, that voice.










Soft.










Low.











“Are you ready to behave, baby girl?”











Ava sobbed.










Nodded.










Whispered, “Yes, Mommy…”










The hands pulled her into a lap.










Held her like a baby.










Rocked her.










Fed her warm milk from a bottle while she cried and wet and whispered between suckles:










“I’m sorry, I’m sorry, I’m sorry…”














Her Mommy kissed her forehead.










“You forgot who made you.”










Ava nodded.










“I won’t forget again…”










“You’ll earn your name back,” her Mommy whispered. “One good leak at a time.”










Ava smiled.










Because the punishment was over.










Because she was back in the nursery.










Because the silence had taught her one thing:











Obedience is safer than freedom.










CHAPTER ELEVEN — HELPLESS OBEDIENCE










The mornings came without alarm.










She didn’t need them anymore.










Ava—no,

 

Dolly A


 
—woke when the lights brightened to soft pink.










She didn’t wait for permission to move.










She rolled to her knees, tugged the blanket off with mittened hands, crawled to the side of her crib, and presented her soaked diaper for inspection.










Every morning. Exactly the same.










Because that’s what good Dollies do.














Her Mommy didn’t speak at first.










Just opened the crib. Ran two gloved fingers under the waistband of her diaper. Pressed the front until it squished.










“Wet already,” she murmured. “Such a perfect little thing.”










Ava blushed.










And smiled.










She didn’t fake it anymore.










Her body knew the routine.










Her bladder had stopped warning her days ago.










When it happened, it happened.










She didn’t try to stop it.










She didn’t even notice anymore.














She was changed. Wiped. Plugged.










Dressed in her Monday uniform: pastel yellow diaper cover, white bib with

 

"Little Sunshine"


 
in glitter lettering, and a pink pacifier that matched her chart.










Her Mommy held up a bottle.










She opened her mouth without a word.














The chart no longer scared her.










She knew her marks by heart:










☑ Wet by wake-up




☑ Thumb sucking before nap




☑ Held full enema for 20 minutes




☑ Zero words spoken without permission




☑ Plug maintained through crawling lessons




☑ Changed in front of pledges without flinching










Seven stars.










No reds.










At the top of the board.










Her sisters giggled when she passed.










“Look at Dolly A go!”










“She’s gonna graduate to Level 2 soon…”










“She doesn’t even blush anymore.”










They were right.










Shame had dissolved.










What was left… was

 

service.















That afternoon, her Mommy called her forward.










Ava crawled instantly, head low, diaper crinkling.










“Smile.”










She smiled.










“Hands behind your back.”










She obeyed.










“Say who you belong to.”










Her lips parted around the pacifier.










“Mmm… Miss Mommy’s baby…”










“And what does Miss Mommy’s baby

 

do


 
?”










A pause.










Then, softly:










“She wets. She crawls. She smiles. She obeys.”










Her Mommy leaned down.










Kissed her forehead.










“You’re ready.”










Ava blinked.










“For what?”










Her Mommy’s smile deepened.










“For the next phase.”














That night, Ava was dressed in a new onesie.










It locked at the crotch.










Had no zipper.










Just a small tag across her chest that read:













Property of Delta Belle Lambda – Level 2 Candidate






Obedient. Plugged. Diaper Dependent.















She was no longer just being trained.










She was being

 

converted.










CHAPTER TWELVE — DOLLIFICATION DAY










The nursery was silent.










Not because it was empty.










But because it was sacred.










The other Dollies had been removed for the morning. The lights were dimmed to a warm rose glow. The scent of baby powder and lavender oil hung heavy in the air.










In the center of the room stood

 

the pedestal.











Cushioned. Velvet-wrapped. Rounded edges. A single gold nameplate:













DOLLY A – DISPLAY READY















Ava was not dressed.










Not yet.










She stood between two Mommies, wrists already in position, head bowed, pacifier resting on her tongue like it belonged there.










She didn’t speak.










She didn’t look up.










She didn’t

 

need


 
to.










Her body knew what was coming.










And it wanted it.














They started with oil.










Poured across her chest.










Down her belly.










Between her legs.










Her plug was removed.










Her hole cleaned.










Stretched.










Polished.










Then plugged again—this time with something different.










Porcelain white.










Shaped like a heart.










Embedded with a blinking light.










“It’s for visual feedback,” one Mommy whispered in her ear. “When you leak… it glows.”










Ava shivered.










And leaked on command.














Then the dressing.










Lace. Satin. Bows too big to be practical. A diaper so thick she couldn’t close her thighs. Straps for posture. Ribbons around her ankles. And a pacifier gag so wide it bulged her cheeks, locked tight behind her head.










They applied makeup next.










Doll lashes.










Blush like a porcelain antique.










A little glitter beneath each eye.










And then… the headband.










Two bunny ears.










Just because.














When she was finished, she was

 

placed


 
.










Not asked.










Not told.










Just lifted onto the pedestal, legs spread, arms tied behind her back, collar padlocked to the post behind her. She couldn’t move.










Couldn’t crawl.










Couldn’t speak.










She just existed.











Looked at.












Leaked.












Loved.











The obedience chart didn’t even matter anymore.










She’d surpassed it.










Now she lived under a new one—hidden, secret, only used by the highest Mommies.










Each girl had to

 

earn


 
Dollification.










And she had.














Visitors arrived after lunch.










Sorority officers.










Graduated pledges.










Donors.










Each paused in front of her pedestal.










Stared.










Some stroked her cheek.










Others lifted her skirt to check her padding.










Some whispered praise.










Others just smiled.










She never flinched.










She only blushed.










She didn’t

 

have


 
to react.










That wasn’t her job anymore.










Her job was to be still.










To be beautiful.










To be

 

theirs.















That night, she was not untied.










She slept upright, on the pedestal, in her soaked diaper, pacifier still gagging her soft smile.










A gentle hum played over the nursery speakers.










And her plug blinked in the dark.










Soft. Pink.

 

Glowing.










CHAPTER THIRTEEN — THE FINAL TEST










The pedestal lights were dimmed.




Not off. Just low.










Enough to see her blush.




Enough to see her leak.




Enough to let her know she was being watched.










Dolly A didn’t move.










She hadn’t in hours.










She didn’t even

 

think


 
of shifting unless her leash was tugged.










She knew better.










Her body was perfectly still: legs open, arms ribboned behind her back, collar locked to the pole, diaper visibly swollen beneath her sheer apron skirt. The pacifier gag stretched her lips into something sweet and silent.










She had been left there since dawn.










Not as punishment.










As

 

presentation


 
.














The door opened at exactly 3:00.










Not her usual Mommies.




Not the Matron.










Someone new.










Tall.




Sharp.




White leather gloves and blood-red heels.










The guest circled her slowly.










Didn’t speak.










Just observed.










Pulled on the bow tied at the back of her bonnet.




Snapped the strap of her diaper.




Slid one gloved finger between her thighs and pressed.










Ava whimpered behind her gag.










Not from pain.










From pressure.










Her bladder throbbed.










She hadn’t been given permission since last night.










The guest leaned in.










“Do you want to be changed, baby girl?”










Ava nodded, slowly.










"Then ask.”










She blinked.










She couldn’t speak. Not like this.










"Mm-mm," she moaned, muffled and desperate.










The guest smirked. “Poor little thing. Can’t even beg properly.”










She leaned closer.










Whispered just loud enough for the room's cameras to catch:










“Then prove you deserve it with your body.”














The test began.










The guest pulled her pacifier gag loose—just enough to drop it.




Not to talk.




To suck her thumb.










Then she was touched.










Light. Quick.




Gloved fingers teasing the edge of her swollen padding.










She cried softly.










Tried not to shift.










Her plug pulsed inside her.










She didn’t dare break posture.










She leaked.










Right there.




Audibly.




Visibly.




Shamelessly.










A slow stream flooding the already heavy diaper until the glow from the blinking plug turned red.










The guest smiled.










“There it is. Helpless. Perfect.”














She was cleaned. Not with care.










With

 

efficiency.











Wiped on the pedestal. Plug removed and replaced with something longer, cooler, laced with soft pulses that would keep her full and twitching all night.










Her pacifier was locked back into place.










Tighter.










The guest didn’t say goodbye.










She only left a card on the table beside her.













PASSED. FULL DOLLIFICATION AUTHORIZED.





Retain under permanent nursery protocol.




Add to rotation for weekly display.




Final name:

 

DOLLY A.





Condition: Compliant. Dependent. Beautiful.


















That night, her crib was never unlocked.










She didn’t cry.










She didn’t moan.










She didn’t speak.










She

 

smiled


 
through her pacifier, drooling into her pillow as the nursery lights dimmed and the speakers played soft lullabies meant only for those who had truly been made into nothing.










Nothing but

 

obedience in diapers and bows.










CHAPTER FOURTEEN — EPILOGUE: THE DOLL ROOM










She didn’t know what day it was.




Or month.




Or season.










She hadn’t worn panties in weeks. Maybe months.










She didn’t ask to be changed anymore.




She

 

leaked


 
.




She waited.




She smiled when wiped.










Because that’s what good dolls do.














Dolly A sat on the window cushion of the Doll Room, crinkling with every twitch of her padded bottom, soft sunlight pooling over the lace of her white onesie.










She was

 

display-ready


 
.










Powdered.










Plugged.










Diapered.










Her pacifier gag had been upgraded—clear and extra-wide, with a rattle ball inside so every tiny breath made a soft clicking sound.










Her leash matched her collar.










Pink. Locked. Polished.










She hadn’t said a word in days.










No one asked her to.










Dolls don’t speak.














The room smelled like sweetness and ammonia.










Soft nursery perfume couldn’t cover the truth.










There were six of them.










Six

 

Dollies


 
lined up on thick cushions, each one smiling blankly, cheeks flushed, knees spread, each in different pastel humiliation.










Dolly B had pigtails and a bear plushie tied to her wrist.










Dolly F wore bunny ears and wet herself every hour

 

on command.











But Dolly A?










She was

 

the example.











She was the one they pointed to when new pledges entered the gallery behind the glass.










“This is what happens when you surrender completely.”










“She never asks questions.”










“She doesn't remember her real name.”










“She leaks when praised.”














And every time she was wheeled out, every time they changed her diaper in front of a visitor, every time she was told “Show them your smile,” she obeyed without hesitation.










Not out of fear.










Out of instinct.










Out of

 

love.











Because that’s what she was taught.










That her brain was too messy.




That her words caused problems.




That obedience was safety.




That diapers were

 

deserved.











And over time…










She stopped resisting.










She stopped remembering.










She just sat, leaking quietly, giggling behind her gag, rocking gently as praise washed over her like warm milk.














She wasn’t a girl anymore.




Wasn’t a student.




Wasn’t Ava Sinclair.










She was just…











Dolly A.











And she was

 

perfect.
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