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Chapter 1: Bedtimes And Bottles

The line sat under my thumb in the cab, third paragraph, small print I had skimmed at two in the morning with one eye on a client email: *Bedtimes enforced. Bottle schedule non-negotiable. Shared little rotates nursery duties between Mommies.* I read it again. The car heater blasted dry air against my knees. My phone screen threw blue light on the driver’s partition. Shared little. I had typed *girlfriend* into the reply box. *Experienced. Direct. Good with boundaries.*

I closed the listing and told myself contracts always sounded worse on paper. I negotiated leases for a living. I had walked developers off cliffs and made them thank me. These two women wanted a third in their marriage bed. People got poetic when they posted. Poetic meant negotiable.

The house sat back from the street behind a low hedge, lights on in the downstairs windows, warm yellow against the February dark. I paid the cab, stood on the walk, and heard nothing from inside except a faint hum, maybe a fridge, maybe a monitor I could not place. My heels clicked once on the step. The door opened before I knocked.

Wren filled the frame, loose sweater, bare feet, smile that reached her eyes. “Priya. Come in. You must be frozen.”

Heat rolled over my face and hands the second I crossed the threshold. Wool and something sweet, vanilla or warmed milk. Cass stood farther in, at the edge of the living room, arms folded, hair clipped tight. She did not smile. She looked at my coat, my bag, my mouth, like she was reading a form.

“Wine?” Wren asked.

“I drove myself into agreeing to this,” I said. “Wine sounds right.”

Wren laughed and took my coat. Cass did not move to help. The living room was small, cared for, two sofas facing each other, a low table with a decanter already open. Red in the glasses. Wren handed me one. Cass took hers and sat without offering me a seat first. I took the chair across from her anyway. Confidence is a habit. You sit where you want and let them adjust.

“You’re prettier than your photo,” Wren said, settling beside Cass, close enough that their thighs touched. “We’re glad you came.”

“You posted fast,” I said. “Most couples sit on a third for months.”

“We know what we want,” Cass said. Her voice was flat, cool. “We don’t like wasting time.”

“Good,” I said. “Neither do I.”

Wren’s knee bumped mine when she leaned forward to refill my glass. Warm through my tights. I kept my legs where they were. Let her think proximity was her idea.

They asked about my work. I gave them the version that made me expensive. Commercial real estate. Deadlines. Men who thought volume meant dominance. Cass asked one question at a time. Wren asked how I slept. Whether I liked being held. Whether I had ever shared a bed long-term with more than one person.

“Once,” I said. “It ended fine.”

“Why fine?” Cass said.

“Because I said what I needed before it got messy.”

Cass’s mouth twitched, not quite a smile. Wren watched my throat when I swallowed wine. The room was too warm now. My blouse stuck under my arms. I tasted oak and something metallic at the back of my tongue.

“You wrote that you’re good with boundaries,” Cass said.

“I am.”

“Read this.”

She slid a folder across the table. Heavy paper. Not a lease. Not a dating app screenshot. A household agreement with tabs. I opened it where a pink tab marked *Daily Structure*. My eyes snagged on the first bullet before I could perform amusement.

*Wake time 7:00. First bottle within fifteen minutes. No coffee. No phone until after morning change.*

I turned the page. My laugh came out sharp and too loud.

“You’re kidding.”

“No,” Cass said.

I read aloud because that was how I killed bad terms in meetings. I made the other side hear their own nonsense.

“Bedtime nine thirty. Lights out at nine forty-five. Pacifier optional first month, required thereafter.” I flipped. “Diaper checks on the hour between ten and six. Messes reported immediately. Toilet privileges suspended during probation.” I looked up. “Probation. You wrote probation.”

“Sixty days,” Wren said softly. “We can talk about extensions later.”

“This is a joke,” I said. “You want a girlfriend. You don’t want a, ” I gestured at the page. “This is age-play copy-paste. You left it in to scare off time-wasters.”

Cass leaned forward. The wine did not slosh. Her eyes stayed dry and steady.

“You applied to a listing that said shared little in the header. You answered every question about obedience and schedule. You sent a photo in the cotton shorts we asked for. You are here.”

My phone burned in my bag. That line. Shared little. I had told myself it meant shared attention. Shared bed. Shared orgasms. Cute wording from people who spent too much time on forums.

“I misread,” I said.

“You didn’t,” Cass said.

Wren’s hand found my ankle under the table. Bare fingers on my tights. Warm. I should have pulled back. My foot stayed where it was. Heat climbed my calf.

“The third we want sleeps in the east nursery,” Wren said. “You would be ours. Both of us. Bottles. Diapers. Rules. Sex when we say. No sex when we say. You don’t get to decide which night is which.”

“You’re describing a baby,” I said.

“We’re describing you,” Cass said. “If you sign.”

The confidence that got me through depositions sat in my chest like a fist. I was the smartest person in this room. They had posted a fantasy and waited for someone vain enough to walk in thinking she could rewrite it. Fine. I would sign their fairy tale and call their bluff on day two when they wanted a normal threesome and a split grocery bill.

“Where do I sign?” I said.

Cass slid a pen. No hesitation. That should have stopped me. I signed on the line anyway. Priya. Date. Initials on the diaper clause. Initials on the bottle clause. Initials on *who changes whom*: *Little is changed by both Mommies. Little does not change self. Attempts at self-change extend probation.*

Wren exhaled like she had been holding her breath since I walked in. Cass took the folder, checked the signatures, and stood.

“Good,” she said. “Stand up.”

“I just sat down with wine.”

“You will do exactly as I say.”

The sentence landed quiet. No shout. No smile. My thighs pressed together without permission. I stood. The room tilted a degree, wine and heat and the crinkle of paper when Cass closed the folder.

“Hands behind your head,” Cass said. “Elbows wide.”

“This is an interview,” I said. “Not a strip search.”

“Probation started when you signed,” Wren said from behind me. Her breath touched my neck. “Let us look at what we bought.”

Bought. My jaw locked. I lifted my arms. Wren unbuttoned my blouse from the top down, slow, each button a small click in the warm air. Cass watched my face, not my skin. When the blouse hung open, Wren pulled it off my shoulders and dropped it on the chair. Cool air hit my bra. Then Wren’s palms cupped my ribs, thumbs brushing the underside of my breasts through lace. My nipples hardened before I could curse them.

“She’s already responsive,” Wren murmured.

“Wine and ego,” Cass said. “Take the skirt off.”

I reached for the zipper. Cass’s hand snapped around my wrist.

“Who changes whom,” she said.

Wren knelt behind me. Skirt unzipped. Tights rolled down. I stepped out of my heels when she tapped my ankle. Naked from the waist down except for my underwear. Wren’s cheek pressed against my ass through the thin cotton. A kiss through fabric. Wet heat through the cloth.

“Spread your feet,” Cass said.

I spread them. Wren hooked my panties down. Cool air on my cunt. Then her fingers spread me open from behind, two fingers sliding through slick that had nothing to do with the wine.

“She’s dripping,” Wren said.

“Say it,” Cass said to me. “Say what you are.”

“A woman who signed a stupid contract,” I said.

Cass’s hand cracked across my thigh. Sting bloomed hot. My pussy clenched around nothing.

“Try again,” Cass said.

“I’m, ” My voice cracked. “I’m what you wrote. Your little. For the interview.”

“For probation,” Wren corrected against my ass. Her tongue traced my crack. I gasped. Sound too loud in the small room.

Cass pulled a chair into the center of the floor. “Bend over the back. Ass up. Face to the side where I can see your mouth.”

I bent. Wood pressed my ribs. My tits hung heavy in my bra. Wren spread my cheeks and blew cool air on my asshole. My whole body jerked.

“Still think it’s a bluff?” Cass asked.

“Yes,” I lied.

Cass opened a drawer in the side table I had not noticed. Plastic click. A pink vibrator, thick, curved, already humming when she set it on my inner thigh. Heat and buzz against skin. I tried to close my legs. Wren’s hand on my ankle kept me open.

“Count out loud if you come,” Cass said. “If you don’t count, we start over.”

She pressed the vibrator to my clit. Not gentle. Direct. My hips slammed forward against the chair. A whine tore out of my throat.

“Number,” Cass said.

“One, I’m not, ”

She pushed the vibrator harder. Circled. My vision blurred at the edges. The hum filled my ears louder than the fridge, louder than my own breath.

“Say one,” Wren said against my thigh.

“One,” I gasped.

Orgasm ripped through me stupid and fast, shame and pleasure slammed together. My cunt spasmed. Wet slick ran down my thigh. I heard it drip on the floor. Wren licked the inside of my knee while I shook.

Cass did not lift the toy. She turned it down, not off. The lowered buzz sat on my clit like a threat.

“Again,” she said.

“I can’t, ”

“You will.”

Wren slid two fingers into my pussy from behind, curling, stretching. The vibrator stayed on my clit. Cass watched my face while she worked the toy in short mean strokes. My toes curled off the rug. The room smelled like my cunt and wine.

“Beg for the second one,” Cass said.

“This is insane, ”

Her free hand tangled in my hair and yanked my head up. Pain at my scalp. My mouth opened.

“Beg like the little who signed for bottles,” she said.

“Please, let me, I need to come again, Mommy.” The word Mommy left my mouth before I could edit it. Horror lit my face. My clit throbbed harder for it.

“Good girl,” Wren whispered, and bit my ass cheek.

“Two,” I screamed when the second orgasm hit. Harder than the first. Longer. My pussy gushed around Wren’s fingers. I counted through gritted teeth because Cass’s eyes demanded it.

“Two,” I sobbed.

Cass turned the vibrator off. Silence rang worse than the buzz. My clit pulsed. Over-sensitive. I drooled against the chair back without caring.

“Stand,” Cass said.

My legs shook. Wren steadied my hip. Cass held up a thick white diaper, unfolded, plastic backing catching the light.

“Laugh now if you want,” Cass said. “You still signed.”

My laugh died in my throat. The diaper was real. Adult sized. Obscene width between the wings. Wren powdered my cunt and ass with too much cool powder that made me sneeze and clench.

“Step in,” Wren said.

I stepped back into the puffy garment like stepping into a trap I had tied myself. Wren taped me in. Front tape. Side tape. The crinkle when I shifted was loud as wrapping paper in a quiet church. The bulk pushed my thighs apart. Warm already from my skin.

“Sit on the sofa,” Cass said. “Knees apart. Hands on your knees.”

I sat. The diaper squashed against my swollen clit. I bit my lip. Wren knelt between my feet and put a pacifier on a chain around my neck. Pink silicone. Adult sized. Heavy on my collarbone.

“Probation means we train you tonight,” Wren said. “First bottle at nine forty-five. It’s nine ten.”

Cass poured warm milk from a small pot on a warmer I had mistaken for a candle. Steam rose. She held the bottle to my lips.

“Open,” she said.

I opened. The nipple was silicone, wide. Milk ran warm over my tongue, too sweet, temperature exact enough to make my throat relax against my will. I swallowed. Heat in my belly. Shame in my face. My nipples strained against my bra.

“All of it,” Cass said.

I drank. Milk dribbled down my chin. Wren wiped it with her thumb and pushed the thumb into my mouth. I sucked without thinking. Sucked her skin. She moaned low.

“She’s a fast learner,” Wren said.

“She negotiates for a living,” Cass said. “She knows how to perform.”

Anger flashed hot behind my eyes. I pulled off the bottle. “I’m not performing.”

Cass’s hand cupped my diapered crotch and squeezed. The bulk pressed my clit. Wet sound from the diaper already starting to collect my slick.

“Prove it,” Cass said. “Piss for me.”

“What?”

“You heard the contract. Report messes. Lose control. Show us you belong in this.”

“I’m not, I don’t, ”

Wren’s mouth found my ear. “You came twice in five minutes with my fingers in your cunt. You can piss in a diaper for us.”

My bladder had been full since the cab. I told myself this was the line. The bluff. The moment they broke character and I walked out victorious.

I relaxed.

Warmth spread fast through the front of the diaper. Heavy. Dark patch blooming. The crinkle changed pitch when the gel swelled. I moaned despite my teeth. The heat pressed back against my pussy. Filthy. Obscene. My clit throbbed.

“Good,” Cass said. “Describe it.”

“No.”

She pinched my nipple through my bra. Hard. I arched off the sofa.

“Describe what you did,” she said.

“I pissed in the diaper,” I whispered. “I’m, soaked. I can feel it on my clit. It’s warm. I’m disgusting.”

“And wet again,” Wren said, sliding a finger along my inner thigh where cunt juice met padded piss. “She’s mixing.”

Cass untaped one side of the diaper. Cool air hit my messy skin. She did not change me. She slid the vibrator back against my clit, outside the wet diaper, grinding the soaked bulk into me.

“Third one,” she said. “You don’t come until you ask for a fresh diaper like a helpless little slut.”

“I hate you,” I breathed.

“Good,” Cass said. “Hate keeps you awake. Ask.”

The toy buzzed. The wet diaper squelched. Milk and shame and heat rolled in my stomach. My pride cracked.

“Please change my diaper,” I said. “Please, I’m your little, I made a mess, I need, ”

“Need what?” Wren asked, pinching my other nipple.

“Need to come in a clean diaper like your dirty fucking baby, ”

Cass ripped the tabs. Pulled the heavy wet thing away. Powder. Cool wipe. My ass lifted without my command. Wren taped a fresh thick diaper on me, tighter, higher on my waist. Cass pressed the vibrator to the dry front panel and held it there.

“Three,” I counted when I shattered. Voice broken. Holes clenching on nothing. Cum-less spasms rolling one after another until my abs burned. Drool on my chin from the pacifier Wren shoved between my lips mid-orgasm.

“Three,” Wren echoed, proud.

Cass turned the toy off and looked at her watch. “Nine twenty-eight. Nursery. You sleep between us tonight so we can hear if you try to touch yourself.”

“I have a hotel,” I slurred around the pacifier.

“Cancel it,” Cass said. “You live here now. Probation.”

Wren helped me stand. The fresh diaper crinkled. My legs wobbled. Cass picked up my phone from my bag, typed, showed me the canceled reservation. My stomach dropped colder than the powder.

“You can’t, ”

“I can,” Cass said. “You gave me permission on page four. Device surrender during probation.”

Wren took my hand. Warm. Cass took the other. Cool. They walked me down a hall past a closed door with a monitor light blinking green. Sound leaked through. Soft static. A faint rhythmic creak I could not place.

The east nursery was painted pale blue. Adult crib, wide enough for three if you pressed. Bottles lined a shelf. A changing table with straps. Cass lifted me onto the table like I weighed nothing. Straps over my wrists. Diaper bulk loud under my ass.

“Bedtime in fifteen minutes,” Wren said, kissing my forehead. “You already had your first bottle. Second comes after morning change unless you mess again.”

“If you mess again,” Cass said, fastening the last strap, “we add a plug before sleep. Ask nicely if you want the small one.”

My asshole clenched at the word plug. Memory of Wren’s tongue there minutes ago. Contract in a folder downstairs with my initials on every humiliating line. Hotel gone. Phone in Cass’s pocket. Diaper taped tight. Pacifier chain against my throat.

I had walked in certain I was the smartest person in the house. I had signed to call their bluff.

Cass leaned close. Her breath cool against my milk-wet mouth.

“Tomorrow we introduce you to the west nursery,” she said. “Wren’s side. Mine is stricter. You’ll learn both. You’ll thank us for whichever one hurts less.”

Wren dimmed the light. The monitor in the hall pinged once, a live feed turning on somewhere I could not see. Cass’s hand settled on my diapered crotch through the plastic, holding pressure on my clit until my hips twitched against the straps.

“Sleep,” Cass said. “We’ll be watching.”

The door closed. The crib mattress dipped on both sides as they climbed in with me, Wren soft at my back, Cass iron at my front, two bodies pinning the thick diaper between us. The monitor static whispered from the hall. My cunt pulsed in the dark, still counting orgasms I had not earned to keep.

I stared at the ceiling and listened to their breathing sync out of time, one warm, one measured, and understood the line in the cab had not been poetry.

It had been the job description.

And I had already clocked in.


Chapter 2: Cooed And Corrected

Cold powder hit my inner thighs before I finished the sentence about calling their bluff.

Wren's palm spread it in slow circles, clinical and warm at once, and Cass stood at the foot of the wide bed with a clipboard like I was intake paperwork. The nursery smelled like clean plastic and something sweet underneath, lotion and the faint chemical bite of whatever they kept in the blue tub on the changing shelf.

"You don't have to," I said. My voice came out thinner than I meant. "I signed. That doesn't mean I'm lying down for this tonight."

Cass didn't look up from the clipboard. "You signed section four. First night protocol starts when you cross the threshold. You're across it."

Wren kissed my shoulder while her fingers worked powder into the crease where my leg met my hip. My skin prickled. My cunt clenched on nothing and I hated that my body had already picked a side.

"Hold still," Wren murmured against my ear. "This is for your own good."

The first tape snapped before I agreed to anything.

Pink plastic pulled tight over the powder, loud as a grocery bag crushed in a fist. Wren smoothed the front panel flat over my mound and the crinkle went straight to my clit like they'd wired it. Cass watched the tape tabs meet and made a small mark on her clipboard.

"Rule one," Cass said. "You ask before you touch your diaper. Rule two, you ask before you touch yourself anywhere else. Rule three, bathroom privileges are earned. Wetting is documented."

I laughed once, sharp. "Documented."

"Timestamp and volume estimate," Cass said. "Wren logs it. I review."

Wren's hands went to the buttons on my blouse. She undid them one at a time with maddening care, like I was fragile glass and not a woman who'd walked in here planning to seduce two wives into ordinary bed-sharing. Fabric parted. Cool air hit my bra. My nipples hardened before I could talk myself down.

I reached for Wren's wrist. "We could just fuck. You know that, right? I'm here. I'm wet. Look."

Wren didn't yank away. She turned my hand palm-up and kissed my knuckles. "Baby girls don't negotiate on change tables."

"I'm not a baby girl."

"Then stop humping the fresh diaper," Cass said without heat.

I hadn't known I was doing it. A small grind against the thick bulk between my legs, chasing the slick drag of the plastic over my swollen clit. Shame burned my face. My hips kept moving anyway.

Wren stripped me the rest of the way with that same tenderness that made everything worse. Skirt pooled at my ankles. Bra unhooked. Panties peeled down and tossed aside like they were contaminated. She folded my clothes on the chair with hospital corners while Cass read rules in a flat voice that turned each one into a nail.

"No orgasms without permission. No speaking unless spoken to during inspection. Pacifier stays on the chain at the crib rail unless one of us puts it in your mouth. Bottle schedule starts at eleven. You will finish every ounce or we start over."

"And if I don't?"

"Then you don't sleep," Cass said. "And you don't come."

Wren lifted my legs by the ankles like I'd done it a thousand times. The diaper sagged heavy with powder and lining, already warm from my skin. She held a wipe between my legs and dragged it slow through my slit. I gasped. The wipe came away shiny.

"Taste," Cass said.

Wren brought the wipe to my lips. "Open."

I shook my head. Wren waited, patient as weather. Cass clicked her pen once.

I opened.

My own salt and slick coated my tongue, humiliating and familiar. I moaned around the wipe and Wren pulled it free, eyes soft, mouth cruel in its kindness.

"Good girl," she cooed. "Such a messy interview, Priya. You told us you were calling our bluff. Your cunt's been writing a different report."

"Stop talking like I'm, "

"Like you're what?" Cass asked. "An equal? You want equal, go date someone who doesn't own a changing table. You want this house, you get diapered first night. That's the test."

The test. Rung two, whatever that meant in their private language. My pride said walk. My debt said stay. The lease I'd burned to come here. The way Wren's thumb had circled my nipple while Cass slid the contract across wine-stained wood. I stayed.

They put me between them on the bed, Wren at my back, Cass at my front. A fresh diaper lay open under me, thicker than the first, white this time, the kind that ballooned when you spread the legs. Wren lifted my hips. Cass sprinkled more powder, cold again, then warm hands pressed the pad into place.

"Spread," Cass said.

I spread.

The front panel rose like a wall. Tape on one side. Wren's hand on my belly, holding me down when my hips jerked. Tape on the other. Snapped. Snapped. The crinkle filled the room.

"Inspection," Cass said.

She hooked two fingers under the waistband and pulled the diaper away from my skin just enough to look. Cool air kissed my slick folds. Her gaze was a thermometer.

"Swollen clit. Unapproved grinding. No permission asked." She looked at Wren. "Log it."

Wren's breath tickled my neck. "I'm logging it, baby."

Cass pulled a small pink vibrator from the drawer built into the bed frame. Not huge. Mean. She held it against my clit through the diaper without turning it on.

"If you come in that diaper before I say, you wear the soaked one until morning change. You will smell yourself all night."

"That's disgusting."

"That's accurate," Cass said.

She clicked the vibrator on.

The buzz went through plastic and diaper straight into my clit. My back arched off Wren's chest. The diaper compressed, warm bulk grinding my slit in a rhythm I didn't choose. Wren's hands cupped my tits and rolled my nipples between her fingers while Cass held the toy dead center and watched my face like a security feed.

"Please," I said. "Let me, let me touch you. Both of you. I'm a woman. Fuck me like, "

"Like a woman?" Wren whispered. "Baby, we are fucking you. This is how you get fucked in this house."

Cass turned the vibrator up. The crinkle turned obscene, wet sounds starting where my cunt leaked into the lining. I smelled myself mixing with powder, sharp and animal. My thighs shook. The diaper sagged heavier between my legs, warm already.

"Ask," Cass said.

"Ask what?"

"Ask to come in your diaper like the pathetic little slut you are."

"No."

Wren pinched my nipples hard. Pain lit up my chest and poured south. The vibrator buzzed relentless. My hole clenched and released, leaking faster.

"Say it," Wren cooed. "Say the filthy words or you edge until you piss yourself."

The word piss snapped something loose in me. Heat flooded the pad, slow at first, then faster, spreading under my ass and up the crease of my thighs. I sobbed once, not from pain, from the loss of control I'd sworn I'd keep.

"Oh god," I gasped. "I'm, I'm wetting. I'm wetting my diaper."

"Say you like it," Cass said.

"I don't, "

She pulled the vibrator away. My clit screamed. I chased the buzz with my hips and the diaper crinkled like I was begging in another language.

"Liar," Cass said. "Your cunt's gushing. Say you like pissing in your diaper, Priya."

"I like, " My voice broke. "I like pissing in my diaper. I'm a diaper slut. Please let me come."

"Count for me when you do," Cass said, and pressed the vibrator back.

One.

The orgasm ripped through me ugly. Not pretty. Not private. My whole body seized and the diaper squelched under my clit, soaked pad grinding my swollen flesh while I screamed into Wren's shoulder. Cum wasn't the right word for what I gushed, but my cunt spasmed anyway, slick and hot, adding to the warm flood already spreading in the plastic shell. Wren held me down through it. Cass didn't blink.

"That's one," Cass said. "You don't get to stop."

She turned the vibrator higher.

My clit had gone raw. Every buzz was a blade. I thrashed and the tapes held, diaper bulging, urine and slick turning the smell thick enough to taste in the back of my throat. Wren shoved two fingers into my mouth. I sucked them greedy, tasting lotion and my own shame.

"Ordinary sex," I tried around her fingers. "Please. Cock. Strap. Anything, "

"We have what you need," Wren said, and withdrew her fingers glistening with spit.

Cass reached back into the drawer. She came out with a smooth silicone plug, black and fat at the base, and a bottle of lube that clicked when she opened it.

"Roll," Cass said.

Wren rolled me onto my stomach. The wet diaper compressed my clit into the mattress. I moaned into the sheets. Cass spread my ass cheeks over the bulk and cold lube dripped down my crack.

"You're not, "

"Hold still," Cass said. "This is for your own good."

One finger breached my asshole. Burn. Stretch. My rim clenched and she waited until I breathed out. Two fingers. Scissor. The burn turned into a deep ache that made my cunt drip harder into the ruined diaper.

"Say thank you," Wren whispered in my ear.

"Thank you," I choked. "Thank you for, for opening my ass."

"Good pet."

The plug pressed against my hole. Wider than fingers. I bit the sheet. Cass pushed steady, not cruel, not kind, until the base kissed my skin and my asshole gripped the neck like it had been trained for this.

"Clench," Cass said.

I clenched. The plug shifted inside me and lightning crawled up my spine.

Cass slid the vibrator back between my legs from behind, pressed to my clit through the soaked diaper. Wren straddled my head, thighs warm on my ears, and lowered her pussy onto my mouth.

"Taste me," she said. "Not yourself. Me."

I licked. Salt and clean soap and the sharp edge of her arousal. She ground down while Cass worked the vibrator and the plug and my body became a circuit I couldn't shut off. Wren's thighs shook. She tasted like power and I hated how hungry my tongue was.

"Don't you dare come until you make her come first," Cass said.

I sucked her clit. She rolled her hips. The vibrator buzzed. The plug filled my ass. The diaper squelched every time I moved. Wren's juice smeared my chin. I moaned into her cunt and she gasped my name like a prayer and a punishment.

Wren came on my tongue, sharp and sudden, thighs clamping my head. Her taste flooded my mouth, bitter at the end. Cass turned the vibrator up the second Wren slid off.

Two.

I came harder than the first time, ass clenching the plug, diaper grinding, scream muffled by the sheet. My vision whited at the edges. Spasms stacked on spasms until I was sobbing and still convulsing. Cass counted it flat.

"Two. One more before you sleep."

"I can't, "

"You can," Cass said. "You will. Beg for the last one in the words we want."

Wren turned me onto my back again. My diaper was a sodden weight, urine and slick and the crushed smell of my own breakdown. Cass peeled the waistband back for a second look and the cool air made me whine.

"Filthy," Cass said. "Gaping ass around that plug. Clit like a marble. You came twice without permission to stop when we said stop. Logged."

"Please change me," I whispered. "Please, "

"After," Wren said, and kissed my forehead like I was sick. "After you give us the third."

She took the vibrator from Cass and held it to my nipple instead of my clit, buzzing the tender bud while Cass pushed the plug deeper with two fingers around the base. Double assault. My tits bounced with each jerk. Milk wasn't the game, pain was, pleasure was, the way my body couldn't tell the difference anymore.

"Say you're our baby," Cass said. "Not our girlfriend. Our baby."

"I'm your, " The vibrator dropped to my clit. I arched. "I'm your baby. Your diaper baby. Your piss-soaked little, "

"Little what?"

"Whore," I screamed. "Your diaper whore. Please. Three. Let me have three."

"Come," Cass said.

Three.

It lasted so long I lost language. Only noise. Only the squelch and the crinkle and the plug punching deep when my ass spasmed and the vibrator that wouldn't stop even when I tried to clamp my thighs shut. Wren pinned my knees apart. Cass watched the clock on the wall and wrote something down.

When it finally broke me loose, I lay in a wet diaper that had gone cold at the edges and hot at the center, shaking, drool on my chin from the pacifier they'd put in my mouth while I was gone somewhere else.

Cass snapped her clipboard shut. "First night test passed. Yield logged."

Yield. The word slid under my skin.

Wren stripped the ruined diaper with care, wipes and powder and whispered praise while my asshole stayed stretched around the plug she didn't remove. Cass held a bottle of warm milk under my nose.

"Drink," Cass said. "All of it. Then crib."

I latched the nipple on the bottle because my mouth already knew what to do. Warm sweetness filled my tongue, vanilla and something fatty underneath. Wren's hand stroked my hair. Cass lifted my chin when I slowed.

"Finish."

I swallowed until the bottle clicked empty. My belly was warm. My cunt was still twitching. The plug shifted when Wren lifted me like I weighed nothing and carried me toward the white crib in the corner, bars high, monitor blinking green above it.

"Sleep in the plug," Cass said from the doorway. "Morning inspection at seven. If you take it out, you wear the punishment diaper and you don't come for forty-eight hours."

Wren lowered me onto the sheet. Cool cotton under my sore ass. The plug a constant fullness. She tucked the pacifier chain around the rail and kissed my cheek.

"Good baby," she cooed.

Cass didn't coo. Cass set the clean diaper stack on the changing table within view of the crib and left the monitor angled so I could see the red light watching my chest rise and fall.

The door clicked.

I lay in the dark with the taste of Wren still on my tongue and my own piss still in the smell of my thighs even after the change, plug in my ass, empty belly full of milk, and understood the strategy I'd walked in with was ash. My body had come three times without a cock, without equality, without anything I'd have called sex in the life I'd left behind.

The monitor light blinked.

Somewhere in the house, one of them would be listening. Logging. I pulled the pacifier out once, just to test, and Cass's voice came through the speaker thin and immediate.

"Put it back, Priya. Now."

I put it back.

The crinkle when I rolled onto my side was loud as confession. My ass clenched the plug. My clit throbbed. Down the hall, a drawer opened, then another, voices low between Wren and Cass, too muffled to catch words but sharp enough in tone to know they were arguing about me.

I pressed my ear to the crib rail and listened harder.

Tomorrow they'd inspect me at seven. Tonight the house was still deciding what I was.

I stayed awake until the voices stopped and the red light kept watching, and I didn't touch my diaper once, because Cass had said ask first, and I was afraid of what I'd beg for if I opened my mouth again.


Chapter 3: Soft Room Cold Room

Three exits on the ground floor. Two on the second. One gate at the end of the gravel drive with a keypad I had not cracked yet. One spare key on Wren's wrist when she dressed me this morning. Cass kept the rest in a drawer I had not seen open. I walked the halls in a thick white diaper that crinkled with every step, my tits bare under a cropped pink onesie, counting while they counted me.

Wren held my hand like I might bolt. Cass walked behind with a tablet and a flat face.

"Morning tour," Wren said. "You need to know where you live now."

I knew where I lived. I knew what I was good at in rooms like this. Count the doors. Count who touched what. Find the crack where two people want different things and put my weight there.

The front hall split at the stairs. Pastel runner going up. Gray tile going down.

"Up is mine," Wren said, tugging me toward the soft colors.

Cass did not look up from the tablet. "Down is mine. You will learn both."

The upstairs nursery hit my face first. Lavender walls. A crib big enough for my whole adult body, white bars, a mobile with felt stars that turned slow in the AC. A rocking chair with a knit blanket folded over the arm. Shelves of pacifiers in adult sizes, glossy pink and black, each on a chain. The diaper stack by the changing pad was tall, soft prints, powder in a glass shaker with a fluffy puff. The whole room smelled like warm laundry and the sweet soap Wren used on my skin last night.

Wren lifted me onto the changing pad like I weighed nothing. The vinyl was padded, not cold. She pressed my thighs apart with two fingers and checked the front of my diaper through the plastic backing.

"Still dry, baby girl," she said, and kissed my sternum where the onesie stopped.

My nipples tightened before I could stop them. Shame crawled up my throat. I had come in this room already, in a diaper they put on me, while Cass listed rules in a voice that made my cunt clench anyway. I was not past that. I was mapping it.

"Soft room," Wren said. "You nap here. You drink here. You get cuddled here."

She patted the crib mattress. It sank under her hand, deep foam, a fitted sheet with little clouds.

Downstairs was a different country.

Cass led me by the elbow. No hand holding. No cooing. The stairwell got colder with each step. Her changing room was white tile, stainless table with straps at the corners, bright lights that did not hide a thing. Cabinets labeled in small black letters. Gloves in a box. Wipes in a sealed tub. Diapers stacked in neat rows, white, thick, medical-looking, crinkle louder than Wren's when Cass shook one open for show.

"Clinical grade," Cass said. "Higher capacity. Better tapes. You will wear these when you are mine."

She set me on the table. The surface was hard under my diaper. Straps hung loose but ready. A camera blinked red in the corner.

"Hands above your head."

I lifted them. My pulse knocked in my wrists. This was the room where I would be measured, corrected, recorded. I scanned for exits anyway. One door to a supply closet. One to a half bath with a lock I could not reach from the table. One back to the stairs.

Cass pulled the tapes on my diaper and peeled it back. Air hit my bare cunt. I had been dry. My body still flinched like she had caught me doing something filthy.

"Spread."

I spread. She did not touch my clit. She pressed a gloved finger at my entrance, one inch, clinical, and watched my face in the mirror mounted on the ceiling.

"Schedule," she said. "Wren has you mornings and evenings. I have you afternoons and nights. You do not cross the line without escort. You do not pick which room you sleep in. You do not pick which diaper you wear."

"I picked to be here," I said.

Cass slid her finger out and wiped it on a cloth like I was a specimen. "You picked to apply. We picked to keep you."

Wren came down the stairs with a bottle of water and a pacifier on a pink chain. She looked at my bare cunt, at Cass's gloves, and her mouth tightened for half a second. Then the soft smile came back.

"Tour is not playtime," Wren said to me. "Tour is so you stop pretending you do not know the rules."

Cass tossed the used glove in a bin and tore open a fresh thick white diaper. "Turn over."

I turned on the cold table. She lifted my hips and slid the diaper under me, powder, then the heavy bulk between my legs, tapes pulled tight enough to ache. The weight was different from Wren's. Denser. Louder when I shifted my knees.

"Stand," Cass said.

I stood. The diaper sagged and forced my thighs apart. Wren hooked the pacifier into my mouth without asking. The silicone nipple filled my tongue. I hated how my shoulders dropped when she did it.

"Good," Wren whispered in my ear. "Now you look like you belong to both of us."

That was the seam. Both. I was the thing between them, handed off on a clock.

Cass read from the tablet. "Ten o'clock, upstairs bottle and nap with Wren. Two o'clock, downstairs inspection with me. Six o'clock, shared bath. Nine o'clock, bedtime assigned by behavior. You earn soft room or you earn cold room."

"And if I earn neither?" I said around the pacifier.

Cass's eyes stayed on the screen. "You earn the floor between us until you learn."

Wren took my hand again and walked me back up. The soft room wrapped around me. She sat in the rocker and pulled me into her lap, diaper crinkling, my ass on her thighs, her palm on the front of the diaper where my cunt hid.

"Bottle first," she said.

She tipped the nipple of the bottle against my lips. I turned my head.

"You do not get to decide that anymore," Wren said, still soft-voiced, still smiling, and pushed the nipple past my teeth.

Water hit my tongue. I swallowed or I choked. My throat worked. Her other hand kneaded the diaper between my legs, pressing the thick diaper against my clit through the plastic. Slow circles. The crinkle got obscene.

"I know what you are doing," I mumbled around the bottle.

"I know what you need," Wren said.

She kept feeding me while she ground the wet-warm bulk against me. My hips tried to chase it. I hated that my hips tried. Last night I told myself I could turn this into sex they wanted from a woman. They had redirected me like furniture. I had still come with a diaper on and Cass's voice in my ear. The memory made my cunt leak into the fresh diaper.

Wren set the bottle aside and lifted me into the crib. Bars locked. She did not leave. She climbed in with me, her sundress riding up, her fingers finding the tape tabs on my diaper.

"Nap time means I check you," she said.

She opened me. Powder smell and my own heat. She blew on my clit once and laughed when I jerked.

"Already sticky," she said. "Cass will like that."

"Do not tell her."

"Tell me what you are, baby."

I clamped my thighs shut. She pried them with her knee.

"Say it."

"A diaper slut," I whispered, because I had learned what they wanted to hear and part of me wanted to hear it too.

"Louder."

"I'm a diaper slut who leaks in her diaper before nap time."

Wren slid two fingers into my cunt and curled them hard. I bit the pacifier chain. She worked me open while her thumb pressed my clit, and the crib rocked with each stroke.

"Come for Mommy Wren before lunch," she said. "Show me you can be soft for me."

I came on her fingers, shaking, the first orgasm ripping out of me too fast to fight. Wet sound. My cunt clenched around her knuckles. I moaned around the pacifier and hated the wet spreading under me into the diaper Cass had taped on.

"That's one," Wren said, like she was marking a chart. "You owe me two more before I hand you down."

She pulled her fingers out slick and wiped them on my inner thigh. Then she reached over the crib rail and came back with a small pink vibrator and a bottle of lube.

"Roll onto your stomach."

I rolled. She lifted my hips and pressed the vibrator against my asshole, not inside yet, just buzzing there while the diaper hung open under me.

"Ask for it in your ass."

"Put it in my ass," I said, voice breaking.

She pushed. The stretch burned. The buzz went deeper. My toes curled in the crib sheet. She held it there and spanked my wet diaper with her free hand, smacking the diaper against my clit from behind.

"Count."

"Two," I gasped when the orgasm hit, harder than the first, my asshole clenching on the toy, my cunt dripping onto the changing pad liner under the sheet.

Wren fucked me with the vibrator slow, then fast, until I was sobbing into the mattress. She pulled it out and replaced it with a plug, thicker, locking me open.

"Third one," she said. "You do it while I watch. Grind on the crib rail like the pathetic little thing you are."

I hooked my leg over the white bar and humped the padded edge, diaper squelching, plug shifting in my ass, clit grinding on hard plastic wrapped in soft fabric. Wren counted seconds on her phone. At forty she made me stop.

"Not yet."

At sixty she said, "Now."

I came screaming into the pacifier, whole body locking, ass full, cunt empty and clenching on nothing, shame pouring out of me with the wet.

Wren taped the diaper closed over the mess and kissed my forehead. "Good girl. Sleep twenty minutes. Then Cass gets her turn."

I did not sleep. I listened to her breathe and ran numbers. Morning Wren. Afternoon Cass. Evening both. Two nurseries. One schedule. One key on Wren's wrist. One locked gate. One red camera in the cold room. The crack was not in the walls. The crack was in how they handed me off.

At two Cass collected me from the stairs like a package. No Wren. Just Cass in a white shirt with sleeves rolled, tablet tucked under her arm.

"Inspection," she said.

In the cold room she strapped my wrists to the table corners without a word. She cut the diaper off with scissors. Cold air on my wet skin. She held a wand vibrator to my clit and turned it on high.

"Legs in the stirrups."

The table had stirrups. I had missed them on the first pass. My ankles locked wide. Cass stood between my thighs with gloves on and a black strap-on harness already on her hips, cock thick and glossy.

"You do not speak unless I ask."

The wand buzzed. My head slammed back. Pleasure was a blade. I tried to lift my hips. Straps held me.

"Please," I said anyway.

"Please what."

"Please fuck me."

"Wrong room for that language." She turned the wand down one notch, cruel. "Try again."

"Please fuck your little diaper whore."

"Better."

She pushed the cock into my cunt in one stroke. I was so wet she sank to the base. The wand stayed on my clit. I howled. Cass fucked me with short hard pumps that made obscene wet sounds against the tile.

"Eyes on the mirror," she said. "Watch what you are."

I watched myself get plowed on a clinical table, tits bouncing, straps cutting my wrists, a diaper in pieces on the floor, plug still in my ass from Wren's shift. Cass's face stayed blank like she was running a procedure.

"First orgasm on my cock," she said. "Count it for me."

"Four," I choked out when I came, cunt spasming, juice running down the crack of my ass around the plug.

She did not stop. She turned the wand up and kept pounding, angle hitting my cervix, each thrust a slap of skin and plastic harness.

"Again."

"I can't."

"You can. You will. Say what you are."

"A used little hole in a diaper I ruined."

"Again."

Five tore out of me worse than four, vision white, my cunt gushing around her cock, splashing the tile. Cass pulled out and shoved the wet cock into my mouth. I gagged on my own taste and the silicone smell.

"Suck it clean, slut."

I sucked. Tears ran into my ears. She pulled out and replaced the cock at my asshole, plug yanked free, no mercy, slamming into my ass while the wand returned to my clit.

"Six is anal," she said. "You take it."

The burn split me. The stretch was too much and my body opened anyway, hungry in the wrong place. Cass fucked my ass like she hated me and checked the time on her tablet between thrusts.

"Wren makes you soft," she said. "I make you honest."

She made me count six out loud when I came with her cock in my ass, wand grinding my clit raw. My voice broke on the number. She kept going until seven hit and I was babbling, please and more and stop and don't stop mixed up, brain offline.

Only then did she pull out. Cum and lube dripped from my asshole. She wiped me, diapered me again, clinical tapes tight, and unstrapped my wrists.

"Stand."

My legs shook. The new diaper was cold against my sore skin.

"Schedule change," Cass said, reading the tablet. "Tonight you sleep downstairs. Wren disagrees. I won the argument while you were coming on my cock."

She led me to the half bath and pointed at the toilet with a childproof lock on the lid.

"You do not use that. You use your diaper. You ask for changes. You thank whoever changes you."

"I know the rules."

"You know the words." Cass tapped the tablet. "You do not know surrender yet. That comes next."

She walked me to the stairs and called up. "Wren. Handoff."

Wren appeared at the top, face tight.

"She stays up tonight," Wren said.

"She stays down," Cass said.

They looked at me between them, diapered, plugged, used, counting seven orgasms I had not wanted and had begged for anyway.

Wren came down two steps. Cass came up one. I stood on the landing with the soft room above and the cold room below, and I understood the map I had been drawing all morning. I was not in one nursery. I was the hallway between two doors, and they locked me from both sides.

Wren reached for my hand. Cass reached for my other wrist.

"Evening bath is shared," Wren said, forcing a smile. "Both of us. You do not get to decide that anymore."

Cass echoed her, same words, different mouth. "You do not get to decide that anymore."

They took me to the bathroom between the wings, a room I had not toured, bigger than the half bath, with a tub deep enough for three and a hook on the wall with two collars hanging, one pink, one white. Wren turned the taps. Cass set the tablet on the shelf and synced it to the camera feed from the cold room.

"Bath first," Cass said. "Then we choose your bedtime room together."

"Together," Wren said, like it was a gift.

I stepped into the warm water when they told me to. The diaper swelled heavy and obscene as it soaked through. My ass throbbed. My cunt pulsed. I had mapped every exit and every key and I was still standing between them naked under the water, and the next lock was not on a door. It was on whatever they decided to do to me once the bath was done, and I was already sinking into the heat before they had given the word.


Chapter 4: Wren's Favorite

The bathwater was hot enough to pink my skin. Wren knelt at the tub edge with a washcloth, slow circles on my shoulder, and I pitched my voice low so only she would catch it.

"Cass checked me this morning like I was inventory. Spread my legs on that table downstairs and wrote something in her book without looking at my face."

Wren's hand paused. Just a beat. Then the cloth moved again, warmer where her fingers pressed through.

"She does that when she's scared you'll like me more," I said. I let my head tip toward her. Wet hair stuck to my neck. "You're the one who actually touches me like I'm a person. She treats me like a specimen."

Wren's mouth tightened. Good.

"I want your bath nights," I whispered. "Not her schedule. Not her room with the metal table and the bright lights. I want upstairs. I want you."

Her thumb traced my collarbone. Heat bloomed under it. My nipples hardened in the water and I hated how fast my body answered her. I was twenty-seven. I had run teams. I had closed deals. And one soft touch from this woman in a pastel cardigan had my cunt clenching like I had never owned myself at all.

"Priya." Her voice was syrup. "You are playing a game."

"Maybe." I turned in the tub so my tits broke the surface, water slopping over the rim. "But if I'm going to be kept, I want to be kept by you."

She stared at me. I held her gaze and let her see the want I usually buried. That was the opening move. Divide the house. Win the warm one. Make Cass the villain and Wren the prize.

Wren stood. Water dripped from her sleeves where she had rolled them up. "Out. I'll dry you."

I climbed out and stood on the bath mat, naked, dripping. She wrapped a towel around my shoulders and rubbed my back in long strokes that made my knees loose. Upstairs was hers. Pastel walls, soft carpet, a crib-style bed that was still wide enough for three adults if you did not look too hard at the bars. Downstairs was Cass. Clinical white, drains in the floor, a changing table that clicked when you folded it down.

Wren led me to her bedroom and opened the closet. Pink diaper. Thick. The kind that crinkled loud enough to announce me in a hallway.

"No," I said. The word came out thin.

"You came to me," Wren said. She held the diaper open like a dare. "You said you wanted my nights. This is what my nights look like."

I had sworn I would never ask for a diaper. Never volunteer for the crinkle and the bulk and the way it made my thighs wobble when I walked. That was Cass's territory. Clinical. Recorded. I would take Wren's warmth, not her diaper.

But I had started this. I had whispered strategy in soap and steam. So I stepped into the diaper and lifted my arms like I had watched other littles do in this house, and Wren taped me in tight.

The plastic backing squeaked. The inner layer pressed my ass and my cunt, already swollen from the bath and the talk. She added a soft onesie over it, pale yellow, snaps at the crotch straining over the thick bulk. I looked in her mirror and saw a stranger: dark eyes, wet hair, an adult woman in a baby's outfit with a diaper that bulged between her legs.

"Better," Wren said. She cupped my face. "My good girl."

Shame hit my throat. My clit throbbed against the tight diaper anyway.

She walked me to her nursery and sat me on the padded changing bench that did not have Cass's metal clips or measuring tape. Just cushions and a mobile that turned slow circles overhead. Wren kissed my forehead, then my mouth, and I opened for her because that was the plan and because her tongue was warm and I had been cold downstairs for two days.

"You taste like my bath," she murmured against my lips.

"I taste like your slut," I said before I could stop myself. I needed her to believe I was hers alone.

Wren's eyes went dark. She pushed me back on the bench until the diaper crinkled under my ass. "Say that again."

"Your slut." My voice shook. "Not hers. Yours."

She pulled the onesie snaps open and folded the diaper down without removing it, leaving the front panel hanging loose so my cunt was bare above the warm diaper still cupping my ass. Cool air kissed my wet lips. Then Wren's mouth was on me, hot tongue flat on my clit, and I grabbed the cushion piping hard enough to bruise my palms.

I had mapped this house for seams. I had cataloged locks and schedules. And now my brain was empty except her mouth and the thick diaper under my cheeks, still warm from my body heat, still crinkling every time I jerked my hips.

"Wren," I gasped. "Please."

"Please what." She sucked my clit and I arched off the bench until the diaper bulk wedged my thighs wider.

"Make me cum. Only you. Only you get to."

She slid two fingers into my cunt, curling, while her tongue worked my clit in slow wet strokes. The sounds were obscene in the soft room. Slick. Squelch. My juice ran down toward the open diaper and soaked into the inner lining where it would prove I had leaked into my diaper like the helpless thing Cass wrote about in her book.

"That's one," Wren said against my pussy. "Beg for two."

"I am your diaper slut." The words burned my face. "Your piss-warm little whore. Please make me cum again."

She laughed, low, and pushed a third finger in until I stretched and burned around her hand. A vibrator from the drawer beside the bench buzzed to life, pink, curved, and she pressed it to my clit while her fingers pounded my cunt. I came so hard my vision whited out, hips slamming the diaper, the crinkle loud as firecrackers, juice gushing over her wrist and dripping into the diaper.

"Two," she counted. "One more before I fuck you properly."

I was sobbing. I hated that I was sobbing. "I can't. Too much."

"You started a war, baby." She pulled her fingers out with a wet pop and licked them while I watched, sprawled, diaper open, cunt gaping and twitching. "You don't get to quit when it gets real."

She stripped out of her clothes. No strap-on yet. Just her tits and her soft stomach and the landing strip between her thighs. She climbed over me on the bench, one knee on each side of my padded hips, and ground her cunt down on mine. Heat on heat. Her wet lips slid on my clit and I moaned into her mouth when she kissed me again.

"Tell me Cass hurts you," she whispered.

"She hurts me." I bucked up, grinding back, the diaper plastic slick with sweat and my own mess. "She's cruel. She's cold. She wants to break me for her files."

"And I want to keep you." Wren bit my lower lip. "Say you're mine."

"I'm yours."

She reached back without looking and fetched the strap-on harness from the hook by the window. Black silicone cock, thick, curved upward. She buckled it on while I watched the bob of it, already imagining it splitting me open. Lube squelched in her palm. She stroked the fake cock until it shone.

"Roll over."

I turned onto my stomach on the bench, ass up, face in the cushion. The diaper was half off, front panel trapped under my hips, back still taped and warm against my skin. Wren pulled my cheeks apart and spat on my asshole.

"No," I said. Automatic. I had sworn no anal. Not here. Not in a diaper with a Mommy I was manipulating.

"Yes," Wren said, calm as prayer. She pressed the cockhead to my asshole and held there, pressure, burn, promise. "You don't get to hand me your pussy and keep the rest. If you're mine, you're all mine."

I had started this war. I had asked for her nights. My asshole clenched and then, traitor, relaxed.

"Do it," I whispered. "Yours. Only yours."

She pushed in slow. Inch by burning inch. The stretch was brutal, my hole fighting then yielding, the silicone cock filling my ass while the open diaper crinkled under my knees and my clit rubbed the vinyl bench cover. Pain and fullness and a dirty wrong heat that made my cunt drip.

"Good girl." Wren gripped my hips. "Take Mommy's cock in your ass."

She fucked me slow at first, long strokes that dragged her balls against the diaper bulk still taped at my front. Each thrust punched air out of me. Each withdrawal left me clenching on empty. The room smelled like sex and warm plastic and the lavender soap from the bath.

Then she sped up. The slap of her hips on my ass was loud. I bit the cushion and screamed into it when she reached under and shoved the vibrator back against my clit.

"Three," she said. "Cum with my cock in your ass or I stop."

"I can't cum from my ass, I can't, I, "

"You can." She twisted the vibrator harder. "You're my filthy little diaper baby and you're going to cum with your asshole full of my cock."

I broke. Orgasm ripped through me violent and long, ass clamping on the silicone, cunt spasming untouched except the buzz of the wand, juice splashing the bench under me. Wren kept fucking me through it until I was babbling, words gone, just noise.

When she pulled out my asshole gaped and ached and winked like a second mouth. She flipped me onto my back again, retaped the diaper loose enough to shove the vibrator inside my cunt and leave it buzzing while she straddled my face.

"Suck me," she said. "Show me you're mine."

I licked her cunt, tart and swollen, while the vibrator worked my hole and the diaper caught the drip from both ends. She ground down on my mouth, hips rolling, fingers tangled in my wet hair.

"That's my good girl. Not Cass's. Mine."

I moaned against her clit and the vibration in my cunt climbed me toward another peak. Four. My body did not get to choose anymore. Wren came on my face with a shudder, juice slick on my chin and neck, and she slid down my body kissing the mess she had made.

The nursery door opened.

I jerked under Wren. The vibrator still buzzed in my cunt. My asshole still throbbed. My face was wet with Wren's cum and my own tears and spit.

Cass stood in the doorway in her white coat over jeans, hair pinned, tablet in one hand. Early. She was never early.

The room went cold against all that warmth.

I waited for anger. For Cass to rip Wren off me and punish us both. For the cold war to snap into the open fight I could finally read.

Cass looked at Wren. Wren looked at Cass. A glance over my head, over my crinkling diaper and my spread thighs and the strap-on still harnessed to Wren's hips. Quick. Practiced. Like they had done this before in a room with another little between them.

My stomach dropped. That was not jealousy. That was something else. A signal I could not decode.

Cass set her tablet on the dresser. "Bath night ran long."

"You said seven," Wren answered. Her hand rested on my diaper like a claim.

"I said I'd be back when I could." Cass's eyes moved to me. Flat. Measuring. "Diaper open. Ass gaped. Face messy. Record time for a first Wren night."

Heat crawled my skin. Shame and rage mixed until my clit jumped against the vibrator still buried in me.

"She asked for me," Wren said.

"She asked." Cass repeated the word like it tasted interesting. She stepped to the bench and turned the vibrator up. I yelped, hips snapping off the pad.

"Look at you." Cass's voice was clinical and close. "You want this more than you will admit."

She was not talking only about the orgasm building again in my abused cunt. She was talking about the whole house. The game I thought I was running. The way I had whispered in the bath and spread my legs upstairs and begged for a cock in my ass I swore I would never give.

"No," I said. Weak. Liar.

Cass pulled the vibrator out and wiped it on my inner thigh, smearing my own wet there. "Wren, finish dressing her. We have a joint evening tonight. Both nurseries. Both Mommies." She picked up her tablet. "Priya, you wanted to split us. Congratulations. You just scheduled yourself for both."

Wren taped my diaper closed over the mess I had made, onesie snapped, pacifier on the chain clipped to my collar though I had not even heard the click until it pulled my mouth open. Cass watched every step.

When I stood, legs shaking, the diaper sagged heavy and warm between my thighs. Used. Piss-warm from sweat and juice and the shame of how much I had cum.

Cass held the stairwell door. "After you, little one."

I walked between them down the stairs, Wren's hand on my lower back, Cass's boots clicking ahead. The house was split in two and I had tried to take one side. Instead they had met eyes over my body like I was the table they set dinner on.

Downstairs lights were bright white. Upstairs warmth was gone. Cass's changing table waited, metal and clean, and beside it on a tray sat a plug thicker than Wren's strap, black silicone with a pump bulb attached.

"Joint evening means inspection downstairs," Cass said. "Then reward upstairs if you behave. Wren agreed before you ever opened your mouth in that tub."

I turned to Wren. Her face was soft again, sympathetic, and that was worse than Cass's cold.

"You knew," I said.

"I knew you would come to me first." Wren touched my cheek. "That's how it always starts."

Always starts. Another little. Another war I had not invented. I was not splitting them. I was walking into a pattern they had worn smooth before I arrived.

Cass clicked the table down. "Up. Diaper off. Ass still open from Wren's cock? Good. We're not wasting that."

I climbed onto the cold table because my legs would not hold me upright anymore. The vinyl was chill under my bare ass. Cass spread my cheeks with gloved hands and looked at my gaping hole without blinking.

"Pump plug," she said to Wren. "She took strap. She'll take inflation. She'll thank us for it."

Wren lubed the plug while Cass wrote in the tablet. I stared at the ceiling track light and counted my heartbeats and tried to remember the woman who thought she could play two Mommies against each other for control of the house.

The plug pushed into my sore asshole. One inch. Two. Cass squeezed the bulb. Pressure ballooned inside me, stretching me open from the inside, unbearable and full, my hole clutching uselessly around the widening silicone.

"Beg," Cass said.

"Please." My voice cracked. "Please let me be Wren's. Please let me, "

"You don't get to pick a favorite." Cass squeezed again. The burn bloomed hot. "You get to take both of us. Say thank you for the plug."

"Thank you for the plug." Tears ran into my hair. "Thank you for using my ass."

"Good." She set the wand on my clit and turned it on high. "That's five. Count it out loud so Wren can hear what her bath night bought you."

I came on the cold table with an inflated plug locked in my ass and both of them watching, Wren's hand on my ankle, Cass's glove on my cunt, and the orgasm was so brutal I pissed into the open diaper Cass had tossed aside, warm flood spreading while I screamed the number five like it was the only word left in my mouth.

Cass deflated the plug slow, inch by inch, until my asshole gaped and drooled lube down the crack of my ass onto the vinyl. She held the mess up for Wren to see.

"Joint evenings from now on," Cass said. "You whisper upstairs. You spread downstairs. You think you're clever." She wiped my cunt with a cold cloth that made me flinch. "Tomorrow you tell me which Mommy you want more. Out loud. On camera. And we'll see who wins the house."

Wren kissed my forehead, gentle, monstrous. "Eat your dinner first, baby. Then we'll put you in a fresh diaper and both of us will tuck you in."

They led me to the kitchen between them, my asshole still twitching open, my cunt still buzzing, the taste of Wren still on my chin and the taste of defeat under my tongue. I had made my first sortie in the war I was sure I could run.

The glance over my head stayed with me. They were not split. Not yet. Maybe not ever. And tomorrow they wanted me to pick a side on camera like it was a game show and not a trap with my name on it.

I sat in the high chair they kept for littles, diaper crinkling on the seat, and opened my mouth for the spoon Wren offered while Cass watched from the counter with that tablet glowing. I swallowed the warm puree and kept my eyes forward. I had wanted Wren's favorite spot. Instead I had given them both proof of how fast I would spread my legs and beg.

The war was not mine to run. Not yet.

But I had heard Cass say *how it always starts*, and I would find out what happened when it ended.


Chapter 5: Closing Ranks

you don't get to pick sides in this house."

Wren's thumb pushed the pacifier past my teeth before I could finish. The silicone bulb filled my mouth, thick and cold from the chain clipped to my collar. I bit down on instinct. Useless. She held it there with two fingers while Cass watched from the doorway, arms folded, white coat sleeves rolled to her elbows like she had come straight from her exam room.

"Mmph, "

"Done talking," Wren said. Her voice stayed soft. That was worse. "You had your chance to use words. Now you use the pacifier."

The crinkle of my diaper was loud in the quiet hall when Cass stepped closer. I had leaked again during the argument, the warm swell between my legs proof I had been getting off on my own scheme even while my mouth ran. Cass's eyes dropped to the bulge under my onesie. She didn't blink.

"Open your mouth wider, Priya. Suck."

I shook my head. Wren's other hand slid into my hair and pulled until my scalp burned. My jaw opened. The pacifier seated deeper. Taste hit first: cherry gel from whatever she had rubbed on it, sweet and fake and cloying, coating my tongue while I gagged on the size of the thing.

Cass clicked her tongue. "She's still bratting with her eyes."

"Then we fix more than her mouth," Wren said.

They moved like they had practiced it. Wren kept the pacifier in place and walked me backward down the hall by my collar chain. Cass went ahead and opened the door to the correction room. The lock had always been there. I had told myself it was for storage.

The room smelled like disinfectant and rubber. A low bench. Hooks on the wall. The changing table from Cass's side of the house, wheeled in and bolted down, its paper roll torn fresh.

Wren unclipped my onesie snaps one at a time. Each pop was a small gunshot in my ears. Cool air hit my nipples. My thick pink diaper sagged heavy and obscene between my thighs, the tape tabs strained, the front panel dark where I had pissed and rubbed myself raw earlier on Wren's lap while I whispered poison about Cass.

Cass pulled a pair of leather cuffs from the drawer. "Hands."

I tried to turn. Wren's knee pressed between my shoulder blades from behind. My face went toward the changing table vinyl. Squeak. Sweat on my cheek. The pacifier muffled every sound I tried to make.

"Hands," Cass said again.

I put them behind my back. The cuffs bit my wrists. Wren lifted me onto the table like I weighed nothing. My diaper crinkled under my ass, the wet core squelching when she spread my legs and hooked the stirrups.

The position was clinic cold. Ass up. Diaper shoved down to my knees but left on, bunched and warm and shameful around my calves. My cunt was bare and slick, lips swollen from earlier. Cass snapped on gloves. The sound made my hole clench.

"She played warm Mommy against cold Mommy," Cass said, not to me. To Wren. "She tried to crack us."

"Mm-hmm," Wren answered from near my head. She stroked my hair with one hand and kept the pacifier seated with the other. "While she was coming on my fingers telling me I was the only one who understood her."

My face burned. They knew. Of course they knew. I had thought Wren's moans meant I was winning.

Cass's lubed finger pushed into my asshole without warning. I jerked against the cuffs. The stretch burned. She worked in a second finger, scissoring, clinical, no mercy in the pace.

"Count out loud around the pacifier," Cass said. "If I hear garble, we start over."

I sucked air through my nose. The cherry taste mixed with spit running down my chin. "One."

Her fingers curled. My prostate jumped. Shame and need slammed together so hard my vision pinholed.

"Two."

Wren hummed. "Good girl. Keep going for Mommy."

Cass added a third finger. The burn turned into a deep ache. My cunt dripped onto the paper under me, each drop a tick I could hear.

"Three."

"She's dripping on my table," Cass said. "Disgusting little diaper slut. You get wet when we punish you. Say it."

The pacifier blocked me. Wren pulled it out by the ring. Spit bridged my lip to the silicone.

"Say it," Wren whispered in my ear, warm breath on my neck. "Or Cass puts the big plug in dry."

"I'm a, " My voice cracked. "I'm a diaper slut. I get wet when you punish me."

Cass's fingers drove deeper. "Again. Louder."

"I'm a diaper slut."

"Thank you," Cass said, flat as a vitals reading. She twisted her wrist. My toes curled. The fourth finger stretched me open until the burn ate the edges of my thoughts.

Wren clamped a nipple between two fingers and pinched. I howled. She shoved the pacifier back in.

"Four."

They didn't break rhythm. That was the wrong note. Cass's hand worked my ass in perfect time with Wren's strokes on my clit through the soaked diaper front, grinding the heavy wet bulk against me while Cass opened my hole. Too fast. Too matched. Like a drill they had both memorized because they were scared of what happened if they missed a step.

Cass pulled her fingers out. The gape ached. Cold lube dripped. She pressed a metal plug to my rim, thick and unyielding.

"Breathe."

The plug seated with a pop that echoed off the tile. My asshole clamped on the neck and failed. The weight sat inside me, a constant stretch. Cass twisted it once. Lightning ran up my spine.

"Bedtime moved to eight," Wren said, casual, like she was reading a grocery list. "Bottles every four hours. No more asking. We offer. You drink or we hold your nose."

Cass buckled a posture collar around my throat while Wren talked. Chin forced up. Breathing shallow.

"Hands-and-knees for attitude," Cass added. "Starting tonight."

Wren tapped the pacifier. "Nod if you understand."

I nodded. The plug shifted. I moaned around silicone.

Cass wiped my cunt with a cold cloth. Inspected. Two fingers plunged into my pussy and curled hard against my front wall.

"She's going to come from correction," Cass told Wren. "Watch her face."

Wren held my jaw so I couldn't turn away. Cass fucked me with her fingers, rough, measured strokes that squelched loud in the room. The plug in my ass made every thrust feel doubled. Wren pressed the wand she kept in her cardigan pocket against the outside of my diaper, right over my clit, and turned it on.

The buzz hit like a shout. I screamed into the pacifier. Cherry and salt flooded my mouth.

"One," Wren counted in my ear. "Hold it."

I shook my head. Useless. My hips jerked against the stirrups. The wet diaper compressed, warm piss-slick diaper grinding my clit while the wand rattled on high. Cass's fingers pounded my cunt. The plug filled my ass so full I couldn't think around the stretch.

"Don't you dare," Cass said. "You come when I say."

She pulled her fingers out. The wand kept buzzing. Wren held it there, patient, humming a lullaby under her breath. My clit throbbed against the soaked bulk. I sobbed around the pacifier.

"Please, "

Wren pulled the pacifier out. "Please what?"

"Please let me come, Mommy. Please, I'm a wet diaper baby, I need it, "

Cass slapped my cunt. Sharp. "You need discipline."

She shoved three fingers back in and hooked hard. Wren pressed the wand closer. The crinkle and buzz and wet slap of her hand on my pussy filled my ears.

"Now," Cass said. "Come for us. One."

I broke. My cunt clamped on her fingers, gushing hot around them, soaking the paper and dripping down Cass's wrist. The plug in my ass pulsed with each spasm. I wailed, voice ugly and raw.

"That's one," Wren said. "Keep going."

"No, "

"Two."

Cass didn't stop. She rammed her fingers while Wren held the wand on my clit through the diaper. The orgasm rolled straight into another, cruel overlap, nerves screaming. I counted because they made me, voice shredded.

"Two, oh god, three, "

"Louder," Cass said. "Thank us for each one."

"Thank you, thank you Mommy, "

Wren kissed my forehead. "Such a good settled girl when she stops scheming."

Cass pulled the plug halfway out and shoved it back in. I came again, harder, ass clenching, cunt empty now and fluttering around nothing.

"Three," she said. "Messy whore. Look at the table."

I couldn't look. Wren made me. Chin locked by the collar, eyes forced down. My cum and piss had smeared the paper in a slick patch under my hips.

They lowered the stirrups. Wren uncuffed me and rolled the diaper back up, tapes refastened over my still-twitching cunt. The bulk was heavier now, warm and obscene.

"Hands and knees," Cass said.

I slid off the table. The plug shifted inside me with every movement. Wren clipped a leash to my collar and walked me to the center of the room. A rubber mat. Knees down. The posture collar kept my chin high while my ass stayed presented, diapered and plugged.

Cass pulled a strap-on harness from the wall hook. Black silicone cock, thick, curved, gleaming. She stepped into it while Wren held my leash short.

"You tried to split us," Cass said, lubing the cock with slow strokes that made my mouth water even while dread crawled up my throat. "So we show you what together looks like."

Wren knelt in front of me. She unclipped the pacifier chain and traded it for her strap-on, smaller but rigid, already buckled under her soft sweater. She rubbed the head against my lips.

"Open."

I opened. Taste of silicone and her skin salt. She fed the cock into my mouth inch by inch. Gag reflex hit. She held the back of my head.

"Suck Mommy while Cass fucks your ass. That's the only choice you get tonight."

Cass lined up behind me. She pulled the plug free with a wet sound. My gape fluttered, air cold on slick skin. Then the strap-on head pressed my rim and pushed.

I screamed around Wren's cock. The stretch was brutal, burn flaring wide as she sank in one long stroke. No warmup beyond the plug. Cass gripped my diapered hips and pulled me back onto her.

"Take it, slut."

Wren fucked my face in time with Cass's thrusts. The room filled with wet slap and gag and the crinkle of my diaper swaying under me. Cherry aftertaste turned to spit and precum-flavored lube. I choked and stayed open because the collar left me no way to duck.

Cass reached under my belly and shoved the plug back into my cunt, wrong hole, stuffed full front and back. I bucked. Wren held me down by the hair.

"Stay," she said. "Good girls take both."

The dual stretch broke something in me. Cass pounded my ass, hips snapping, silicone cock dragging my rim every thrust. The plug in my cunt bounced and ground my clit against air and diaper. Wren made me look at her while I gagged on her strap.

"Eyes up, Priya. Watch who owns your mouth."

Tears ran. Drool slicked my chin and her cock. Cass spanked my diaper, the wet diaper jiggling, heat blooming with each strike.

"She's clenching," Cass said. "Greedy ass."

"Make her say it," Wren said.

Cass yanked my hair back. The strap-on stayed buried in my ass. "What are you?"

"A, " Gag. "A hole, "

"Full sentence."

"I'm a plugged diaper whore taking Mommy's cock in my ass while I suck, "

"Good."

Cass drove harder. The anal burn turned molten. My cunt clamped on the plug without permission. Wren felt it. She smiled.

"She's going to come from her ass again. Count for her, Cass."

"Four," Cass said, thrusting. "Come on my dick, bitch."

I shattered. Ass spasming around the strap-on, cunt squirting around the plug, diaper sagging hotter as I lost control and pissed into it mid-orgasm. The smell rose, sharp and warm under me. Wren pulled out of my mouth so I could scream.

"Four, five, I can't, "

"You can," Wren said. She shoved the wand under my diaper from the side, pressing directly to my clit through the soaked tapes. "Five."

The buzz tore another orgasm out of me. Legs shook. Knees slid on the mat. Cass held my hips and kept fucking through it, using my convulsions to milk her cock deeper.

"Six," Cass counted, voice clipped. "One more. Thank us."

"Thank you, thank you, "

Wren fed her cock back between my lips. I sucked mindlessly, tongue dead, jaw sore. Cass came with a grunt I had never heard from her, hips stuttering, slamming my ass three final times before she held deep. The fullness was obscene. My hole gaped when she pulled out, air kissing raw skin.

Wren pulled free of my mouth. Spit rope snapped. She wiped my chin with her thumb and pushed it into my mouth to suck clean.

"Settled," she said.

Cass wheeled the table back into position. They lifted me up, changed me without asking, tapes ripped, cold wipe on my pussy and ass, fresh diaper unfolded loud as fire. Powder. Cream on my raw rim. The new diaper went on thick and tight, crinkling when they taped me shut.

Wren sat in the nursery rocker with me on her lap, bottle already warm in her hand. Cass stood guard by the door, arms folded again, but her hair was loose now, one strand stuck to her neck with sweat.

"Eight o'clock bedtime," Wren said, nipple at my lips. "Four hour bottles. Hands and knees if you brat. Pacifier when we say talk is done."

The milk was vanilla sweet, too warm, flowing fast when she tipped it. I swallowed because her hand cradled the back of my head. Suck. Swallow. The taste coated my tongue on top of cherry ghost.

Cass's phone buzzed. She checked the screen, then looked at Wren. A glance. Quick. Over my head.

"Monitor's on," Cass said.

"Good," Wren answered.

They had synced again. That fast. That clean.

I had played warm against cold. I had thought I was clever. Instead they tightened every leash at once, bedtime, bottles, correction, pacifier, like they were closing a door against a draft I had let in.

Cass crossed the room and adjusted the baby monitor camera on the shelf. Red light steady. Watching the crib they kept for show and the mat where I had just been fucked into the floor.

Wren stroked my hair. "Drink the whole bottle, baby."

I drank. The crinkle when I shifted on her lap was loud in the monitor's range. Somewhere else in the house, the feed carried every sound.

Cass knelt beside the rocker. Her hand found my diaper front and pressed, checking, proprietary. "Dry for now."

"For now," Wren echoed.

Cass's eyes met mine. No warmth. No jealousy. Something tighter, like teeth.

"You wanted to know which Mommy wins," Cass said. "You don't get that game. We win together or you don't stay."

Wren's fingers traced my collar chain. "You scared us, baby. That's all."

My stomach dropped. I had heard it. Not love. Not unity. Fear.

Wren kissed my temple and put the pacifier back between my lips. Cherry again. Fresh coat.

"We are only just beginning," she said.

Cass turned off the overhead light. The nursery went dim. The monitor light blinked. Wren rocked me, bottle empty, diaper already warming where my body betrayed me again.

Down the hall, a floorboard creaked. Cass's footsteps. Then silence. Then her voice, low, through the wall I couldn't see, carried wrong on the monitor feed she thought was muted.

"If she splits us again, "

"We won't," Wren said, off mic, close to Cass. "Not this time."

The rocker creaked. My pulse thudded in my ears under the lullaby Wren hummed. I lay diapered, plugged, leashed by their fear, and understood the house had closed around me not because I had lost.

Because I had almost won.


Chapter 6: Cold War

The monitor hissed like a kettle left on the wrong burner. I sat on the nursery floor with my back against the padded rail, knees spread by the thick white diaper between my thighs, and stared at the little screen until the static broke into voices.

"…can't keep doing this, Cass."

Wren. Downstairs. The receiver on the shelf had a green light I had never seen go off.

"You tightened the schedule because you were scared," Cass said. Her voice was flat, the one she used when she was clipping a tab shut and pretending it was medicine. "She played us yesterday. Hands and knees, bottle at seven, and you folded the same hour I did. That isn't discipline. That's panic."

My fingers dug into the diaper's plastic backing. The bulk was warm from my body and heavier than it had been an hour ago. Piss and something sweeter had soaked into the core until the sag pulled at my hips.

"She's settling," Wren said. "That's what we wanted."

"That's what you wanted." A cabinet door slammed. "You wanted her to pick you. You always want them to pick you."

The static swallowed half a sentence. I pressed the volume wheel until my nail whitened.

"…Mara left and you acted like the house died," Cass went on. "You slept in the east nursery for three weeks. You told me the marriage was over if we couldn't keep a little. So we built two nurseries and called it sharing. We lied to her face and called it care."

Mara. A name with weight I had never been given.

"We share her," Wren said, too fast.

"You compete for her." Cass laughed once, no humor in it. "Every diaper change is a scoreboard. Who gets the bedtime bottle. Who gets the orgasm on the changing table. Who gets the pretty thank-you when she shakes apart. You think I don't see you counting?"

My cunt clenched hard around nothing. The diaper pressed back, damp and obscene.

"She's ours," Wren said.

"She's the prize, Wren. Same as Mara was. Whoever she prefers keeps this house from splitting down the middle. You know that. I know that. The only person who doesn't know is the girl sitting in pink tabs upstairs with a pacifier clip on her collar."

I bit the rubber nipple to keep from making a sound. The taste was chalk and sugar.

"Lower your voice," Wren hissed.

"Why? The monitor's live. You left it on again because you wanted to hear her cry when you were late with the bottle." Cass's footsteps crossed tile. "You belong in this room now, you said to her last month. You say it every time you're winning. You don't mean care. You mean custody."

The static roared. My ears rang.

"Fix the schedule tomorrow," Wren said quietly. "More structure. She responds to structure."

"She responds to whoever makes her come hardest while calling her a dirty little baby." Cass's voice dropped. "I'm taking the next inspection. You don't get to warm-wipe her until I'm done. If she asks for you at bedtime, I'll know we're losing again."

Silence. Then Wren, soft and wounded: "I love you."

"Then stop trying to win her away from me in our own kitchen."

The receiver crackled back to hiss.

I sat in the wet diaper and listened to my pulse in my throat. Every rule they had pinned on me rearranged in my head. The bottle schedule wasn't health. It was a bid. Cass putting me on hands and knees while Wren held my wrists wasn't punishment. It was a campaign. The thick diaper sagging between my legs wasn't a cage. It was a leash they both gripped hard enough to bruise each other.

I had come here because I needed a roof and because Wren's mouth on my neck had made my knees stupid. I had stayed because the orgasms stripped me to a version of myself that didn't have to make choices. I was wrong about all of it. The helpless act was leverage. The more they made me small, the more power I had without asking for it.

Footsteps on the stairs. Two sets.

The door lock turned.

Cass came in first with a folded stack of diapers under her arm. Wren behind her carrying the changing supplies like she was bringing gifts. Their smiles matched. Perfect coordination. Panic dressed as love.

"Up on the table, Priya," Cass said. "Inspection time."

I should have said I heard them. I should have named Mara and the cold war and the prize. My mouth stayed shut. My body stood when Cass pointed because six weeks had trained my muscles better than my pride.

The changing table was cold through the open back of my onesie. Cass undid the tapes and peeled the soaked diaper down. Cool air hit my pussy, swollen and shiny from hours of rubbing against the wet bulk without permission to touch.

"Look at this mess," Cass said, two fingers sliding through my slit without warning. "You're dripping for us already. Filthy girl."

Wren leaned against the door, arms crossed. Watching. Always watching who I looked at first.

"Cass checked me yesterday," I said. My voice came out small on purpose. I hated that it worked. "Wren did the bottle."

Wren's jaw tightened. Victory flickered across her face before she smoothed it.

"Today it's me," Cass said. She lifted my ankles and spread me wide on the paper liner. "Wren holds her open. I want her cunt presented."

Wren's hands took my knees and pushed them to my chest. The stretch burned in my hips. I was displayed, ass and pussy up, diaper rash cream cold on my inner thighs.

"Say thank you," Cass said, fitting a thick plug into my asshole in one slow twist.

"Thank you, Mommy Cass."

The plug seated deep, a heavy fullness that made my clit throb. Cass didn't give me time to adjust. She turned the wand on and pressed it to my clit while Wren pinned my wrists above my head.

"Don't you dare come until I count," Cass said.

The vibration hit like a slap. My back arched off the table. The plug shifted inside my ass and sent sparks up my spine.

"One," Cass said, circling the wand slow. "Beg for two."

"Please. Please let your dirty diaper slut come. I'm a wet little baby. I need it."

"Whose baby?"

"Yours." I looked at Cass. Her eyes narrowed with pleasure.

"And whose?"

I turned my face toward Wren. Her breath caught. "Yours too, Mommy Wren."

Wren's fingers dug into my wrists. "Good girl."

Cass shoved two fingers into my cunt alongside the wand. The stretch burned sweet. "Come on one. Now."

I shattered. My ass clamped on the plug. Cunt gushed around her fingers, slick hitting the paper liner in loud spatters. I screamed into the pacifier Wren shoved between my lips.

"That's one," Wren said, voice thick. "She came looking at me last."

"She came because I told her to," Cass snapped. She didn't turn the wand off. "Hold her down. Two."

"No, please, too soon."

"You'll take what we give you." Cass added a third finger, fucking me hard while the wand buzzed on my oversensitive clit. "You're not shared. You're ours to fight over. Say it."

The words almost came out different. Almost Mara. Almost prize. I swallowed them and gave them what they wanted because my body was still convulsing from the first orgasm and the second was already climbing.

"I'm yours to fight over. I'm your prize baby. Please, Mommy, let me come again."

"Come," Cass said.

The second orgasm ripped through me meaner than the first. My vision whited out. Drool leaked around the pacifier. The smell of my own cunt and the open diaper pail mixed with the powder Cass dusted on my skin.

Wren wiped my face with a warm cloth, tender as a commercial. "We love you so much."

I wanted to laugh. I wanted to spit.

Cass pulled the plug out with a wet pop. "Roll her over. Ass up. Wren gets her mouth. I get her hole."

They moved me like furniture. Wren climbed onto the table, skirt hiked, and fed me her pussy while Cass strapped on a thick black cock.

"Eat her," Cass said, lining up at my asshole. "Show me whose little you are."

Wren's taste flooded my tongue, salt and heat. Cass pushed into my ass in one long stroke. The burn made me moan into Wren's clit.

"That's it, baby. Lick Mommy Wren while Mommy Cass fucks your ass."

Cass set a brutal pace. Each thrust shoved my face harder into Wren's cunt. The table rocked. My asshole stretched around the strap-on, slick from the plug but still aching. Wren ground down on my mouth.

"She's taking it so good," Wren breathed. "Our good little diaper whore."

"Don't talk like she's yours," Cass said, pounding harder. The slap of her hips against my ass filled the room. "Talk like she's winning you."

The words from downstairs echoed. Prize. Cold war. Mara.

Cass pulled out and slapped my asshole with the wet cock. "Beg for my cum in your ass, slut."

"Please cum in my ass, Mommy Cass. Fill your prize baby. I'm your dirty little hole."

Cass drove back in and fucked me until my arms shook. Wren came on my tongue with a shuddering gasp, thighs clamping my head. I swallowed her slick and kept licking through the aftershocks.

"Three," Wren counted, stroking my hair. "One more from Cass."

Cass yanked the strap-on out and replaced it with four fingers, then five, stretching my ass wide. The burn turned into a dull open ache. She worked her fist in slow, knuckles past the ring, and my body opened because it had learned to.

"Oh god, too much."

"You'll take my whole hand, diaper baby. You take everything we give you because you belong to this house."

Belong to this house. Not belong to them. The distinction burned.

Cass fisted me through a third orgasm that rolled from my ass to my empty cunt. I sobbed around Wren's thighs. Fluid leaked down my legs.

"Four," Cass said, pulling her fist free with a obscene sucking sound. My asshole gaped and fluttered, unable to close. "Look at her. Ruined."

Wren kissed my forehead. "Our sweet girl."

They cleaned me with practiced hands. Fresh diaper, thick and crinkling loud when Cass lifted my hips to tape it. The powder smell covered piss and sex. Wren snapped the onesie shut and clipped the pacifier to my collar.

"Nap time," Wren said. "You've had a big morning."

Cass carried me to the crib. Not the toddler bed I had earned last week. The crib, bars high, mattress low.

"You belong in this room now," Cass said, setting me down on my back.

The diaper bulk forced my thighs apart. The monitor on the shelf still glowed green. They had forgotten to turn it off again. Or one of them had left it on on purpose.

Wren smoothed my hair. "We'll be right downstairs."

The door locked.

I lay in the crib with the taste of both of them on my tongue and the ache in my ass and the warm heavy diaper between my legs. Downstairs, their voices rose again, muffled through the floorboards. Another argument. Another score.

I wasn't their shared little. I was the thing keeping their marriage from cracking. Mara had left and nearly broke them. I could do the same. I could stay and let them compete until the house tore. I could stay and make them both lose.

My hand slid under the diaper tape before the thought finished. Fingers found my clit, still swollen, still hungry. The wet core squelched when I pressed down.

The monitor hissed.

Tomorrow I would let them think the schedule fixed me. Tomorrow I would pick neither of them and both. Tomorrow I would use the leash they had buckled around all three of us.

Tonight I rubbed my clit through the soaked diaper and came quiet into the plastic, counting my own orgasm the way they did.

Five.

I wiped my fingers on the sheet and stared at the green light until my eyes burned.

Someone would come back to check the monitor. Cass or Wren. Whoever won the stairs first.

I wanted to see which Mommy it was.


Chapter 7: The Girl Before

The closet door had a strip of blue tape across the seam and Mommy Cass's handwriting underneath: DO NOT OPEN. I stood in the hallway between the two nurseries with my thumb on the knob anyway, diaper thick and warm under the short pink romper, the tape peeling with one tug.

Inside smelled like lavender and old plastic. A cardboard box sat on the floor with PRIYA crossed out in black marker and LILA written underneath in Cass's tight script. My name on the box. Someone else's name over mine.

Pacifiers filled the top layer, mint green and butter yellow, each one clipped to a ribbon I recognized from Cass's changing table. Below that: a folded onesie still holding the shape of a smaller body, a collar with a silver tag reading LILA, and a spiral notebook with the cover chewed soft at one corner.

I dropped to my knees. The diaper bulk spread my thighs on the carpet. The crinkle was loud in the quiet closet.

The first page of the notebook was dated eleven months back.

Lila left because she played them against each other on purpose. She told Wren she was scared of Cass. She told Cass that Wren was too soft and would ruin her. She made them compete for who changed her, who fed her, who put her to bed. She wrote: when they fought over me in front of me, I stopped picking either one. I packed and walked. Cass cried. Wren didn't speak to her for a week.

The marriage almost died because one diapered girl knew where to push.

My cunt clenched hard against the soaked core. Heat spread through the wet diaper. I had come three times yesterday strapped to the changing table while they argued downstairs about who owned my bedtime. I thought I was the one being used.

I was the lever.

I turned the page. Lila's handwriting got sloppier.

Cass edges forever. Wren gives too easy. Deny Cass your cooing. Give Wren your tears. Switch before they get comfortable. Make them beg for your mess.

A floorboard creaked in the hall. I shoved the notebook under my romper, against my bare stomach above the diaper waistband, and pulled the door shut with the tape half hanging.

Mommy Wren's voice floated from the kitchen. "Priya? Bottle time, baby."

I let my shoulders drop. I made my mouth go soft. I pushed a whimper up my throat that I did not need to fake entirely.

"I'm coming, Mommy."

She met me at the gate between the living room and the nursery wing, bottle already warm in her hand, smile wide and hungry for me. Cass stood at the counter with her tablet, eyes on me like I was a specimen.

"Someone's been exploring," Cass said.

My pulse kicked. The notebook pressed flat and hot against my skin.

"Closet was open," Cass said. "Tape's torn."

Wren's smile flickered. "Baby, you know we keep special things put away."

I latched onto Wren's wrist with both hands, the way Lila's notes said Wren needed. I buried my face in the crook of her arm and breathed her in, coconut and sweat.

"Scared," I mumbled into her skin. "Bad closet. Bad tape."

Cass set the tablet down. "Come here."

I clung harder to Wren.

"She's with me right now," Wren said, and the words came out sharper than her face. "You can wait, Cass."

Cass's jaw tightened. Victory tasted like metal at the back of my tongue. I had picked Wren in front of her without a single lie.

Wren led me to the soft nursery, the one with the quilt and the nightlight shaped like a moon. She sat in the rocking chair and pulled me into her lap, diaper and all. The bulk squished between us. She offered the bottle nipple to my lips.

"Sip for Mommy."

I took it and suckled slow, eyes on the doorway where Cass had not followed. Wren stroked my hair with one hand and rocked us with the other. Warm milk slid down my throat. My nipples hardened against the romper fabric.

"Good girl," Wren whispered. "My good girl."

I moaned around the rubber nipple on purpose. I let a little milk leak from the corner of my mouth and trail down my chin. Wren wiped it with her thumb and fed it back to me.

Footsteps in the hall. Cass.

"Changing table," Cass said from the doorway. "Check first. She's been wet too long."

Wren's hand stilled in my hair. "I just got her settled."

"Settled isn't dry."

I pulled off the bottle and turned in Wren's lap to look at Cass with wide wet eyes. "Stay," I said to Wren, small and broken. "Please stay, Mommy."

Wren's arms banded around me. "I'll change her in here. Soft mat. No table."

Cass stepped into the room. "Table. Protocol."

The air between them went tight. I hid my face in Wren's neck and counted my breaths. This was the game. This was the leash they had put on each other through me.

"Fine," Cass said. "Soft mat. But I'm checking."

She crossed to us and knelt. Her fingers hooked the diaper tapes at my hip and yanked. The cold air hit my skin. The diaper sagged open, heavy with piss and the slick stripe where I had leaked arousal into the diaper.

"Filthy," Cass said, voice flat. "Smell her, Wren. That's not just wet."

Wren inhaled against my hair. "She's overwhelmed. She's a baby."

"She's a slut leaking in her diaper." Cass spread me with two fingers, opening my swollen lips. "Look at this clit. Throbbing. She gets off on being checked."

I bucked against her hand before I could stop it. Shame burned my face and my cunt pulsed harder.

"See?" Cass said.

Wren caught my chin and turned my face to hers. "Do you need Mommy to take care of you?"

I nodded, tears real enough to sting.

"Say it," Cass said. "Say what you are."

The notebook dug into my ribs. Lila's rules scrolled behind my eyes.

"I'm a dirty diaper slut," I whispered.

"Louder."

"I'm a dirty diaper slut who cums in her own mess."

Cass's fingers slid through my slick folds and pinched my clit. I cried out. Wren shushed me and kissed my forehead.

"Gentle," Wren said to Cass.

"She doesn't get gentle until she earns it."

Cass stood and pointed at the changing mat in the corner. "Lay down. Arms up."

I obeyed. Wren helped lower me, the mat warm under my back. Cass pulled the romper off over my head and left me naked except for the open diaper bunched under my ass.

Cass fetched a wipe warmer from the shelf. Wren fetched a pacifier from the chain on her own wrist, not from the closet box. They moved around me like hands on the same clock, trying not to touch each other.

"Spread your legs," Cass said.

I let my thighs fall apart. The diaper bulk at my back pressed my ass up slightly. Cass cleaned me with slow strokes, wiping my cunt again and again until I was gasping.

"Stop making her shake," Wren said.

"She's shaking because she likes it."

Cass tossed the wipes aside and pulled on a fresh diaper from the stack, thick white with pink tape panels. She lifted my hips and slid it under me, powder puff snapping against my skin, then fastened the tapes tight. The new diaper crunched when I breathed.

"Sit up," Cass said.

Wren lifted me to sitting. Cass held something behind her back.

"Hands behind your head."

I laced my fingers at my nape. Cass brought out the wand, the big white hitachi with the cord already plugged into the wall.

"No," Wren said. "She's too raw."

"She opened the closet," Cass said. "She doesn't get to pretend she's fragile."

She pressed the wand head against the front of my diaper, right over my clit. The vibration traveled through the thick diaper into my already sore flesh.

I jerked. A moan tore out of me.

"That's one," Cass said. "Hold still."

The buzz filled my pelvis. Heat built fast behind the plastic-backed diaper. I tried to close my legs. Cass kicked them wider with her knee.

"Beg me to stop if you want to stop," Cass said.

The words landed wrong. Lila's notebook said Cass edges forever.

I shook my head. "Don't stop."

Wren's face crumpled. She reached for my hand. I pulled away from her and stared at Cass instead, performing the cruelty Lila had left in ink.

"Harder," I gasped at Cass. "Only Cass. Wren's too soft."

Wren stood up like I'd slapped her. She left the room without a word.

The door clicked.

Cass smiled for the first time all morning. Small. Sharp.

"Good pet."

She ground the wand harder into the diaper. The diaper compressed. My clit mashed against the inner lining. The wet sound of the vibration in soaked fibers made my ears ring.

"You're going to cum in that diaper and I'm not changing you until you thank me for it."

"Please."

"Beg, and I might let you."

I arched off the mat. "Please let me cum, Mommy. Please let your dirty diaper slut cum in her diaper. I need it. I'll be good. I'll be your good girl. Not hers. Yours."

Cass held the wand steady. My thighs trembled. The orgasm built and stalled, built and stalled, my cunt clenching on nothing while the buzz punished my clit through the barrier.

"Count for me."

"One… oh fuck… two… I can't… three…"

"You can. Say what you're doing."

"I'm cumming in my diaper like a pathetic little whore."

The crest broke. My pussy gushed into the fresh diaper. The diaper went warm and heavy between my legs. I screamed into the empty nursery where Wren had been.

Cass kept the wand there.

"That's one. You don't get to stop because you finished."

"No more," I sobbed. "Too much."

She turned the dial up.

My body convulsed. A second orgasm ripped through me harder than the first, oversensitive flesh spasming around empty air. Milk-warm wetness spread wider in the diaper. I bit my own wrist to keep from begging Wren's name.

Cass pulled the wand away. I collapsed, chest heaving, diaper sagging between my thighs.

"Stay," she said. "Don't touch."

She left me on the mat and walked out.

I lay there counting seconds. When the hall went quiet, I sat up, peeled the notebook from under the romper, and read the next page while my cunt still twitched.

Lila wrote: after I made Wren leave the room, Cass always broke protocol. She fucked me on the table with toys she wouldn't use on anyone Wren watched. She wants to win alone.

I wiped my eyes dry. I fixed my face into something small and lost. I crawled to the soft nursery door and whimpered down the hall.

"Mommy Wren?"

Her door was open. She sat on the edge of her bed, hands in her lap.

I crawled in and put my head on her knee. The wet diaper dragged on the floorboards.

"She hurt me," I lied, the lie soft and easy. "She used the wand too hard. She made me say terrible things about you."

Wren's fingers threaded into my hair. "Oh, baby."

"Hold me?"

She lifted me onto the bed. I curled into her, diaper squishing, and let her rock me. Her tits rose and fell under her thin shirt. I nuzzled there on purpose.

"You're safe with me," Wren said.

"I want only you tonight. Can I sleep in your room? Not the nursery. Not Cass's table."

Wren hesitated. "Cass won't allow it."

"Please." I looked up at her with wet lashes. "I'm scared of the table."

Her throat worked. "Okay. My bed. Just for tonight."

Downstairs a cabinet slammed. Cass's voice carried up the stairs, cold. "Wren. We need to talk about boundaries."

Wren kissed my forehead. "Rest, baby. Mommy's here."

I closed my eyes and listened to her heart. Lila left when she stopped picking. I would not stop picking. I would pick until they tore each other open, and then I would pick myself.

Night came without a real sunset, just the house dimming by degrees. Wren bathed me in her ensuite tub, diaper off, my skin pruned and pink. She washed my cunt with a soft cloth until I hid my face in her shoulder from how much I liked it.

"Cass is at the clinic late," Wren murmured. "It's just us."

She toweled me and put a new diaper on me in her bathroom, powder and tape, the ritual slow and sweet. She slid a plug into my ass before she fastened the diaper, lubed black silicone, medium girth, settling deep with a twist that made me gasp.

"Keep that in for Mommy," she said. "Secret."

I nodded. Secret weapons. Lila would have approved.

Wren dressed me in one of her oversized sleep shirts and led me to her bed. Satin sheets cool on my legs. The plug shifted when I climbed in. She dimmed the lamp and lay beside me, one arm under my head, one hand on my belly.

I waited twenty minutes until her breathing evened.

Then I slipped out of bed, took her phone from the nightstand where it charged, and opened the baby monitor app with the passcode she used for everything, her birthday. Four camera feeds glowed back at me.

Hall. Living room. Cass's clinical nursery. Soft nursery.

Cass stood at her changing table in the clinical feed, alone, unpacking toys from a locked drawer. Restraints. A strap-on harness. Anal beads thick as my thumb. She set them in a row like surgical tools.

She talked to someone on speakerphone, voice low.

"If she sleeps in your bed tonight, Wren, you undo everything."

Pause.

"I don't care that she's scared. She's manipulating you. She found Lila's things."

My blood went cold and hot at once.

"She's not Lila," Wren's voice said through the phone, tinny. "She's softer."

"She's playing you. Check the closet tape again tomorrow. See if she puts it back wrong to fake she never opened it."

Cass picked up the strap-on and buckled it around her hips over her scrubs pants.

"I'll prove it Friday. Exam night. You watch. You don't intervene."

Another pause. Wren's voice again, smaller. "What are you going to do to her?"

"Whatever it takes to make her pick."

Cass turned toward the camera. Her eyes looked straight into the lens like she could see me through it.

I set the phone down before my hands shook it off the stand. The plug in my ass pulsed with my heartbeat. Wren slept on, open mouth, one hand reaching for me in the sheets where I'd been.

Friday. Exam night. Cass would try to break me in front of Wren to prove I was Lila's ghost.

I crawled back into bed. I pressed my wet face to Wren's shoulder and planned.

Morning I would cry for Cass. Afternoon I would cum on Wren's fingers. Evening I would wet my diaper during dinner and beg Wren to change me at the table while Cass watched. I would switch until they both needed me more than they hated each other.

And before Friday I would read every page of Lila's notebook.

The closet had more than pacifiers. It had a map.

Cass wanted to prove I was the girl before.

Fine.

I would be her, on purpose, until the house bent the way I wanted it.

Wren stirred and pulled me closer, thigh sliding between my diapered legs, warm through the bulk.

"Shhh," she mumbled in her sleep. "Mommy's got you."

I arched into her and let out a small, calculated coo.

Down the hall, in the empty clinical nursery on the monitor I could still see in my head, Cass's toys waited in their row.

I smiled against Wren's neck where she couldn't see it.

Let Cass come for me Friday.

I already knew which woman I would run to after, and which one I would deny, and for how long.

The game wasn't theirs anymore.

It was mine.


Chapter 8: Both Ends

Wren's hands shook on the tape tabs.

Three in the morning. The nursery monitor hissed static from the corner. Cass's wing of the house stayed dark and cold through the wall. Wren had come alone, barefoot on the tile, hair loose down her back like she had been lying awake waiting for the wet alarm.

"Legs up, baby," she said. Her voice cracked on baby.

I lifted my hips off the changing pad. The old diaper came off in one heavy peel. Cool air hit my skin. My thighs were slick where I had leaked again, piss and something thicker from the plug Cass had left in me before bed. The smell rose between us, sharp and wrong in the quiet room.

Wren wiped me slow. The cloth was warm from the basin she kept on the warmer. She cleaned my cunt first, then my asshole, working around the black plug with careful fingers. Each pass made the plug shift and my hole clench. I bit the inside of my cheek. She had not turned the monitor off. Cass could be listening from the other nursery. I had been rationing my softness all week, giving Wren my head on her shoulder at bottle time, turning my face away when Cass changed me. Wren had gotten the scraps. Tonight her hands trembled like she was the one who needed changing.

"You're soaked through again," she whispered. "Poor thing."

She did not sound like a Mommy saying it. She sounded like a woman begging the words to stay true.

I stared at the ceiling mobile Cass had hung. Little stars that caught the night-light. My cunt throbbed around nothing. The plug sat deep and mean. I could still taste Cass from dinner, her fingers in my mouth making me thank her for each bite while Wren watched from the doorway with that hungry look she thought she hid.

Wren unfolded a fresh diaper, thick white, the kind that crunched loud when you walked. She lifted my ankles and slid it under me. The plastic backing was cool against my ass. Then she powdered me. The talc puffed warm from her palms. She rubbed it into my creases with too much care, like touch was the only currency she had left.

"Wren."

She flinched. Her eyes were red rimmed before any tears fell.

"Don't," I said. "Don't start."

She taped the left side. The right tab shook in her fingers. She pressed it down crooked. The diaper sagged heavy between my thighs, empty and waiting to be ruined again.

"I can't do another one," she said.

The words came out flat. No Mommy voice. No warmth painted on top. Just a woman at three in the morning with her marriage bleeding out and her hands on a grown woman's diaper tabs.

"Another what."

"Little." She gripped the crib rail. Her knuckles went white. "I can't lose another little. Cass won't survive it. I won't."

The monitor crackled. My pulse jumped. Somewhere in the cold wing Cass slept or pretended to. I had found the last little's things in the closet yesterday. A collar with someone else's name scratched off. A diary page about choosing Wren's bed over Cass's table. The marriage had nearly ended when she walked out. I had read it twice and put it back like a weapon I would need later.

Wren's forehead dropped against the crib rail. Her shoulders shook. The sound was small and ugly in the nursery, wet breath and swallowed sobs. Not the composed caregiver who bottle-fed me in the rocker and told me I was good. A wife who was losing.

I sat up on the changing table. The diaper crunched under me. The plug shifted and burned. Wren's hair smelled like her shampoo and salt.

"Come here," I said.

She shook her head. "I'm supposed to take care of you."

"You're falling apart on my diaper."

That got a broken laugh out of her. She let me pull her close. I guided her head down into my lap. The thick diaper pressed between us. Her tears soaked through the onesie Cass had snapped me into, warm spots spreading on my chest. I stroked her hair. My fingers shook too. If Cass saw this, the cold war would go hot.

Wren's arms locked around my waist. She held me like I was the crib and she was the baby. Her mouth pressed to my thigh through the diaper. The plastic rustled. Heat from her breath warmed the tape at my hip.

"She punishes you because she's terrified," Wren said into the diaper. "Every time you look at me instead of her, she thinks you're the next one who leaves. She thinks if she breaks you hard enough you'll stay in her room and need only her."

My clit pulsed against the empty bulk. Shame and want twisted together. I had been playing them like cards. Withholding. Granting. Watching them scramble. Wren sobbing in my lap was not a card I had played. This was the house showing me its throat.

"And you," I said.

She pulled back enough to look up. Mascara smeared under her eyes. "I need you to choose me. I know how sick that is. I know what we promised you. Shared little. Equal care. It's a lie. I need you to pick my crib anyway. I need you to need me more than her or we don't make it to next month."

The monitor hissed.

Footsteps in the hall.

Cass.

Wren froze. Her breath stopped. I kept my hand in her hair. The footsteps paused outside the door. The handle turned.

Cass stood in the doorway in a black robe, hair pinned tight, face blank the way it got when she was measuring a wound. Her eyes went to Wren on her knees between my spread thighs. To my hand on Wren's head. To the crooked diaper tape.

"Get up," Cass said.

Wren did not move.

"Get. Up."

Wren rose slow. She wiped her face with the back of her hand. Smeared worse. She could not look at Cass.

Cass stepped into the nursery. The tile was cold under her bare feet. She shut the door. The click echoed. She took the monitor from the shelf and turned it off. The hiss died. The room went too quiet.

"You don't comfort her," Cass said to me. "You don't hold my wife while she cries about you. You are what we cry about. You understand that."

I understood plenty. I also understood Wren's tears drying on my onesie and the power of who had broken first tonight.

"I understand you listen on the monitor," I said.

Cass's jaw tightened. "Legs apart."

Defiance came up fast and stupid. I had both ends of the leash now. Wren's need. Cass's fear. I could push. I should push.

I kept my thighs pressed together.

Cass crossed the room in two strides. She grabbed my chin and yanked my face up. Her fingers were ice from the hall.

"There is no version of this where you walk out unchanged," she said. "Spread your legs or I spread them for you and you won't like how."

My pulse hammered. The part of me that had walked in proud and capable screamed to spit in her face. The part that had come in Cass's room four times this week with her strap-on buried in my ass screamed something else.

I opened my legs.

The diaper sagged open at the crotch where the tapes had gone crooked. Cass looked at my wet skin, the plug's base, Wren standing useless to the side.

"You wet yourself like a broken toy," Cass said. "You let my wife sob on your diaper. You think that makes you in charge."

"I think it makes you scared."

Her hand cracked across my face. My head snapped. Heat bloomed on my cheek. Wren made a small sound. Cass did not look at her.

"On the floor. Hands and knees."

I slid off the changing table. The diaper crunched under my knees. Cass went to the drawer and pulled out what I dreaded. The thick black strap-on harness. The one with the ridged silicone cock that hurt going in and hurt worse staying in. She buckled it on over her robe without hurry. The rubber cock jutted obscene and heavy.

She tossed a wand vibrator to Wren. "Turn it on. Hold it on her clit. She doesn't come unless you do exactly what I say."

Wren caught the wand. Her hands still shook. She knelt beside me. The wand buzzed to life, a high angry whine. She pressed it to my diaper bulk from the outside, right over my clit. The vibration traveled through the plastic and diaper into my swollen flesh. I gasped.

"Thank her," Cass said.

"Thank you," I gritted out.

"Thank her for making you cum in your diaper like the slut you are."

Wren's voice was wrecked. "You're welcome, baby."

Cass lubed the strap-on with two rough pumps. She pulled the plug from my ass in one yank. My hole gaped and burned. Cool lube dripped down my crack.

"Say what you are."

"A diaper slut," I said. The words tasted like copper and want. "A piss-soaked little who cums in her diaper."

Cass pressed the cockhead to my asshole. "Again."

"A pathetic thing that needs her Mommies to change her and fuck her."

She pushed in. No warmup. The ridged silicone split me open inch by inch. I screamed into the tile. The wand buzzed harder against the diaper. Wren's free hand gripped my hip like she was anchoring herself to me instead of the other way around.

"Count," Cass said.

"One," I sobbed. "One, it's too much."

"You'll take all of it."

She bottomed out. Her hips slapped my ass. The diaper swayed heavy under me, grinding the wand's pressure into my clit with each thrust. Slick sounds filled the nursery, lube and stretch and the wet slap of rubber on skin. My asshole clenched and could not close around the girth.

"Two," Cass said. "That's two inches you took like a good hole. Say thank you."

"Thank you for fucking my ass."

She pulled almost out and slammed back. The wand whined. My clit swelled against the diaper. Heat built low and brutal. I was going to come in the diaper while Wren held the wand and Cass ruined my ass. The shame of it made me hotter.

"Three."

The orgasm hit wrong and fast. My cunt gushed into the fresh diaper. Warm slick spread through the diaper. I bucked and screamed. "I'm coming, I'm coming in my diaper, I'm a dirty diaper baby."

"Hold it on her," Cass told Wren. "Don't stop."

The wand stayed. The vibration tore through the aftershocks. Cass fucked through my spasms like my coming was just friction. My ass burned. My clit screamed. The diaper grew heavy and warm with piss and cum leaking out of me.

"That's one," Cass said. "You get four more."

"No," I tried. "Please, Mommy, too much."

She grabbed my hair and pulled my head back. Her mouth was at my ear. "You held my wife. You rationed your softness to cut me. You found Lena's things in the closet. You think I didn't know. You think this house belongs to you now."

My blood went cold inside the heat. She knew.

"You want both ends of the leash," Cass said. "Fine. I'll put you on both."

She pulled out of my ass. My hole gaped and dripped. She flipped me onto my back on the cold tile. Wren still held the wand to the soaked diaper. The smell of my mess rose sharp.

Cass straddled my face. Her robe fell open. Her pussy was shaved and slick. She ground down on my mouth. "Lick. Don't you dare stop."

I licked her clit while the wand buzzed on my diaper. Wren shifted the angle. The vibration found my hole through the wet diaper. Cass's thighs shook on my cheeks. She tasted bitter and clean at once.

"Wren. Inside her."

Wren's fingers found the diaper tape. She ripped the side tabs. The soaked bulk peeled open. Cool air hit my dripping cunt. Wren pushed two fingers into me without asking. My back arched off the tile.

"Three," Cass counted from above. "That's three for the way you made her cry on you."

Wren's fingers curled. The wand pressed direct to my clit now, skin to plastic to flesh. Cass rode my face harder. I could not breathe right. I licked and sucked and choked on her wet.

"Come for her fingers," Cass ordered. "Come on my wife's hand like the whore you are."

I came again. Harder. My cunt clamped on Wren's fingers. Fluid gushed over her knuckles and pooled on the tile under my ass. I moaned into Cass's pussy. She ground down and came on my tongue, sharp and sudden, her thighs locking my head. She tasted like victory and panic.

She rolled off my face. I gasped for air. Spit and her wet slicked my chin.

"On the table," Cass said. "Now."

Wren helped me up. My legs shook. The ruined diaper hung half off me. Cass stripped it away completely and tossed it in the bin. The sound of the heavy wet mass hitting plastic made me flinch.

She lifted me onto the changing table. The pad was cold under my bare ass. She buckled cuff restraints around my wrists to the table rails. My arms pulled taut above my head. She pushed a gag into my mouth, a rubber ball that filled my jaw and buckled behind my head. Drool leaked immediate.

"Wren. The beads."

Wren opened the drawer with trembling hands. She came back with the anal bead strand, thick silicone balls on a cord. Cass lubed them and pushed the first into my ass. My stretched hole took it greedy and wrong. Then the second. The third. Each one popped past the rim and burned.

"She takes five," Cass said. "You pull them out when I tell you."

She fitted a spreader bar between my ankles and locked it to the table stirrups. My cunt and asshole were open and displayed under the night-light. Wren stood at my feet, beads in hand, wand in the other.

Cass lubed a dildo, thick and curved, and pushed it into my cunt without preamble. I screamed around the gag. She set the fucking machine arm in place and locked the dildo to it. The machine whined. The dildo began to piston in and out of my pussy at a steady cruel pace.

"Turn the wand on low," Cass told Wren. "On her clit. Only low."

Wren obeyed. The low buzz was worse than high. It teased and never tipped me over. The machine fucked me steady. My cunt lips dragged on the silicone each stroke. Wet sounds obscene in the quiet.

Cass stood at my head. She took the gag out. Drool strung from my lip to the pad.

"Ask for it."

"Please let me come, Mommy."

"Which Mommy."

The trap. The leash on both ends.

I looked at Wren. Her eyes pleaded. I looked at Cass. Her face dared me to choose wrong.

"Both," I said. "Please, both my Mommies, let your dirty little come."

Cass's smile was thin. "Good girl."

"Wren. Pull one bead."

Wren pulled. The first ball popped free. My ass clenched empty. The machine kept pounding my cunt.

"Four," Cass said. "That's four. You don't come yet."

I sobbed. "Please, I'll do anything, I'm your diaper slut, your shared little, please."

"You are not shared," Cass said. "You are owned. By both of us. By whichever of us you try to play against the other. Say it."

"I'm owned by both my Mommies."

"Come."

Wren cranked the wand to high and yanked three beads at once. The machine slammed deep. Everything hit together. My orgasm ripped through me so hard my vision whited. I screamed Cass's name and Wren's name mixed together. Cunt juice sprayed around the dildo. My ass gaped and tried to close around nothing. The fourth orgasm rolled straight into a fifth before I could breathe. My body jerked against the cuffs. Drool and tears ran into my ears.

"That's five," Cass said. "One more."

"No more," I begged. "I'm ruined, I'm broken, please Mommy."

She nodded at Wren. Wren shoved the wand hard against my clit and held it there while Cass turned the machine to its fastest setting. The dildo blurred in and out of my swollen cunt. The last bead came out with a wet pop. My asshole gaped open and fluttered.

The sixth orgasm hurt. It tore out of me like punishment. I convulsed and gushed again, a messy flood down the crack of my ass onto the changing pad. My voice broke to nothing. Only animal sounds left.

Cass turned the machine off. She pulled the dildo free. My cunt gaped and dripped. She unbuckled the cuffs. I could not lift my arms. Wren wiped my face with a warm cloth. Cass removed the spreader bar.

Silence again. Different weight.

Cass sat on the stool by the table. She looked tired for the first time I had ever seen. Wren stood on my other side, fingers still sticky from my cunt.

"You heard her tonight," Cass said to me. "You heard what we are."

"I heard."

"There is no version of this where you walk out unchanged," she said again, quieter. "You know that now."

"I know."

Wren touched my knee. "Please don't leave."

Cass's eyes cut to her. Wren did not pull her hand away.

I sat up slow on the changing table. My ass ached. My cunt throbbed. The cold air raised goosebumps on my thighs. The nursery smelled like sex and powder and the sharp edge of piss from the bin.

"You both need me more than I need this diaper," I said.

Cass stood. "Careful."

"I'm not leaving tonight." I swung my legs over the edge. The tile was freezing on my bare feet. "But I'm done being the prize you fight over in the dark."

Wren's breath caught.

Cass opened her mouth. Closed it.

I reached for the fresh stack of diapers on the shelf. I picked the thickest one. Pink this time. Deliberate. I held it out to Cass.

"Change me," I said. "Both of you. Together. Or I walk to the closet, get Lena's collar, and put it on myself for whoever finds me first."

The monitor was off. The house held its breath. Wren moved first. Her hands steadied. Cass's jaw worked like she was swallowing glass. She took the diaper from me.

Wren lifted me under the arms. Cass slid the pink bulk under my ass. Their hands met at the tape tabs. Four hands. One diaper. One little between them.

My heart hammered. Not from fear. From the math finally lining up.

Tomorrow I would set the schedule. Tonight they had put me back in a diaper together because I told them to.

Cass taped the left side. Her finger brushed my hip. Almost gentle.

"Breakfast at seven," she said. "Bottle first. Then we'll see who you ask to feed you."

I smiled. Small. Mean. Warm.

"I'll let you know in the morning," I said.

Wren kissed my forehead. Cass did not stop her.

The nursery was still cold. My new diaper was warm and thick between my legs. Somewhere down the hall a clock ticked toward four. The marriage was still broken. The house was still theirs on paper.

But both Mommies had their hands on my tape tabs when I said jump.

And I had not jumped yet.


Chapter 9: As The Baby Says

I climbed onto Cass's changing table without a word from either of them and lay back on the cold vinyl like I owned the room. My thick white diaper sagged heavy between my thighs, piss-warm and obscene from the midnight flood Wren had changed me out of an hour ago. The overhead light clicked on. Cass stood in the doorway with her arms folded, scrub top tight across her chest. Wren hovered behind her, mascara still smeared from crying on my lap.

"You wanted a check," Cass said. Her voice was flat. Clinical. "You could have waited for me to call you in."

"I called myself in."

The vinyl stuck to the backs of my thighs. I spread my legs on purpose. The diaper bulked up loud between them, tape tabs still tight from Wren's hands. Cass's jaw tightened. Good. Let her see me choose this table. Let her taste what that meant.

Wren made a small sound. "Priya, baby, we should talk somewhere else."

"No." I looked at Cass. "Talk here. Where you grade holes and tape up sluts. Where you kept score on the last one who almost broke you."

Cass went still. The room smelled like alcohol wipes and the sweet rot of my wet diaper. I breathed it in and held it. My cunt throbbed against the soaked diaper anyway. Shame and heat in the same place. Always.

"You listened," Cass said.

"I listened to everything." I hooked a thumb under my diaper waistband and tugged. The tape pulled. "The cold war. The marriage you two are losing in slow motion. The last little who walked and nearly ended you. Me as prize, not pet. You competing for who I pick while you pretend to share."

Wren's hand went to her mouth.

Cass's eyes went hard. "You don't know what you're playing with."

"I know exactly." I sat up on the table. The diaper crunched. "I'm not traded between you. I'm not furniture in your war. This house runs my way now, or I walk out that door and take the last glue holding your marriage together with me."

Silence. Cass's nostrils flared. Wren was shaking.

"Say it," I told them. "Both of you. Out loud."

Wren whispered, "We need you."

Cass said nothing.

"Louder," I said. "Like you mean it. Like your marriage depends on it. Because it does."

Wren's voice broke. "We need you. Please don't leave."

Cass stared at me on her table, diapered, legs open, dictating terms from the place she used to own. Her throat worked.

"Fine," she said. "What do you want."

"Schedule. Rules. Who does what. I set it. You both do as the baby says." I lay back again. Spread wider. "Starting now. Wren. Get the wipes. Cass. You check me like you always do. But I tell you when."

Wren moved before Cass could stop her. Cass's hands curled into fists.

"You're making a mistake," Cass said.

"I'm making the only move left." I patted the vinyl beside my hip. "Check me, Mommy. Or I get dressed and leave wet."

Cass crossed the room. Her fingers hooked my diaper tapes. She peeled them slow, deliberate, like she could take back control by dragging it out. Cool air hit my skin. The front of my diaper dropped. My pussy was slick, swollen, shamelessly wet on top of the piss-soaked inner layer. The smell hit all three of us. Ammonia and cunt. My face burned. My clit jumped.

"Spread," Cass said. Old habit.

"I spread when I say." I kept my thighs together. "Ask."

Her eyes flashed. "Spread your legs for your check, baby."

I opened. The vinyl creaked under my ass. Cass's gloved finger slid through my folds without warning. I gasped. She pressed my clit hard, testing, grading. I hated how my hips rolled up to meet her.

"Soaked inside and out," she said. "Filthy little thing. Leaking in your own mess."

"Say you're sorry you treated me like a prize."

Cass's finger circled my clit. Cruel slow circles. "I'm sorry."

"Mean it."

"I'm sorry I treated you like a prize." Her voice cracked on the last word. Wren was crying again, quietly, wiping the table edge.

"Good." I grabbed Cass's wrist. "Now taste it. Prove you mean it."

She froze. Wren made a choked sound.

"You heard me." I pulled her gloved hand to my mouth. "Lick your fingers. Taste what your competition costs."

Cass pulled the glove off with her teeth. Two fingers, shiny with my slick and the diaper wetness, pressed to my lips first, then hers. She sucked them clean. Her face twisted. Salt and copper and piss-sweet. She swallowed.

"Again," I said. "From the source."

She bent between my thighs. Her tongue flat on my clit. I arched off the table. The shame was a fist in my chest. I came on her mouth in three hard pulses before I could stop it. She didn't pull away. She licked through it, slow, punishing thorough, and I sobbed once from how good and how wrong it was.

"That's one," Wren whispered.

"Count out loud," I told her. "Every time I cum, you count. Cass keeps going until I say stop."

Wren's voice shook. "One."

Cass's tongue worked my clit side to side. Two fingers pushed into my cunt, curling, scraping the front wall. The wet sounds were obscene in the clinical room. I grabbed her hair. Yanked her closer. My diaper hung open under me, heavy tail soaked through to the vinyl.

"Two," Wren said when I broke again, thighs clamping on Cass's head, juice slicking her chin.

Cass wiped her mouth with the back of her hand. "You think this wins you something."

"I think this is the start." I sat up, grabbed her collar, pulled her face to mine. I kissed her. Tasted myself on her tongue. "Strap on. Now. Wren, get the wand from the drawer. The big one."

Cass tried to pull back. I bit her lower lip. Not hard enough to bleed. Hard enough.

"Do as the baby says," I whispered, "or I walk."

She went to the cabinet. Black harness. Thick silicone cock, veined, mean-looking. Wren pulled out the Hitachi, cord already plugged in. My heart hammered. I was still on the table, diaper half off, ass sticky on vinyl, cunt dripping.

"Wren first," I said. "On your knees. Cass fucks your mouth while you hold the wand on me. I want to watch you choke."

Wren dropped to the tile. Cass stepped behind her, buckled the harness, slicked the cock with lube from the shelf. No tenderness. She gripped Wren's hair and fed the dick between her lips. Wren gagged, eyes streaming, and nodded when I pointed at my clit.

The wand buzzed on. I screamed. Too much, instant, brutal. Cass drove Wren's face forward on the cock while Wren held the vibrator pinned to my swollen clit through the mess of my open diaper. Pleasure ripped up my spine. I counted in my head because Wren couldn't speak.

"Three," I gasped out myself. "Fuck. Three."

Cass pulled out of Wren's mouth. Spit bridged Wren's lip to the silicone. "My turn on the table?"

"No. I stay here." I rolled to my stomach, yanked the ruined diaper out from under me, kicked it to the floor. It landed with a wet slap. "Cass. Fuck my ass. Wren. Under me. Lick my cunt while she does."

Cass lubed my asshole with two fingers, no prep speech, no warning. She stretched me open and pressed the cock in. I bit the vinyl edge. The burn was sharp, perfect. Wren slid beneath me on the low stool, tongue up into my pussy while Cass plowed my ass slow and deep.

"Say it," I grunted into the table. "Both of you. Who owns this house now."

Wren's tongue flicked my clit. "You do, baby."

Cass drove harder. The slap of her hips on my ass echoed off the tile. "You do."

"Wrong answer." I pushed back on her cock. "Who owns you."

Wren moaned against my cunt. "You do."

Cass's fingers dug my hips. "You."

"Good girl." The words came out of me like I'd always had them. "Harder. Wren, two fingers in my cunt. Work me open."

They obeyed. Cass railing my ass, Wren's fingers stuffing my pussy, tongue on my clit. I was a mess of spit and lube and sweat, asshole stretched around silicone, cunt clenching empty air between Wren's fingers. The fourth orgasm built brutal. I couldn't breathe.

"Four," Wren said into my slick.

Cass pulled out. "On your back. Now."

I rolled. My asshole gaped, twitching. Cass grabbed my ankles, pushed my knees to my chest, and drove back into my ass in one stroke while Wren clamped the wand to my clit again. I howled. The stretch, the buzz, the wrong perfect fullness.

"Mine," Cass said. Her voice dropped. Raw. "Mine. Say it."

My vision whited at the edges. She fucked my ass punishing fast while the wand hammered my clit. Wren held my wrists down on the vinyl.

"Say it," Cass demanded again. "Whose."

"I'm yours," I screamed. "Baby's yours. Both of you. Fuck. Five. That's five."

I came so hard I squirted on Wren's wrist. Cass didn't stop. She fucked me through it, through the oversensitive clench, until a sixth ripped out of me and I was begging in broken syllables.

"Six," Wren counted, crying and smiling like she'd been punched.

Cass pulled out. My asshole stayed open, leaking lube. She unbuckled the harness and tossed it aside. For a second she just looked at me wrecked on her table, then she went to the locked drawer I had never seen opened.

"Permanent," she said. "You want claiming. You get claiming."

She came back with a case. Inside, a collar. Soft leather, pink, with a small silver tag. And a branding pen, the kind for medical marking, sterile and cruel.

"Tag says what I put on it," I said. My chest heaved.

"Tag says what you put on it," Cass said. She held it out.

I took the pen. Wrote on the tag with a shaking hand. One word. Mine.

Wren fastened the collar around my throat. Click. The tag rested in the hollow. Cass kissed it.

"Rules," I said. One nursuries. One schedule. I pick who changes me, who feeds me, who sleeps beside me. You compete by being better, not by cutting each other down. The monitor comes down. No more listening games. You tell me the truth or I leave."

Wren nodded fast. "Yes, baby."

Cass wiped lube from her hands. "The last little never got a vote."

"That's why she left." I sat up. Legs dangling off the table. Ass sore. Collar heavy. "I got smart."

I pointed at the wall calendar. "Breakfast at eight. Bottle at ten. Nap at two unless I say otherwise. Cass does morning changes. Wren does night. You switch off who sleeps in the crib room with me by week. The other sleeps in the bed. No punishment for telling me you're jealous. You tell me, I decide."

Cass opened her mouth. Closed it. "And if we break rules."

"Then I take the collar off and I go." I touched the tag. "And your marriage ends."

Wren came to the table and rested her forehead on my knee. Cass stood rigid, then bent and pressed her lips to the collar tag. The metal was cool against her mouth.

"Say the house words," I told them.

Wren looked up. "As the baby says."

Cass echoed her, quiet, beaten, hot. "As the baby says."

I slid off the table. My legs wobbled. Wren caught me. Cass pulled a fresh diaper from the shelf, thick white, tape loud in the quiet room. She didn't ask. She waited.

"Change me," I said. "Then we move my crib."

I let Cass lift me back onto the table one last time that night. She powdered me, taped me up, the ritual hers but the timing mine. Wren wheeled the crib through the connecting door while Cass carried me, diaper crinkling, collar tag clicking soft against my throat.

The two nurseries became one. Pink walls on one side, white clinical tile on the other, meeting in the middle where I pointed. Wren's soft blankets and Cass's measuring chart on the same wall. The baby monitor smashed in the trash can downstairs, Wren's idea, Cass didn't argue.

Cass hung the household key on the hook I chose by the crib. Eye level for me when I stood. Low enough that they had to bow to take it.

I climbed into the crib. Let them tuck me in. Diaper heavy. Collar on. Wren kissed my forehead. Cass kissed the tag.

"Sleep," I said. "Tomorrow we start the new schedule. And Cass."

She paused at the gate.

"Bring your laptop to breakfast."

Her eyes narrowed. "Why."

"Because I saw the half-finished listing. Fourth little." I pulled the blanket to my chin. "Next time, I do the interview."

Cass's breath caught. Wren looked between us, wiped her eyes, laughed once, broken and relieved.

I turned on my side. The diaper warmed under me. The collar pressed my throat with each swallow. Down the hall, their bed or the couch, whoever lost the week. Upstairs, my house.

Wren clicked the light to dim.

"As the baby says," she whispered.

I smiled in the dark, already planning tomorrow's rules, and let sleep take me while the key hung where I put it and both my Mommies went to bed on my schedule for the first time.


Chapter 10: The Fourth Listing

Morning light hit the new paint on the far wall first, pale green where two old rooms used to fight each other through a door that no longer existed. I sat up in the wide crib and listened to the house breathe. One nursery now. My nursery. The key to the merged room hung on a pink ribbon from the crib rail, right where I tied it three weeks ago. Wren could reach it if she stood on her toes. Cass could take it down in one clean pull. Neither of them had touched it since I put it there.

I swung my legs over the rail. The thick diaper between my thighs crinkled loud in the quiet. White, taped tight, still dry from the night. I had asked for that. No midnight floods unless I wanted them. The bulk pressed my cunt when I dropped to the rug. Heavy. Warm from my skin. Mine.

Wren came through the archway with a bottle already made. Steam curled off the nipple. She wore the soft cotton dress I picked for morning shifts, hair loose, no makeup. She knelt and held the bottle out like an offering.

"Good morning, baby," she said. "You said seven. It is seven."

I took the bottle. Warm latex against my lips. "Wren feeds first today. Then Cass does the check. Then playtime on the big mat unless I change the list."

Wren's mouth twitched. Not a flinch. A swallow. "Yes, baby."

I drank. Sweet formula filled my mouth. My nipples hardened under the oversized sleep shirt they both had to keep washing because I refused anything that fit my old body right. The shame still lived in that. Good. I wanted it there. It meant I had not gone numb.

Cass appeared in the doorway with her tablet and a folded stack of diapers. Clinical white scrubs. Hair pinned. She looked at the key on the ribbon, then at me, then at Wren on her knees.

"Schedule posted?" Cass asked.

"On the fridge," I said around the bottle. "You both read it before you came in. Do not make me repeat it."

Cass set the diapers on the changing table I had moved to the center of the room. My table now. The vinyl pad gleamed under the morning window.

"Check first or play first?" Cass said.

"You check. I said that."

"You said that yesterday too."

"And today I still mean it."

Cass came to me. Her fingers hooked the waistband of my diaper and tugged. The tapes held. She did not rip them. She waited. I spread my knees on the rug and let her look.

Dry. Clean. The powder smell from last night's change still clung to the inner lining. Cass pressed two fingers against the front panel and rubbed once, testing weight. The crinkle made my clit jump.

"Good girl," Cass murmured. "Dry little baby. You held it all night like you promised."

My face burned. I kept drinking from the bottle. "Do not praise me for basic control. Do the inspection or go make coffee."

Cass's laugh was thin. She peeled the tapes. Cool air hit my shaved cunt. She spread me with gloved fingers, clinical, slow. Two fingers slid through my slit. I was already wet there, slick from waking up in charge of everything.

"She's dripping," Cass called to Wren. "Not from piss. From this."

Wren stayed on her knees. "Baby gets wet when she runs the house. We know."

I pulled the bottle out. "Put me on the table. Full check. Then you two earn your morning."

Cass lifted me. The diaper dropped to the rug, heavy even empty. She set me on the vinyl pad. My ass stuck to the cold surface. I put my feet in the stirrups I made them install. Spread wide. Exposed. The window light hit my cunt and my asshole like a spotlight.

Cass snapped on a fresh glove. Lubed fingers circled my ass first. One pushed in. I clenched, then opened. Three weeks of their schedule and my rules had trained my body to expect morning use.

"Still tight at the rim," Cass said. "Good. Wren, plug drawer. The pink one. She asked for weight today."

Wren brought the plug. Thick silicone, flared base, already slick with lube. Cass worked it in slow while her other hand rubbed my clit in hard circles. The stretch burned sweet. The plug seated with a obscene pop. My hole clenched around the neck.

"Say it," Cass said.

"I'm your diapered little slut," I said. The words came easier now. That scared me less than it should. "I'm your kept baby who runs your fucking house."

"Again."

"I'm a wet cunt in a dry diaper until you make me mess it."

Cass pinched my clit. I jerked against the stirrups. "You will thank me when it is done."

She always said that before she wrecked me. Today it landed different. I had made her say my rules out loud last month. Now she said her old line and I chose to stay for it.

Wren climbed onto the table between my legs. No strap yet. Just her mouth on my cunt while Cass twisted the plug. Wren's tongue found my clit and sucked. I grabbed her hair. Not gentle. I pulled her closer.

"Two fingers in my pussy," I ordered. "Cass, fuck the plug. Wren, do not stop."

Cass pushed the plug in and out in short strokes. Wren slid two fingers inside me, curling up. The table rocked. My thighs shook. The first orgasm built fast, too fast for pride.

"Count it when I cum," I gasped. "Out loud. Both of you."

"Yes, baby," Wren said against my cunt.

Cass drove the plug deep and held it. Wren sucked my clit hard. I came screaming, back arching off the vinyl, asshole clamping on the plug. Spasm after spasm rolled through my cunt around Wren's fingers. I squirted on her chin. She licked it without being told.

"One," Wren said, voice steady. "Good girl came on my face."

Cass pulled the plug out. My asshole gaped open, pink and slick. "Not done. Baby said earn your morning."

I was still twitching when Cass strapped the harness on. Black silicone cock, thick, curved up. She did not ask. She lubed it and pressed the head to my ass.

"Beg for it in your words," Cass said.

"Fuck my ass on the table you used to own. Fuck your little owner's shit hole until I can't sit."

Cass pushed in. One long stroke to the base. I howled. The burn lit my whole core. Wren held my knees apart. Cass fucked me slow at first, each drag making my ass ring burn around her cock.

"Touch my clit with the wand," I panted. "The pink one. Low. Do not you dare turn it high yet."

Wren grabbed the wand from the shelf. Buzz filled the room. She pressed it to my clit through the first setting. My cunt leaked down my ass crack onto Cass's thrusts. Wet sounds. Squelch. Slap of Cass's hips on my thighs.

"Faster," I said.

Cass pounded harder. The table creaked. My tits bounced under the sleep shirt. I pulled the shirt up and pinched my own nipple raw because I could not wait for permission.

"Two coming," I choked out. "Count it. Do not stop fucking."

Cass did not stop. Wren turned the wand up one notch. I shattered. Ass clamping on the cock. Cunt spasming empty. I screamed Cass's name and then Wren's like they were saints. Cum dripped out of my pussy in strings.

"Two," Cass said, voice clipped. "Greedy hole."

"More," I said. "I want three before bottle two."

Wren put the wand down and climbed up to straddle my face. She hiked her dress. No panties. Her cunt was shaved, slick, lips swollen.

"Make me cum while she fucks your ass," Wren said. "That was on the list too."

I licked her clit. She tasted like soap and sex. Cass rammed my ass brutal now, no mercy, hips snapping. My tongue worked Wren's cunt while my ass took every inch. The shame and the power twisted together until I could not tell which one made me wetter.

Wren ground on my mouth. "That's it, baby. Tongue in my hole. You own us and you still eat pussy like a desperate slut."

I moaned into her. Cass reached under and shoved three fingers in my cunt. Stuffed full both ends. I came again without warning, ass and cunt clenching together, muffled scream lost in Wren's thighs.

"Three," Wren gasped. She came on my face a second later, thighs shaking, juice smearing my chin.

Cass pulled out. My asshole stayed open, twitching. She slapped my cunt once. "Turn over. Diaper after. Baby wants the mat."

I rolled onto my stomach, legs hanging off the table. Cass did not give me rest. She pushed the plug back in my ass, then slid under me on the table, cock harness swapped for a double-ended toy she strapped to her hips facing up. Wren helped me sit on it, cunt sinking down on the thick silicone while the plug filled my ass.

"Ride," Cass said. "Show me how the baby uses her Mommies."

I rode Cass on the changing table, diaper supplies falling to the floor. Wren stood at my back, hands on my tits, pinching nipples through the shirt. The double fullness made me stupid. I bounced hard, chasing a fourth crest.

"Faster, baby," Wren whispered in my ear. "Cum in your empty diaper after. You wrote that on the list. Do not skip your own rules."

I laughed broken. I had written that. Me. Last Sunday. I chose the mess.

Cass thrust up into my cunt. The plug shifted in my ass. Wren's fingers found my clit again. Four hit like a fist. I came so hard I pissed. Warm flood spread down my thighs, splashing Cass's hips, dripping off the table edge. No diaper on. Just raw shame and heat pouring out of me.

"Four," I sobbed. "Fuck. Four."

"Good," Cass said. "Messy baby. You planned this."

Wren wiped my thighs with a wipe, clinical again, then kissed my neck. "We clean you. Then the mat. Then lunch. You nap at two unless you change it."

They dried me. Cass lifted me down. Wren taped me into a fresh thick diaper, white, crinkling loud. The warm piss smell trapped against my skin when they pressed the front panel tight. My clit throbbed under the bulk.

I walked to the play mat by the window. Not waddling from weakness. From thickness. The diaper forced my thighs apart. I liked the weight. I picked the mat's location. I picked the color. Seafoam green. Wren and Cass followed me like attendants.

"Sit," I said.

They sat cross-legged on either side. I stood over them, diaper crinkling, bottle in hand from the side table.

"Open," I told Wren.

She opened her mouth. I fed her a sip of my formula. Then Cass. The reversal made my cunt clench in the wet diaper.

"Read the laptop later," I said. "After nap. I want to see the draft."

Cass blinked. "You know about that?"

"I know everything in this house now. That is the deal you both signed on my table."

Wren looked at Cass. Cass looked at the floor.

"After nap," Cass agreed.

I finished the bottle. Wren patted my diaper front and checked the tapes without being asked. Dry outside. Wet inside from cum and piss and sweat. The bulk squished when I dropped to the mat between them.

"Playtime means worship," I said. "Wren licks my diaper until I cum again. Cass holds the wand on my tits. Low first."

Wren put her face between my spread knees and mouthed my padded cunt through the diaper. The soggy panel from earlier piss pressed on my clit. Heat and shame rolled together. Cass put the wand to my nipple. Buzz through cotton. My head fell back.

"Five," I whispered before it even started. "Make it five."

Wren sucked the wet spot through the plastic backing. The crinkle turned obscene. Cass turned the wand up. I ground into Wren's mouth, humping the heavy diaper against her face. The fifth orgasm dragged out long, cruel, oversensitive. I sobbed through it, fingers in Wren's hair, calling myself their kept diaper whore out loud because they made me and because I meant it now.

"Five," Cass counted. "Baby broke again."

I lay on the mat panting, diaper sagging warm, thighs slick inside the plastic. Wren unhooked the key from the crib rail and brought it to me. She put it in my palm and closed my fingers around it.

"You still want it here?" she asked.

"Yes. Hang it back. I like watching you both walk past it every day."

Wren tied the ribbon on the rail. Cass pulled a blanket over my legs.

"Nap at two," I murmured. "Wake me at four. Read the draft aloud. No hiding."

I slept with the key in sight and their footsteps in the hall, two women who used to tear the house apart now moving on my clock.

At four Cass woke me with a cool wipe on my face. Fresh diaper. Powder. She changed me without rush while Wren made tea in the adult kitchen down the hall. The nursery smelled like clean vinyl and warm skin.

"Laptop," I said.

Cass brought it to the mat. Screen glow. A half-finished listing document. Subject line: *Third caregiver sought. Shared household. Strict structure.*

My stomach flipped. Not fear. Appetite.

Wren read over Cass's shoulder. "That is old language."

"Draft from before the merge," Cass said. "I never posted it."

I sat up in my fresh diaper. Crinkle. Authority in the sound now, not humiliation alone.

"Read the first line," I told her.

Cass scrolled. "'Warm, capable adult sought for dual-Mommy home. Must accept diaper protocol, bottle schedule, shared inspection duties.'"

"Delete shared," I said. "Read what you wrote in paragraph four."

Cass swallowed. "'Candidate will be evaluated by both Mommies. Final placement by consensus.'"

I took the laptop. My fingers were steady. I highlighted *both Mommies* and typed *household lead* instead. I changed *consensus* to *lead approval required*.

"There," I said. "That is the truth now."

Wren sat beside me. "You want a fourth?"

"I want the option," I said. "Same as you wanted me. But I interview. I ask the questions. You two sit and watch and do not speak unless I tap your knee."

Cass's jaw worked. "You will thank me when it is done."

I looked at her. "I thanked you last month when you strapped me down and I still came. I thank you now by staying. Do not confuse those."

Wren laughed, soft and real. First laugh in this house that did not sound like a weapon.

"She passes," Wren said to Cass. "Our baby passes the interview before the interview exists."

Cass closed the laptop. "Fine. When you say. Your listing. Your rules."

I handed the laptop back. "Post nothing until I say. Half draft stays half. Like me once."

Evening came pink through the nursery window. I chose dinner in the big bed they pushed against the far wall. Cass fed me pasta cut small. Wren wiped my mouth. I drank wine from a sippy cup because I had asked for it as a joke and then kept it.

After dishes they returned for night routine. Cass on my left. Wren on my right. Diaper off. Shower in the ensuite they installed on my order. Warm water on my asshole, still tender from morning. Wren washed my cunt with a soft cloth. Cass dried me.

"Night diaper," I said. "Double thick. Pink. I might wet on purpose."

"Yes, baby," they said together.

They taped me in. Pink plastic loud against my thighs. Wren clicked the pacifier chain to my collar. Cass hung the key back on the crib rail exactly where I wanted it.

I climbed into the wide crib. They tucked the blanket under my chin.

"Sleep in the guest room," I told them. "Or together. Your choice. I do not trade you anymore."

Wren kissed my forehead. Cass kissed my temple, lingering.

"Wake at seven?" Cass asked.

"Seven," I said. "Wren first. Unless I change it overnight."

They turned off the main light. Night light glowed soft on the merged walls. One room. One crib. One key on a ribbon. One little who was still padded and bottled and kept, and who had ended their cold war by refusing to be their prize.

I pressed my hand to the thick pink diaper. Warm already. My cunt ached sweet from five orgasms and the promise of more rules tomorrow. I could leave. The door was not locked. The key was right there.

I did not want to.

That was the whole book. Not surrender. Choice. I chose the leash because I held both ends now.

Somewhere down the hall Cass opened the laptop again. I heard the keys click. A new line typed. I would read it in the morning. I would edit it. I would pick the fourth if there ever was one, same way they picked me, except this time the baby would ask the questions and the Mommies would wait for my tap on their knees.

I sucked the pacifier and closed my eyes. The diaper crinkled when I rolled onto my side. Weight. Warmth. Texture. Mine.

The house slept on my schedule. I kept it that way.
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