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Chapter 1: The Laminated Lease

Mara’s thumb pressed the laminate flat against the fridge door while my duffel strap still bit my shoulder. Three stiff pages hung from one alphabet magnet, glossy and cold under her palm. The kitchen hummed. I had not put my bag down yet.

“Page one has to lie flat,” she said, like I had already broken a rule I had not read.

Joss stood at the breakfast bar with a printed stack in his hand. No hello. No handshake. His eyes went to my duffel, then my shoes, then the threshold between the mudroom and the kitchen tile.

“Shoes off before tile,” he said. “House rule. You do not track the trial in.”

I toed one sneaker off. The tile was warm under my sock, warmed from below, like the whole craftsman house ran on a hidden thermostat aimed at skin.

Mara peeled page one off the magnet and held it out. Laminated words caught the under-cabinet light.

RULE ONE: TRIAL DAUGHTER CHECKS IN BARE AND DIAPERED BEFORE CROSSING THE THRESHOLD.

My stomach dropped. My cunt clenched anyway, traitor heat I had no right to carry through a front door I needed.

“I have a deposit,” I said. “Cash. In the bag.”

“You do not pay deposit,” Mara said. “You pay compliance. Thirty nights. Placement Review on the thirtieth. Free rent for a good girl. Read page two when Joss is done speaking.”

Joss cleared his throat. The sound was dry, official, like a lease reading in a room that smelled like lemon cleaner and warm wood.

“Trial lease,” he said. “Day one of thirty. Twenty-nine nights remain after tonight. You may leave any night before the thirtieth with forty-eight hours notice and forfeit nothing but time. On the thirtieth night, Placement Review. You ask to be kept, or you are put back out. No negotiation after that circle on the calendar.”

He tapped the wall calendar by the fridge. A red marker ring swallowed one date at the far end of the month. THIRTIETH NIGHT, PLACEMENT REVIEW. The ink looked wet, fresh.

“Rule two,” he said, and Mara swapped the page.

RULE TWO: MOMMY BATH ON ARRIVAL. DADDY INSPECTS. NO CLOTHING CROSSES THE THRESHOLD UNTIL PLACED.

“I am not…” I started.

“You are broke,” Joss said, flat. “You are in the program on deferral. You are one eviction notice from couch-surfing until your thesis rots. You are here because the ad said rent for rules, and you answered anyway. Drop the bag in the mudroom. Strip in the bath. Mara runs the water. I inspect. Then you get your diaper and your name on the chair.”

He pointed at the breakfast bar. A highchair sat bolted to the floor like it belonged in a bar stool row, adult-sized, metal frame, wide plastic tray, a strip of masking tape on the back with a blank place-card waiting.

My face burned. The heat slid straight to my clit. Shame and want twisted together until I could not tell which one made me wet.

I left the duffel. Mudroom walls closed in, low ceiling, hooks for coats I would never use. Mara’s hand on my lower back guided me, not gentle, not rough, just certain.

“Temperature matters,” she murmured near my ear. “You will learn that. Cold shame makes girls lie. Warm water makes them honest.”

The bathroom door shut. Steam hit my face before I finished unbuttoning my shirt. Mara turned the tap with her wrist, testing heat against the inside of her forearm, the way you test milk.

“Arms up,” she said.

I raised them. She stripped me like laundry, quick, practiced. Bra off. Jeans pooled at my ankles. Panties stuck to me, slick proof I had been lying to myself in the car the whole drive over.

She did not comment. She only folded my clothes into a wire basket labeled WITHDRAWN until PLACED.

“Step in.”

The tub was deep. Water climbed my calves, my thighs, my hips. Heat opened my pores and my mouth at the same time. I sank until the water lapped under my tits.

Mara poured something from a pink bottle. Bubbles rose sharp with a sweet chemical fruit smell.

“Knees apart,” she said. “Hold the rim.”

I held porcelain. Cold rim, hot water, my nipples tight above the surface.

Her soapy hand slid between my legs. Fingers parted my lips without asking. I jerked.

“Stay,” she said. “Intake bath. Every fold. Every hole we will use or plug or diaper.”

Two fingers circled my clit once, twice, enough to make me gasp, not enough to finish anything. She washed my asshole with the same calm she used on my elbows. Inserted one finger, shallow, twist, withdraw. The squelch was obscene in the quiet bathroom.

“You clench,” she said. “Daddy will note that.”

The door opened. Joss filled the frame, sleeves rolled, eyes on my exposed chest.

“Out,” he said. “Towel on hair only. Stand on the mat.”

I stood dripping on a rubber mat with my skin pink from heat and scrubbing. Water ran down my belly, traced through my pubic hair, dripped from my cunt lips. The bathroom fan whirred, a thin high sound that made every drop audible.

Joss circled me once. His hand cupped one breast, weighed it, pinched the nipple until I hissed.

“Turn.”

I turned. His palm spread my ass cheeks. Cold air on my wet holes after all that warmth.

“Bend.”

I bent. His thumb pressed my asshole, then my cunt, checking wetness the way a mechanic checks oil.

“She is soaked,” he said to Mara. “Not from bath water.”

“She answered the ad,” Mara said from the sink, voice soft, almost kind. “They always soak.”

Joss’s finger pushed into my pussy, one knuckle, two, curl upward against the front wall. My thighs shook.

“You will do exactly as I say,” he said at my ear.

I nodded, dumb, hungry, hating how my hips tilted back for more.

“Say it.”

“I will do exactly as you say.”

He pulled out. Slapped my ass once, crack echoing off tile.

“Diaper first. Then threshold. Then rules on the fridge get your initials.”

Mara opened a cabinet I had not seen from the tub. Stacks of thick white adult diapers, crinkle-wrapped, bulging in their plastic.

“Step in,” she said, patting the closed lid of the toilet.

I sat. Paper crackled as she unfolded one, wide, padded, designed for an adult body with thick thighs and a full ass. The inner lining was soft blue. Powder dusted my skin, cool against my flushed heat.

She lifted my hips. The diaper slid under me, snug, forcing my legs apart. Tape tabs pulled tight across my hips with a rip like gift wrap torn under a fist.

“Stand.”

The diaper bulged between my legs, heavy even dry, warm from her hands and my skin. Every step crinkled loud enough that I could not pretend this was a secret.

Joss blocked the mudroom door.

“Threshold check,” he said. “Say rule one.”

My voice came out thin. “Trial daughter checks in bare and diapered before crossing the threshold.”

“Cross.”

I crossed from bath tile to kitchen tile. The crinkle followed me like a broadcast. Mara smiled at the fridge, smoothing page two now, aligning corners with the magnet.

Joss set the rule stack on the counter and pulled a black case from under the bar. My pulse jumped.

“Inspection continues,” he said. “Tray up.”

He clicked the case open. A pink wand vibrator. A silicone plug, medium, glossy. Nipple clamps on a chain.

“Hands on tray,” Mara said, rolling the highchair out with her hip. The tray locked at chest height. “You eat here when told. You sit when told. Place-card goes on when you earn your name tonight.”

I gripped the tray edge. Plastic bit my palms. Joss stepped behind me.

“Spread.”

I spread my legs until the diaper strained, crinkling, the bulk rubbing my inner thighs.

He did not take the diaper off. He pressed the wand through the diaper, right on my clit, vibration humming through layers of fluff and plastic backing. My knees buckled. The chair caught me.

“Stay up,” he said. “You come in the diaper before you sit for dinner. That is rung one.”

The wand buzzed harder. Heat built under the pad, my clit swelling against compressed fluff. Mara tore page three off the fridge and held it where I could read through tears.

RULE THREE: ORGASMS ARE LOGGED. ASK PERMISSION. THANK THE HAND THAT GIVES THEM.

“Please,” I choked out. “Please, I…”

“Please what,” Joss said, wand grinding slow circles that made the diaper squelch as my cunt leaked into it.

“Please let me come. Please, Daddy.”

The word Daddy left my mouth and my whole body tried to crawl out of my skin and into the vibration at once.

“Count your night,” Mara said softly. “Day one. Twenty-nine left. You want the roof? You log the orgasm.”

“One,” I gasped as the wand spiked. “Thank you. Thank you, Daddy.”

I came in the diaper, hard, humiliating, warmth spreading in the pad like my bladder had let go, though it was only cum soaking the lining. The crinkle turned wet-sounding, sodden. My asshole pulsed empty, wanting fill. Joss kept the wand on my clit, riding out the aftershocks until I sobbed.

“One logged,” he said. “Plug next. You do not close until I say.”

He untaped one side, folded the front down, exposed my swollen clit and dripping lips. Cool air, then his fingers wiping me with a baby wipe, cold packet smell mixing with my mess.

“Look at the chair,” Mara said.

I looked. She wrote on the place-card in marker, slow strokes.

ELLIE, TRIAL

“Not permanent until you ask on night thirty,” she said. “Tonight it is tape. Tomorrow it might be laminate.”

Joss lubed the plug, pressed it to my asshole. Burn, stretch, pop past the ring. My hole clenched around the base.

“Good girl,” he said, mean and flat. “Now you are full front and back.”

He retaped the diaper, patted the bulk. The plug shifted inside me when I breathed.

“Sit,” Mara said.

The highchair creaked. My diaper spread under me on the wide seat, plug seated deep, wand still in Joss’s hand. Mara set a bowl on the tray. Oatmeal, real food, steam rising.

“You eat while Daddy reads,” she said. “You do not spill. Spills earn corner time in the nursery.”

Joss read rule pages four through nine while I took shaking spoonfuls. Rent zeroed. Curfew. No locked doors inside the house. Mommy mornings, Daddy evenings. Chastity optional until week two. Diaper checks at wake, lunch, bed. Corner time for sass. Thesis work allowed two hours daily if behavior green.

Every word landed like another lock clicking.

“Rule ten,” he said. Mara held the last laminate sheet.

RULE TEN: THE NURSERY IS NOT PUNISHMENT. IT IS WHERE YOU LEARN TO STAY.

My spoon clattered.

“Finish,” Joss said. “Then we walk you to your room. You will see where the chart lives.”

I swallowed glue-thick oats. The diaper was warm now, heavy with my first mess, plug nudging deep when I squirmed.

Mara wheeled me off the bar stool track by the shoulders, not letting me walk yet, like my legs could not be trusted. Down a hall, past framed photos of ordinary life that did not match the highchair in the kitchen. A door opened on a spare room painted soft yellow, crib-style railing on a full adult bed, a changing table bolted to the wall, adult size, vinyl pad, straps coiled at the sides.

A gold-star sticker chart hung beside the dresser. Blank rows. A binder underneath labeled GROWTH in plain black marker. I only saw the spine. Mara covered it with a folded blanket before I could stare.

“Trial room,” she said. “You sleep diapered. You wake for Mommy change or you wake for Daddy consequence. Your thesis stays in the drawer unless you earn distraction.”

Joss set the wand and the plug case on the dresser.

“On the bed,” he said. “On your back. Diaper up.”

I crab-walked onto the mattress, crinkle loud against vinyl. Mara strapped my wrists to the rail with soft cuffs, quick release, still cuffs.

“Second orgasm is not a gift,” Joss said. “You beg for it with the words on the card.”

Mara held the place-card up.

ELLIE, TRIAL

“Say what you are tonight,” Joss said, turning the wand on low, trailing it up my inner thigh over the diaper tape.

“A trial daughter,” I whispered.

“Louder.”

“A trial daughter in a wet diaper. A broke grad student who traded rent for rules.”

“And what do you want.”

My throat closed. The part of me that wrote papers and paid late fees screamed to run. My cunt pulsed around nothing, clit fat against the soaked pad.

“I want to stay,” I said. “I want the thirty nights. I want…”

“You want to come like a slut in your intake diaper,” he finished. “Ask.”

“Please let me come again. Please use the wand on my dirty diaper slut clit. Please, Daddy. Please, Mommy.”

Mara kissed my forehead, maternal and wrong. “Good pet. Hold still.”

Joss pressed the wand hard where the diaper was darkest. Vibration slammed through wet fluff into my raw clit. The plug in my ass made every pulse double. I arched against the cuffs, rails creaking.

“Two,” I screamed when he let me tip over. “Two, thank you, thank you…”

Cum gushed again, heavier, the diaper heavy between my legs, the mess spreading while the wand did not move away. Squelch, squelch, each spasm louder than the last. I choked on spit. Tears ran into my hair.

Joss clicked the wand off. Mara unstrapped one wrist, guided my hand to the sticker chart.

“Put your star for night one,” she said. “Gold. Right there.”

My shaking fingers pressed a star on the row for obedience. The sticker crackled small and bright.

“Place-card,” Joss said.

We returned to the kitchen. My legs wobbled, diaper sagging, plug still buried. Mara tore the masking tape strip, fed the card through a handheld laminator on the counter. Heat smell, plastic sealing my name.

She taped ELLIE, TRIAL to the highchair back where I would see it every breakfast.

“Sit,” she said.

I climbed into the chair. The tray locked. My used diaper squashed under my weight, a wet flattening sound, clit still tender. Joss poured water into a sippy cup without a joke in his face.

“Last item,” he said. “Day one checklist.”

He clicked a pen, read from the printed stack.

“Diapered intake. Bath logged. Two orgasms logged. Rules read. Name on chair. Star on chart. Twenty-nine nights to Placement Review.”

Mara turned the calendar page so the red circle faced me straight on.

“You eat,” she said, setting applesauce on the tray. “You think about what asking to stay will cost on night thirty. You sleep in this diaper until I change you at six. If you touch without permission, Daddy adds a clamp night.”

Joss leaned close, voice low enough to vibrate my teeth.

“You crossed the threshold. You are on the clock. Tomorrow we add morning routine. You will crinkle down the hall for coffee. You will say please for every check.”

He straightened, looked at Mara, looked at me.

“You will do exactly as I say.”

I nodded, diaper cold at the edges where wet met air, core still hot.

Mara smoothed page one back onto the fridge, aligned under the alphabet magnet with the other two sheets waiting their turn. The laminate clicked when she tapped it.

“Open wide,” she said, spoon at my lips.

I opened. Applesauce, sweet, too normal for the body I sat in. The highchair held me up. The place-card shone behind my head. Twenty-nine nights stood between me and a door I would have to beg to stay past.

Joss turned off the kitchen light except the one over the fridge rules. In the dim, the red calendar circle looked like a mouth.

Mara fed me another spoonful and wiped my chin with a cloth that smelled like bleach and fruit.

“Good trial girl,” she said.

The crinkle when I shifted my thighs was the loudest thing in the house.

Tomorrow was day two.


Chapter 2: Her Own Jeans

The front door clicked shut behind my ass in denim Mara had crossed out on the laminated wardrobe sheet, and Joss was already in the kitchen with the laminator humming, one hand on the counter like he had been waiting for the sound of the latch.

"Mara texted when you stepped off campus," he said. He did not look up from the warm orange light. "Jeans. Library. Forty-seven minutes past curfew."

My thighs stuck to the inside of the jeans. Under them the thick pink diaper Mara had taped on me before breakfast had gone heavy and warm hours ago, a shame I had tried to sweat through while I pretended I was still the girl who owned her own clothes. The crinkle when I shifted was loud enough that my face burned before he turned.

He finally looked at me. Calm. Tired in a way that had nothing to do with sleep.

"Strip to the diaper," he said. "Leave the jeans on the mat. Shoes too."

I should have walked back out. My duffel was still in the nursery room. Twenty-eight nights stood between me and the red circle on the wall calendar. Placement Review. Ask or leave. The words had been a joke at midnight. They were less funny with his eyes on the denim I had chosen over their printout.

Defiance sat in my ribs like a live thing. I wanted to know what happened when someone broke a line on page two. That was worse than admitting I was scared.

I peeled the jeans down. Cool air hit the swollen bulk between my legs. The diaper sagged, soaked, the tape Mara had smoothed with her thumb now strained yellow at the edges. Piss and something sweeter. My own slick had been grinding into the diaper all afternoon while I read journal articles I would never cite in a thesis I might not finish if I lost this address.

Joss picked up the jeans by one belt loop. He held them to his nose once, brief, clinical.

"You smell like library dust and cunt," he said. "Mouth."

He hooked two fingers under my chin and thumb on my jaw until I opened. He pushed the denim past my lips. The taste hit bitter, dye and sweat and the inside of my pockets where my student ID had lived. Gag reflex kicked; he held the wad there until my eyes watered and drool ran down my chin onto the diaper top.

"Good," he said. He pulled the jeans free and dropped them in a plastic bin by the fridge. "Highchair. Now."

The laminated place-card still had my name on it from last night. THREE HOUSE RULES hung beside it on the fridge door. He did not send me to read them myself. He carried page two to the bar stool setup like a script he had rehearsed.

I climbed into the highchair. The tray locked. My bare tits heaved over the diaper waistband Mara had marked with a felt heart before I left. Joss clicked a cuff around my right wrist to the chair back. Left wrist. Ankle to ankle on the foot rail.

"Mara handles mornings," he said. "Baths. Meals. Checks. I handle breaks."

He turned the laminator off. The silence after the hum made my pulse loud in my ears.

He read from the sheet in his hand, voice flat.

"Wardrobe is assigned daily. No personal bottoms. No unauthorized departures from campus return window."

He looked at me over the paper.

"You chose both."

My cunt clenched around nothing. The diaper squelched when I tried to cross my legs. No room. The tray pinned me open.

He set page three on the tray in front of my face. SAFE OUT. STOP WORD. TWENTY-FOUR HOUR EXIT. NO QUESTIONS. I had heard him read it last night like boilerplate. Seeing it inches from my nose while drool still tasted like jeans made my stomach roll.

"Say it if you want it," he said. "I'll uncuff you. You take your bag. Done."

The words were right there. Free.

I stared at STOP WORD in bold laminate and my mouth stayed shut around the ache of curiosity. What came after if I did not say it. Who I would be by dinner.

"I stay," I whispered.

Joss nodded once, like he had logged a timestamp.

"Then consequence per page two, section four. Hold still. This is for your own good."

He pulled a drawer below the bar and laid out his tools like silverware. A pink plug with a tail. Nipple clamps on a chain. A wand with a fat head, cord already plugged into the wall. Lubed gloves. A spreader bar.

He did not ask permission. He hooked the chain between clamps and tugged until my nipples stretched and throbbed. I hissed. He slapped the wand on low against the outside of my diaper, right over my clit through the soaked layers.

The vibration traveled wet and obscene. Squelch. Heat. The smell of my arousal rose mixed with ammonia from the diaper I had pissed in because bathrooms were timed and pride was stupid.

"Count out loud when you edge," he said. "If you come without permission, we start the count over."

He turned the wand up. My back arched against the chair. The tray rattled. Clit pulsed under vinyl and pulp like a second heartbeat.

"One," I gasped. "One, I'm…"

He pulled the wand away. Denial burned worse than the buzz.

"Describe what you are," he said.

"A…" Shame ate the grad student word I almost used. "A girl in a diaper who broke wardrobe."

"Louder."

"A slut in a wet diaper who wore jeans like she could leave."

He pressed the plug against my asshole through the diaper gap he tore at the tape. Cold lube. Stretch. Burn. The plug seated with a pop that made my vision white at the edges. Tail brushed my thigh, ridiculous and filthy.

Wand back on my clit. Higher.

"Two."

He fucked the plug in shallow thrusts with two fingers while the wand buzzed. My hole clenched greedy around silicone. Diaper pulp mashed into my lips. I tasted salt from drool I could not swallow fast enough.

"Please…"

"Please what."

"Please let me come, Daddy."

The title slipped out because Mara had trained it into my meals and my bedtime and my cunt had learned faster than my pride.

"You don't come until you say what the rent is for," he said.

"For, for being your…"

"Try again. True."

My brain flashed my empty bank app, my deferred thesis draft, the deposit I had not paid. All true. All too small for how hard I was grinding against air.

"For this," I choked. "For being used like this because I want it."

He turned the wand to high.

Orgasm ripped through me ugly. Not pretty. Muscles locked. Piss gushed fresh into the already ruined diaper, warm flood spreading while I screamed into the kitchen. Cunt spasmed hollow. Asshole fluttered around the plug. Clamps yanked my tits as I thrashed.

"That's one," Joss said. "You did not have permission."

He did not turn the wand off. He held it there through the oversensitive spike until I sobbed.

"Again," he said. "Beg for the second."

"Please Daddy please I'm a whore in a chair please make the dirty diaper slut come again…"

The words tasted like the jeans had. Filth on my own tongue. My body answered anyway, climbing again from raw flesh.

He slid the wand aside and hooked two lubed fingers into my ass beside the plug, stretching burn that blurred into need.

"Second orgasm is anal only," he said. "You clench. You thank me for each inch."

He worked a third finger in. Scissored. Plug out with a wet sound. Four fingers. My asshole burned open, shame and stretch fused so tight I could not tell them apart.

"Thank you for opening my ass, Daddy."

"More."

"Thank you for using my asshole like a toy."

He pushed the wand head against my clit again on low while he worked his hand deeper. Stretch. Gape. The kitchen smelled like sex and wet diaper and my sweat.

"Two," he counted for me when my thighs shook. "Hold it."

I held. Whimpered. Drool pooled on the tray under page three I had refused.

He fist-knuckled my prostate spot from inside my ass with a curl I did not know a body could do and turned the wand to high at the same time.

Second climax tore out louder than the first. Ass clamped on his wrist. Cunt drooled slick into the diaper until the squelch was constant. I bucked until the cuffs bit bone.

"That's two," Mara said from the hallway.

I had not heard her come home. She stood in an apron, grocery bag in one hand, eyes soft on my wrecked face like I was the only task that mattered today.

"Breath, baby," she said. She set the bag down and kissed my forehead. Lip gloss. Vanilla lotion on her wrists. "Daddy's almost done with consequence."

Joss did not soften. He pulled his hand free with an obscene pop. Gape ached empty. He wiped lube on my inner thigh, mixing with diaper leak.

"Open mouth," he told me.

He unzipped. Cock heavy, already wet at the tip. He fed it past my lips without rhythm, shallow then deep until I gagged and tears ran.

"Suck," he said. "No teeth. You want to act like you own clothes, you use your mouth like property."

I sucked. Salt precum on my tongue. Kitchen clock ticked. Twenty-eight days. His hand fisted my hair. Hips snapped. Cock hit throat. Gag. Spit. Drool down the diaper front.

Mara climbed onto the counter beside the highchair, skirt up, no panties. She held the wand to her own clit while she watched me choke.

"Good girl," she murmured to me. To him: "Make her say it before you finish in her mouth."

He pulled out, strings of spit bridging my lip to his cock.

"Say what you are for the Placement clock," he said.

"Your, trial…" Wrong word. My cunt hated the correction before my brain made it.

"Your what."

"Your girl," I said. "Your diaper girl until the thirtieth night."

He shoved back in. Fucked my face steady while Mara buzzed herself and counted under her breath.

"Three for her when she swallows," Mara said. "I'm on two."

Joss groaned. Cock swelled. He held my nose to his pelvis.

"Swallow everything, slut."

Cum hit the back of my throat, bitter thick pulses I had to gulp or drown. I swallowed. Kept swallowing. Some slid out the corners of my mouth and dripped onto the clamps.

Mara came with a shudder, wand pressed hard, free hand on my diaper, grinding the soaked bulk against my clit from outside while I was still gagging on aftertaste.

"Three," she breathed.

Joss pulled free. He wiped my chin with page two's blank margin, not the safe-out side.

"Consequence logged," he said. He uncuffed one wrist, then stopped.

"Diaper change before dinner," Mara said. "I'll do that. You update the chart."

He opened a drawer I had not seen last night. Behind the gold-star sticker chart on the fridge was a second binder clipped to the inside of the cabinet door. THE GROWTH CHART. He made a mark with a pen while I sat shaking in the chair, tits purple at the clamps, asshole twitching open, mouth full of the taste of him and denim ghost on my tongue.

Mara peeled the ruined diaper off. Cold wipe on my cunt. I flinched into aftershocks.

"Look at me," she said.

I did.

"You could have said the stop word," she said. Quiet. No cruelty in it. That was worse.

"I know."

"Why didn't you."

Because your husband's fist in my ass mattered more than the library. Because I needed to know the shape of the trap. Because free rent was a lie and this was the price and some sick part of me had lined up to pay it.

"I wanted to see," I said.

Mara smiled, small and pleased. She taped a fresh thick diaper on, crinkle loud, snug between my thighs.

"Daddy'll add a line to your wardrobe card tomorrow," she said. "No more hiding in denim. But tonight you eat in the chair. Joss reads section four again while you suck your pacifier."

Joss was already laminating a strip. ADDENDUM: PERSONAL DENIM FORFEITED. He pressed it under my name on the place-card.

My wrist cuff clicked back shut.

Dinner smelled like garlic and roast chicken. Normal house smell above the rank sweet still on my skin. Mara fed me bites from the tray while Joss read consequence language into the room like prayer. I chewed. Swallowed. Pacifier on the chain replaced food, bulb fat between my lips.

When the tray cleared, Joss lifted me out of the highchair only to bend me over the bar, diaper crinkling, ass still tender. He did not fuck my cunt. He worked the plug back in, slow twist, while he held the wand to my clit through the fresh diaper.

"Four is for forgetting who owns your holes," he said.

He did not let me count. He edged me six times until I was hoarse begging in broken scraps. No big words left. Just please and slut and diaper and more.

Fifth orgasm he ripped out of me with the wand on high and three fingers in my cunt through the leg gap he had cut in the new diaper tape. I squirted thin and shameful into his palm. He made me lick it clean while Mara watched and stroked my hair.

"That's five," he said. "Chart says you're ahead of projection."

Mara carried me to the nursery room. Crib sheets adult-sized. Nightlight low. She locked the ankle tether to the bed rail.

"Day two done," she whispered. "Twenty-eight mornings left. Sleep in your diaper like a good girl."

Down the hall Joss ran the laminator again. Another strip warming for morning.

I lay in the crinkle, body used past what I had named, taste of cum and chicken and shame on my tongue, and understood the story I had told myself about rent was already dead. What lived in its place had my name on a card and a stop word I had looked at and closed my mouth around.

Tomorrow Mara would bathe me and dress me. Joss would be watching the clock for the next break.

I pressed my thighs together until the diaper squelched and slept like that, waiting for the next line he would read aloud while I could not close my legs.


Chapter 3: When Most Girls Decide

Warm water climbed my ribs before I had a name for the morning. Lavender sat on the steam. Mara's thumbs pressed the nape where yesterday's belt had left a stripe I could still taste when I swallowed.

"Lean forward, baby."

I bent. The tub lip bit my forearms. Her fingers worked shampoo through the tangles Joss had made when he gripped my hair at the bar and read Rule Two off the laminate like a menu. My scalp burned sweet. I hated that.

"You're shaking."

"I'm cold."

"You are not cold."

She rinsed. Water sluiced down my spine, over the bruise on my tailbone from the highchair seat, into the heat between my legs where I was still sore and slick from him finishing inside me while I counted thank-yous I did not mean. The grad-student part of me wanted to stand up and walk to campus and pretend this house was a bad dream I could outrun with bus fare I did not have.

Twenty-seven days left on the trial lease. Placement Review on night thirty. I had signed for free rent and rules I thought I could game.

Mara lifted my chin. "Open."

I opened my mouth for the pacifier on its chain, adult rubber, heavy on my tongue. She clicked the clip to the collar I wore even in the bath. The crinkle of the thick diaper on the stool reached me through the wet air. Pink plastic backing. Last night they had taped me back into it after he was done with me, and I had leaked into the diaper before dawn without permission to use the toilet.

"Step up."

I stood on rubber matting. Water ran off my tits, my stomach, the red marks on my hips from his fingers. Mara patted me dry with a towel so soft it made my throat close. She did not rush. That was the part that hurt worse than the belt.

She sat on the closed lid and pulled me between her knees without being asked. I had always waited to be placed.

"Braid."

I turned my head. Her comb caught. I hissed.

"Stay."

I stayed. Her fingers sectioned wet hair, three strands, pull, tuck, pull. The weight of each braid dragged at my scalp and grounded me in the bathroom that smelled like lavender and the faint ammonia of my used diaper on the stool.

"You want to tell me where it hurts?"

"My ass. He…" I could not finish. Saying it out loud made my pussy clench, no permission asked.

"I know where he put the plug after. I helped him lube it."

The image slammed back: bent over the bar, rule quoted, his cock driving into my cunt while Mara ground the wand against my clit and told me to thank Daddy for correction. I had come so hard I bit my own wrist.

Mara finished one braid and started another. "Day three of thirty, Ellie."

My stomach dropped.

"Most girls decide by day three."

"Decide what?"

She smiled into my wet hair. "You'll know when you know."

That was worse than Joss reading consequences off the fridge.

I turned in her grip. My bare skin met her cotton robe. Heat through fabric. My nipples stiffened against her. I had not planned it.

"Hold me."

The words left my mouth before I could swallow them. I had never asked. I had been told to kneel, to spread, to thank. Asking was a crack in the floor I could not patch.

Mara's arms closed around me. She was warm and solid and smelled like coffee she had not drunk yet. My face fit the hollow of her shoulder. The pacifier chain tugged when I breathed.

"Oh, baby."

I gripped her robe. My fingers dug in. Tears hot and fast and I hated them because they meant I was already deciding something I could not take back.

"You reached for me."

"I did not mean to."

"You did. That's yours, not mine."

Comfort I had begged for could not be blamed on Joss or the rules or broke-student math. My chest ached with wanting more of her weight against me.

She rocked once. "Let's get you into a clean diaper. Then Mommy needs to check how sore Daddy made you."

In the nursery spare room, morning light flat on the changing table. The sticker chart on the wall had two gold stars. Today would be three. I climbed onto the padded cover without being told. The old diaper sagged full between my thighs, warm piss and dried cum stiff in the gel. Mara tore the tapes. Cool air hit my swollen lips. Shame crawled up my neck.

"Lift."

I lifted. She wiped me slow, front to back, clinical and tender at once. Her knuckle grazed my clit. I jerked.

"Still sensitive."

"You made me come on that thing while he fucked me."

"I know what I did." She spread my ass cheeks. The plug base flashed pink. "Breathe out."

I breathed out. She twisted the plug inch by inch. My hole burned, stretched, emptying with a wet sound that made me moan into the pacifier. Gape and ache. She set the plug in the tray with a click.

"Color?"

"Pink."

"Good girl."

She powdered me. Talc white on my red skin. Then the fresh diaper unfolded, thick as a phone book, crinkle loud when she pulled it under my ass. The wedge forced my thighs apart. She taped me snug. The weight settled, warm shell between my legs, and my cunt throbbed under all that diaper.

"Roll onto your side. Face the wall."

I rolled. She climbed onto the table behind me, knees bracketing my diapered hips. Her robe fell open. No panties. Her bare stomach pressed the small of my back.

"This is not punishment."

"What is it?"

"Maintenance."

Her fingers found the waistband and shoved it aside enough to reach my slit. Two fingers slid through slick folds. I was dripping already, shame and need mixed into the same wet.

"You do not get to decide that anymore."

The line landed soft. It cut anyway.

"Decide what?"

"When you're wet. When you ask. When you come." She curled her fingers inside me, stroking the front wall. "Your body already chose."

I rocked back onto her hand. The diaper crinkled. The bulk rubbed my clit each time I moved. Obscene squelch from her fingers working my hole.

"Please, Mommy."

"Please what?"

"Please make me… I don't know."

"Yes you do. Say it crude. The way you think it when you're alone in the library pretending you're normal."

My face burned. "Make my cunt cum on your fingers while I'm taped up like a slut."

"Again."

"Diaper slut. Make the diaper slut cum."

"Good."

She added a third finger. Stretch. Burn. My walls clutched. She thumb-circled my clit while the diaper rubbed me from the outside. Double trap. I could not grind without humping the diaper like an animal.

Mara reached to the shelf. Vibrator, bullet type, remote in her palm. She pushed it inside me above her fingers, buzz low, a tease. Then higher. My thighs shook. The bullet rattled against her knuckles inside my stretched pussy.

"Hold still."

"I can't."

"You can. If you thrash, I stop."

I froze except for the tremor I could not kill. The vibe hummed. Her fingers curled. Wet sounds loud in the quiet room. My own smell rose, musk and powder and piss-warm plastic.

"Twenty-seven nights left," she murmured at my ear. "Most girls decide they want Mommy's lap more than their old life by day three. Some decide they want Daddy's belt. Some decide they want both and hate themselves for it."

"I'm not most girls."

"You're in my diaper on my table with my toys in your hole. You're exactly most girls."

She turned the remote up. I sobbed around the pacifier. The orgasm built slow, cruel, one long climb, not the sharp spikes Joss forced from me. This one owned me. My ass clenched on nothing. My cunt gushed around the bullet and her fingers, slick running down into the fresh diaper, ruining the lining before I'd worn it ten minutes.

"Come for Mommy. No counting. Just give it."

I came. Long roll, not a snap. Vision grayed. My whole body locked, then shook, then locked again. Cum leaked in pulses I could not stop. I moaned, a muffled plastic squeal. The diaper soaked it up and grew heavier, warm gel swelling under my clit.

She did not pull out. She fucked me slow through aftershocks until I whimpered.

"Again?"

"Too much."

"That's not a no."

The door opened. Joss in work shirt, sleeves rolled, coffee in fist. He leaned on the frame while I shook on his wife's hand.

"Morning, pet."

I could not answer. Mara worked her fingers harder. The bullet maxed. Second crest hit brutal on the first's tail. I screamed into the pacifier. Drool escaped the corner of my mouth.

Joss set his coffee down. "She decide yet?"

"She asked to be held."

His eyes darkened. "Did she."

"On her own."

He crossed the room. Stood at the end of the table. Undid his belt. Not threatening. Routine.

"Open your mouth. Pacifier out."

Mara popped the pacifier free. Chain clinked. Joss fed me his cock, thick, already half hard, taste of soap and skin. I gagged on the head. He pushed to my throat.

"Suck. Show me what day three looks like."

I sucked. Saliva ran down my chin. Mara kept the vibe on, fingers curling, my pussy a mess. Shared lap without moving: her chest to my back, his cock in my face, my diaper a sodden weight grinding when my hips jerked.

Joss bottomed out. Held. Tears slid. "Good hole."

He pulled back. Slapped my cheek with wet cock. "You don't get to pretend you're only sore from consequences. You asked for comfort. That means you want the whole household."

Mara withdrew the bullet. Left her fingers. "He's right. You initiated. Now we finish maintenance together."

She guided his cock from my mouth down my body, past the diaper waistband she peeled aside again. He notched at my entrance, shoved in one stroke. Full. Stretch on top of stretch. I howled.

"Take Daddy while Mommy holds you."

He fucked me slow. Deep. Each thrust punched air from my lungs. The diaper squelched under me, full of my cum and piss. Mara's arm banded my chest, her other hand on my clit above where he split me open. Wand from the shelf this time, pressed flat on the swollen nub.

Long and slow. No escape. Joss paced me relentless but not racing, twenty minutes that stretched to hours. My thighs cramped. My cunt dripped around his shaft. He pulled out once, spat on my asshole, pushed the plug back in with his cock following so both holes stuffed.

"Breathe, baby," Mara whispered.

I breathed. He worked my ass with short strokes while the plug bumped my walls inside my pussy through the thin partition. Filthy pressure. I begged in broken words.

"Say what you are."

"Your… their… fucktoy."

"Diaper?"

"Diaper whore. Please, Daddy, cum in my ass."

"You don't get to decide that anymore."

He came. Hot flood in my guts. Pulse after pulse. I felt every one. Mara mashed the wand hard. I came a third time, ass clenched on his cock, milking him, screaming until my voice broke.

He pulled out. Cum leaked down my crack into the diaper. Mara taped the waistband back. Plug still in my ass. His load sealing behind it.

She rolled me to face her. Kissed my forehead. "Breakfast in the highchair. Joss will feed you. I'll braid the other side after."

I sat in the highchair at the bar, diaper crinkling loud, tray locked, place-card with my name laminated last week. Joss spooned oatmeal into my mouth like I was helpless. I let him. Mara finished my second braid standing behind me, her tits brushing my shoulder.

The fridge rules gleamed. Page three still had the safe-out clause in small print. I could say the word and leave.

I did not look at it.

Day three of thirty. Twenty-seven to go.

Most girls decide.

I had asked to be held. I had come on Mommy's fingers and Daddy's cock in the same morning. Ordinary sex with some guy from campus would feel like being dropped without arms around me.

Mara kissed my temple. "After breakfast, sticker three."

Joss wiped oatmeal from my chin. "Tonight I inspect the chart. If you lean toward her lap again, we note it."

"And if I lean toward yours?"

He smiled thin. "We note that too."

The cab fare in my drawer upstairs would not cover a week. My thesis draft waited under the nursery changing table where they had put it to humiliate me. I needed the rent bargain more than I needed pride.

I swallowed the last spoonful.

"Thank you, Daddy."

"Thank Mommy for maintenance."

"Thank you, Mommy."

Mara's fingers lingered on my braid. "Good girl. Now open wide for the vitamin."

I opened wide. The pill hit my tongue bitter. I chased it with juice from the sippy cup they kept for me.

Crinkle when I shifted. Cum cooling in my ass. Twenty-seven nights.

I was already deciding, and nobody had to force the word from my mouth yet.

Joss unlocked the tray. "Nap or desk."

"Desk."

He raised a brow. Mara laughed soft. "She still thinks she's a student."

"Desk," he repeated, "then. Diaper stays on. Plug stays in. You sit on the ring cushion. If you leak on the thesis, you rewrite by hand."

He meant it.

I slid off the highchair. Legs wobbly. The bulk between my thighs forced a waddle I had stopped fighting yesterday.

Mara smacked my padded ass once, affectionate and owning. "Go. Twenty-seven days to Placement. You'll ask to stay before we ask you."

She said it like weather.

I climbed the stairs to the desk they'd set in the hall outside the nursery, ring cushion waiting, thesis in the drawer where I could see the folder edge. My ass ached around the plug and his cum. My pussy throbbed under gel gone cold.

I sat. Cushion bit the plug deeper. I gasped.

Downstairs, Mara and Joss moved through the house together, coffee, keys, murmurs about charts I had not seen yet.

I opened the laptop. Cursor blinked.

All I wanted was to be called back down for another braid, another lap, another slow ruin dressed as care.

I typed one sentence for my chapter draft and deleted it.

The house waited.

So did I.


Chapter 4: A Row of Stars

The red pen clicked against the laminate tray and Mara slid the quiz sheet under the strap across my chest so the paper wouldn't curl. Question one: state rule two in your own words. My mouth went dry. The thick pink diaper between my legs had gone warm overnight, heavy against the highchair seat, and every time I shifted the bulk squelched. I could smell last night's mess in the diaper. My thesis draft sat in the drawer like a dead language.

"Out loud, Ellie," Mara said. She stood at my shoulder in a robe, coffee steam rising past my ear. "Daddy scores."

Joss leaned on the counter behind her with his own mug and a clipboard I had never seen before. Columns. Numbers. My name at the top.

I read rule two from memory because looking down meant staring at the tray strap and the bib clipped to it. No orgasms without permission. No touching yourself. Ask before you leak.

"Partial credit," Joss said. His voice was flat, the same tone he used for weather. "You said leak. The sheet says wet your diaper. Say it right."

Heat crawled up my neck. The diaper was already damp in a fresh spot I had not earned yet, and my clit throbbed against the soaked wad when I swallowed.

"No orgasms without permission," I said. "No touching my pussy. I ask before I wet my diaper."

"Better." He made a mark. "Next."

Question four was recite the bedtime routine. Question six was what do you do when Mommy calls you to the nursery. My thighs shook. The highchair cuffs bit my wrists every time I tried to wipe sweat off the pen grip. Mara fed me a bite of oatmeal between answers, spoon scraping my lip, and I opened without thinking. Good girl behavior. The word had not been on the sheet and still my cunt clenched.

By question nine Joss had stopped pretending this was casual. "Stand and show us rule seven compliance."

Mara unbuckled the tray. I waddled off the stool, diaper crinkling loud in the quiet kitchen, and turned in a slow circle like they had taught me on day two. Hands on head. Chin up. Let them see the tape tabs and the wet stripe darkening down the middle.

"Spread your legs wider," Joss said.

I did. The warm bulk dragged against my inner thighs. He walked behind me and pressed two fingers into the front of the diaper, kneading the squish until shame pooled in my belly and my hips jerked forward on their own.

"She's aroused," he told Mara, like I was an appliance. "Not just wet. Slimy in the diaper."

Mara kissed my temple. "Answer the question anyway, baby. What is rule seven?"

"Diaper checks morning and night," I gasped. "I thank whoever checks me."

"Thank Daddy for checking you."

"Thank you for checking me, Daddy."

His fingers dug harder. The sodden pulp of the diaper molded around my clit through the layers. I bit my lip so hard I tasted blood and still a whimper leaked out.

"Minus two for noise," Joss said. "You didn't ask to make noise."

"I'm sorry."

"Sorry is not on the sheet." He capped his pen. "Sit. Lap time before we finish the exam."

Mara took the highchair spot and patted her left thigh. Joss took the right. They had done this once on day four when I broke a glass, but never both at once with the clipboard watching. I climbed up awkwardly, diaper rustling, and split myself between them. Mara's arm around my back was furnace warm. Joss's palm settled on the crest of my knee and held it open.

"Lease review item," Mara murmured against my hair. "Day six of thirty. Twenty-four nights left before Placement Review. You still want the bargain, Ellie?"

My deferral letter was in their filing cabinet. Rent I could not pay. The sticker chart on the fridge had empty rows like a mouth waiting for teeth.

"Yes, Mommy."

"Then finish the test on our laps like a good tenant." She lifted my chin. "Look at the paper. Not at the floor."

Joss read question ten. Demonstrate asking permission to cum.

The room shrank to their bodies and the pen in my cramping grip. Pride had been the last thing I swore I would hand over. Not my grades from the department. Not my name on their chart. I had told myself I would endure the kink and keep the part of me that scored A's on comps.

"Please," I said, voice cracking. "Please may I cum in my diaper while you grade me."

Mara's nipple hardened against my arm through her robe. Joss's thumb drew circles on my inner thigh, inching toward the diaper tape.

"Why should we say yes," he asked, "when you are already failing deportment?"

"Because I'll say the rules better. Because I'll be your good girl. Please. I need it. I'll thank you for each star."

"You want stars that badly?"

I nodded against Mara's collarbone. My pussy leaked into the diaper in a fresh hot thread. Wanting a sticker was worse than wanting cock. Worse than the wand on night one. Academic me would have laughed. She was gone. This me shook for a gold circle on laminated cardboard.

"Look at you," Mara said softly. "You want this more than you will admit."

Joss set the clipboard on the counter. "Exam pause. Practical portion."

He stood and stripped me to the waist first, bib tossed aside, bra cut away with scissors from the junk drawer. Cold air hit my nipples and they peaked hard. Mara kept me pinned on her lap while Joss hooked a finger under the diaper tape and ripped. The warmth when he peeled the front down was like opening an oven. Steam and ammonia and my own slick smell hit us all.

"Spread," he said.

I could not spread enough on two laps. They shifted me to the counter, bare ass on cold granite, ruined diaper bunched under my hips. Mara held my wrists above my head. Joss knelt between my legs and blew on my clit once, just air, and I sobbed.

"Count starts at zero," he said. "You don't cum until you earn back your partial credits."

He reached into the under-sink cabinet and came up with a pink plug I recognized from the nursery drawer, already gleaming with lube, and a wand with the cord plugged into the outlet by the fridge. No warm-up speech. He worked the plug into my ass in one steady shove while I arched and swore into Mara's mouth.

"Bite Mommy if you need to," Mara said, and shoved her tongue between my lips.

The stretch burned. My asshole clamped and yielded around the silicone knot. Joss twisted it until seated and the base kissed my skin.

"Recite rule five while he opens you," Mara ordered against my mouth.

"No closing doors. No locks. My body belongs to the household."

He turned the wand on low and pressed it to my clit. Not moving. Just buzzing. Heat stacked in my pelvis, cruel and precise.

"Rule eight," Mara said.

"I eat in the highchair when told."

He increased the speed. The plug shifted inside me with every clench. My ass gaped and gripped around nothing when he tugged the base.

"Rule one," Mara said, harder.

"I am on trial for thirty days. Placement Review on night thirty. I ask to be kept."

"Do you want to be kept, Ellie?"

"Yes." The word tore out. "Yes, Mommy. Grade me. Please grade me."

He slid two fingers into my cunt, curling, pumping while the wand stayed pinned. Squelch filled the kitchen, obscene and loud. Mara released one wrist to twist my nipple, then the other, then both at once.

"Practical score: obedience," Joss said. "Demonstrate."

"I'll do anything. I'm your hole. Your diaper slut. Put stars on the chart. Watch me cum for marks."

"Say it louder."

"I'm a whore for your clipboard!" I screamed. "I'm a piss-soaked good girl who needs Mommy and Daddy to tell her when she cums!"

"That's one confession point." He rammed a third finger into my ass beside the plug, stretching the rim until my vision whited at the edges. "Hold it open. Don't you dare cum."

I shook. Teeth chattered. The wand buzzed and his fingers fucked my ass and Mara spat on my clit and rubbed it in with her thumb while he denied me the pressure I needed.

"Please please please I'm at zero I need one star one star one star."

"Beg Daddy."

"Daddy let me cum on your fingers I'll lick them clean I'll thank you for two stars three stars I'll sleep in the nursery every night please Daddy."

He pulled the wand away. The loss was agony. Then he shoved it back, high, brutal, and fucked my cunt with his cock in one stroke while the plug stayed buried in my ass.

"One," Mara counted, calm as a metronome. "Cum for one."

I exploded. Cunt spasming around his dick, ass clamping the plug, cum and slick gushing down his shaft onto the ruined diaper under me. I howled into Mara's shoulder. She counted my pulses out loud like inventory.

"That's one. You owe thanks."

"Thank you thank you thank you Daddy for one."

He did not stop. The wand hit my clit again, overstim, cruel. He kept pounding, aftershocks rolling, until my thighs went slack and my cunt tried to push him out from rawness.

"Two," he said. "You don't get to stop. Hold the second."

"No more no more I'm ruined."

"You wanted grades." He gripped my hair and yanked my head back so Mara could see my face. "Take your second like a toy."

He pulled out and flipped me onto my stomach on the counter, diaper wadded under my hips, ass up. Mara held the wand to my clit from below while he worked the plug out slow, each bump dragging a scream out of me, then replaced it with his cock in my ass, no mercy, full depth.

The burn split me open. I tasted copper and drool. My asshole stretched around his girth, sloppy from lube and the first orgasm dripping down.

"Rule three," Joss grunted, driving in. "Say it."

"No panties. Diaper or bare. Always ready."

"Louder."

"Always ready for your cock in my ass!"

Mara slid under me to suck my nipple, bite, pull. The wand never left my clit. Dual heat, front and back, my body a conduit between them.

"Two," she said. "Give it to us."

The second orgasm ripped longer than the first, ass milking him, clit firing blind sparks, pussy drooling untouched onto the counter edge. I choked on spit. He kept fucking through it, pace brutal, and I begged in broken scraps.

"Three three I'm dying three stars please."

"Not yet." He pulled out of my ass and spun me to face him, cock slick and dark, and shoved it down my throat. Gag, tears, nose blocked. Mara held the wand inside my cunt lips, buzzing, while I choked on his length.

"Demonstrate rule six," he said, pulling back enough for air. "Ask to swallow."

"Please cum in my mouth Daddy I'll swallow for a star I'll swallow for all of them."

He fed me back down and fucked my face with short vicious strokes. Saliva stringing to my chin. The wand in my cunt. Plug back in my ass with Mara's thumb pressing it deeper.

"Three," Joss said, and pulled out to spray cum across my tongue, my cheeks, my chin. "Swallow. Count it."

I swallowed. Salt and shame. My throat worked. Mara cranked the wand and I came a third time without touching, cunt convulsing around nothing but vibration, ass clenching the plug, cum on my face cooling while I shook.

"Thank you for three," I sobbed automatically.

"Fourth," Joss said. "You don't rest."

I did not think I had a fourth. My clit hurt. My ass gaped when the plug slipped. He lifted me off the counter, legs dead, and sat in the highchair himself, pulling me onto his lap facing Mara, his softening cock sticky against my thigh.

"Ride the wand," Mara said. She held it up between my legs like an offering. "Show us you chase the score."

I lowered onto it, clit to bulb, and jerked. Joss held my hips down so I could not lift away from the overstimulation.

"Stars are earned," he said in my ear. "Not given."

I rode because stopping meant failing. Because the clipboard still had blank boxes. My hips ground in filthy circles, diaper discarded on the tile, naked from the waist down, asshole twitching, pussy swollen. Mara peeled gold stars off the sheet by the fridge and held them up one by one as I climbed.

"First star for verbal compliance," she said.

I moaned.

"Second for practical obedience."

The wand buzzed through bone.

"Third for asking to be kept out loud."

His hands bruised my hips.

"Fourth for thanking us without being told mid-orgasm."

I was climbing again, fourth peak building from wrecked meat, shame and need fused so tight I could not tell which was wet on my thighs.

"Say the lease clause," Mara said. "The one you signed."

"I give you my body for thirty days. I ask for Placement. I accept your rules as my grade."

"Again."

"I accept your rules as my grade!"

"Look at the chart," Joss said.

I looked. Gold stars in a row. My name under them. Day six marked in red ink.

"Fourth," Mara counted.

I came screaming, cunt gushing on the wand head, slick hitting Mara's wrist, ass clenching on nothing. Joss held me through it until I went limp and urine leaked out of me in a hot rush down his lap, uncontrolled, onto his slacks.

Nobody scolded. Mara wiped my face with the bib. He marked the clipboard.

"Loss of bladder control," he said. "Minus one. Still net positive for the morning."

I laughed. Or sobbed. Same sound.

They taped a fresh thick diaper on me at the counter, standing, legs spread, while the exam sheet dried beside the coffee mugs. Mara wrote my score in the corner in looping script. Eight out of ten. Two stars held back for tomorrow.

"You'll earn them," she said, smoothing the tape. "You like earning now."

I did. God help me, I did. The chart on the fridge had a row of gold that was mine, and Joss's clipboard had numbers that mattered more than my department ranking email still unread on my phone in the nursery drawer.

Mara buckled me back into the highchair for the last two questions. My ass throbbed. My clit pulsed with aftershocks. The new diaper was already warm where I leaked into it.

Question eleven: what happens on night thirty?

I cleared my throat. "Placement Review. I choose. I ask to stay or I leave."

"And if you ask to stay?"

"I become yours. Permanently placed. Rules on the fridge. Highchair seat with my name."

Joss slid the finished sheet into a plastic sleeve and magnet-clipped it beside the stars. "One more practical. Shared lap. Night routine early."

They carried me between them to the living room couch, not the nursery. New location. New stake. Mara on the left, Joss on the right, me centered in fresh diaper that crinkled every breath. Mara read aloud from the clipboard while Joss's hand rested on the warm dome between my legs, not rubbing, just owning the heat.

"Tomorrow," Mara said, "we introduce the sticker chart's second row. Behavior outside the kitchen. Campus is not exempt."

My stomach dropped. The university was the last place I had dignity. Comps. Office hours. My advisor's name on a door.

"You'll wear the remote plug to seminar," Joss said. "We'll score your focus."

Mara kissed my forehead. "You already want the row full. We saw it when you begged for stars with Daddy's cock in your ass."

I pressed my face into her robe and breathed her skin. Twenty-four days. The chart had one row. My pussy clenched in the dry diaper at the thought of being graded in a lecture hall.

"Say goodnight to your score," Joss said.

"Goodnight, eight out of ten," I whispered.

"Good girl."

His palm pressed the wet spot forming between my legs, warm spreading, and I did not ask permission to leak because the rules said ask and I wanted tomorrow's marks too bad to skip a step. I whispered the request into Mara's collar. She answered yes before I finished the sentence.

The fridge hummed. Gold stars caught the kitchen light. Somewhere in the house the clipboard clicked as Joss set it on the shelf for morning, and I understood the trial had turned into a curriculum I would study with my whole body, starting with day seven and the plug they would sync to my phone before I walked out the door.


Chapter 5: Cover Story

The doorbell hit while Mommy's palm was still flat against the front of my diaper, pressing the soaked bulk so the warm squelch traveled up through my crotch and into my teeth.

I jerked. The frosted glass showed a tall block of a person on the porch, backpack shape, hand raised to ring again.

"Stay," Mara said. Her voice stayed sweet. Her hand did not move off the sagging tape at my hip. "Day ten, Ellie. Twenty nights left before Placement Review. You know what that means."

My nipples were already stiff under the thin pink onesie. The thick white diaper crinkled when I tried to step back. I could taste the pacifier chain against my tongue, metal and cheap mint from when I'd sucked it while she checked me.

Another ring. Longer.

Joss's boots came from the hall. He looked at the glass, then at me, diaper bulge obvious through the onesie, thighs wet-shiny where I'd leaked past the leg guards.

"She's yours at the door," he said to Mara. "If you embarrass us, you eat consequences after she leaves."

My stomach dropped. A classmate. Notes from seminar. I'd texted her I'd be home mornings this week.

Mara unhooked the pacifier from my collar and tucked it in her apron pocket. "You answer. You cover. You do not invite her in."

She smoothed my hair like I was presentable. I wasn't. The diaper was heavy, urine-warm and shame-hot, and my pussy had been dripping into it before the bell ruined everything.

I opened the door.

Lena stood there with a manila folder hugged to her chest, peering past me into the house. She was twenty-eight, same cohort, same debt panic, the one who still called me competent.

"Hey," she said. "You look… different."

The crinkle when I shifted was loud. I heard it. She heard it.

I blocked the view with my shoulder. "Flu. Mara and Joss are helping. Old-school care."

Her eyes dropped to my feet. I'd forgotten socks. The onesie hem rode high. Tape peeked at my thigh.

"Notes from Thursday," she said, holding out the folder. "You missed the whole discussion on deferral policy. I figured you'd want…"

"I want them." My voice came out too high. I cleared my throat. "Thanks. Seriously."

Lena leaned. "Is that a…"

"Medical garment." The lie slid out clean. "Pelvic floor stuff. Doctor ordered. It's humiliating so I'm not talking about it."

Her mouth twitched. Pity or disgust. My clit throbbed against the wet diaper anyway, loving the lie that made me smaller.

"Okay," she said. "We still on for library Sunday?"

Twenty days until I had to ask to stay or get put out. Library Sunday was my old life. Thesis scraps. Coffee that wasn't measured in sippy cups.

Mara's hand landed on my lower back, warm through the onesie. "Ellie's on a structured recovery plan. We'll see about Sunday."

Lena's gaze snagged on Mara's apron, on Joss behind me with his arms folded. "Structured."

"Rent arrangement," I said fast. "I traded some… household help for room and board. It's saving me."

I was saving them. The words burned.

Lena nodded slow. "Just… text me if you need out of here."

Out. Like the house was a trap she could smell.

"I'll text," I said.

She left. The folder sweat-damp in my grip. The door shut. The latch clicked.

Silence except the diaper squelch when my knees buckled.

Mara took the folder and dropped it on the entry table without opening it. "You told her medical. You told her rent. You did not tell her the rules on the fridge. You did not tell her about the highchair."

Joss locked the deadbolt. "You protected us."

Protected. Not hid behind them. Me at the door with tape showing.

My face went hot. I wanted to argue I had no choice. My pussy was slick anew, fresh wet mixing with the stale warmth in the diaper.

Mommy cupped my chin. "Open."

I opened my mouth. She fed me the pacifier from her pocket, pushed it past my lips until my jaw ached.

"Suck while Daddy counts what you cost us if she'd walked in."

Joss pulled the folder open. Paper rasp. "Reputation. Program standing. Thesis committee hears you live in a kink house, you're finished."

He wasn't wrong. Lena's face would carry the story.

"Strip the onesie," Mara said. "Leave the diaper. Hands on the wall."

I turned. The entry hall paint was cool under my palms. The onesie peeled down. Cold air on my tits. The diaper sagged, bloated, yellow-tinted at the front from hours of use.

A wand buzzed to life behind me. I placed the sound before it touched me.

Mara pressed it to the outside of the diaper, right over my swollen clit. The vibration drove through the soaked gel, blunt and merciless. I moaned around the pacifier. Spit coated the silicone nipple.

"You liked lying for us," Joss said. He stood at my side, folder still in hand. "Say it."

I shook my head. The wand ground harder. The squelch turned obscene, wet plastic on wet flesh.

"Say it," he repeated.

I pulled the pacifier out. Drool string snapped. "I liked it."

"Louder."

"I liked lying for you."

Mara's free hand yanked the diaper tape. One side gave. The front sagged open. Cool air hit my bare cunt, lips puffy, slick shining.

"No touching," she said, and tapped the wand directly on my clit.

I screamed. Legs shook. The first crest hit too fast, cruel, rolling through my belly and ass while I soaked the open diaper worse, gush after gush of cunt-juice running down the inner tape.

"That's one," Joss said. Flat. Accountant voice. "You get four for a clean cover."

"No…"

The wand stayed. Mara flicked my nipple with her nail. Pain zipped to my cunt. I came again, knees slamming the wall, hole clenching on nothing, empty and starving.

"Two."

I begged. Actual begging. "Please stop, please, I can't…"

"You can," Mara whispered in my ear. "You're a diaper slut who cums when she lies for her owners. Say it."

"I'm a diaper slut who cums when I lie for you."

Joss unbuckled. Cock out, thick, already leaking at the tip. He fisted my hair and turned my head.

"Open your mouth. Taste what protecting this house earns."

He shoved in. Salt and skin filled my mouth, cockhead hitting my throat. I gagged. Tears blurred the hall. He did not let me off.

"Suck. If you bite, I paddle the wet diaper until you piss again."

I sucked. Slurping, choking sounds I would hear in my skull for days. The wand never left my clit. Mara pushed two fingers into my cunt from behind, stretching me around the intrusion while the vibration fried my nerves.

Joss thrust shallow, using my mouth like a sleeve. "You chose the secret over her. Over library Sunday. Over your committee."

He pulled out. Spit bridged my lip to his cock. He smeared it with his thumb and pushed back in deeper.

"Nod if that's true."

I nodded with his dick down my throat. Gag, choke, gag.

He pulled free. "Turn around. Diaper down to your knees. Hands on ankles."

I bent. Diaper bunched at my knees, plastic backing loud. My asshole peeked between the tapes. Mara spit on it. Wet ran down my crack.

"Plug first," she said.

Cold metal base. Lubed plug pressing my rim. I hissed. She twisted until my hole swallowed it, burn spreading wide.

"Count with me," Joss said, lining his cock at my pussy. "Twenty days. Say the number when I bottom out."

He rammed in. Full. Stuffed. I gasped "Twenty."

"Again."

He pulled and slammed. "Nineteen."

Each stroke a countdown. My tits swung. The plug shifted in my ass with every hit. Mara ground the wand on my clit from the front, double torture, cunt and ass and clit all owned at once.

"Ten," I sobbed when he speared me.

"Louder."

"Ten!"

At five I was incoherent. At three he pulled out of my cunt and pressed to my asshole.

"No…"

"Yes." He pushed the plug out with his cockhead and replaced it in one brutal shove.

I howled. Stretch, burn, fullness. His balls slapped the messy diaper still at my knees.

"Two days left in your head?" he mocked. "You mean twenty. You mean you ask to stay on night thirty or you're on the curb."

He fucked my ass raw. Wet sounds, skin slap, my hole stretched around his girth. Mara made me taste my own slime off her fingers while the wand buzzed.

"Come on his cock in your ass," she ordered. "Third one. Thank us for the privilege."

"I'm, thank you, thank you Daddy…"

I came so hard my vision whited. Ass clamped on him. Milked him. He grunted and flooded my guts, hot cum pumping deep, leaking around his shaft.

"Three," he said.

I hung on my ankles, shaking. Cum dripped down my thighs inside the half-off diaper.

Mara unstrapped a harness from the closet hook. Black silicone cock, thicker than his, glistening.

"My turn in your mouth while you ride this on the bench," she said.

They moved me to the padded bench by the stairs. Diaper peeled off fully, tossed in the bin, nothing left but air on my soaked skin. She sat. I knelt between her thighs and took her strap down my throat while Joss held a dildo inside my cunt, twisting.

"Taste Mommy while you choke," Mara said, hand in my hair. "That's your cover story now. Good little tenant. Good little pet. Not a grad student. A hole they share."

I moaned around silicone. Saliva ran down my chin onto her stockings.

When I could breathe she lifted me onto the bench, straddle position, and fed the dildo into my cunt while the strap stayed buried in my mouth. Joss pushed the plug back into my ass, bigger, a stretch that made my toes curl.

"Ride," Mara commanded.

I bounced weak on the dildo. Inner walls dragged. The bench leather stuck to my ass cheeks. Joss pressed the wand to my clit again. Fourth orgasm built brutal, oversensitive, cruel.

"Say what Lena can't know."

I pulled off the strap gasping. "That I wet my diaper on purpose for you. That I cum when you check me. That I want Placement. That I want to stay."

"Again."

I chanted it filthier each time she made me repeat it while I rode. By the end I was screaming that I was their whore, their diaper bitch, their kept girl.

The fourth climax ripped out of me. I squirted on the dildo, clear slick pooling on the bench. Mara shoved the strap back between my lips and fucked my face past the aftershocks until I gagged on my own whine.

Joss counted. "Four. Cover story holds."

They didn't stop.

He replaced the dildo with his cock again, still half-hard, sliding into my cum-slick pussy while Mara worked the wand on low, edging. Fifth orgasm they denied three times, my hips jerking, hole clenching empty when he pulled out.

"Beg for the last one in the ass. All the way. Ask for the house you lied for."

"Please fuck my asshole, Daddy, please fill the girl who lied for you, please…"

He pinned me face-down on the bench, Mara sitting on my head with her thighs, smothering my screams into her pussy through the harness strap. He drove into my ass again, cum and lube making obscene slick noises, pounding until my hole gaped and still took more.

"Five," Mara said from above, grinding on my mouth. "Good count."

I came fifth time with her cunt on my tongue and his cock destroying my ass, body beyond words, only spasms and wet and shame.

When they let me up I lay on the entry tile, diaperless, cum leaking from both holes, folder of seminar notes inches from my face.

Mara picked up Lena's delivery. She slid it into the drawer with the laminator and the spare rule sheets.

"Your outside life stays outside," she said. "You just proved it."

Joss wiped his cock on my thigh, marking me. "Twenty days. You ask on night thirty or you're gone."

I should have hated him. My mouth still tasted like cock and silicone and Mara's salt.

Mommy lifted me under the arms, heavy as dead weight, and walked me toward the nursery room. The thick fresh diaper waited on the changing pad. Powder smell. Plastic crinkle.

At the doorway she paused, cheek against my temple.

"We are only just beginning," she said.

The folder was in the drawer. Lena was gone. My lie sat in my chest like a new organ, pumping the same blood as my want.

Twenty days. I had chosen the house with the door open and my ass still leaking their cum.

She laid me on the pad and spread my legs for the wipe, and I did not tell her to stop.


Chapter 6: The Growth Chart

I lifted the gold-star sheet off the magnet strip and the paper behind it stuck to my thumb. No engine ticking in the drive. No shoes on the mat. Day fourteen. Sixteen nights left before the Placement Review, and I had the kitchen to myself for the first time since I moved in.

The second sheet was only tape and a corner of black vinyl. I peeled it free. A binder slid out from behind the chart, narrow, heavy in my hands. The cover label was typed in the same font as the laminated rules: The Growth Chart.

My pulse hit the back of my teeth. I should have put it back. I opened it on the counter instead.

Dates ran down the left margin in Mommy's handwriting. Day one: Resistance 8/10. Lap lean: neutral. Day four: Resistance 6. Lean: Mara +2. Day seven: Resistance 4. Lean: Mara +4, Joss −1. Day ten: Resistance 2. Lean: Mara +6. Notes in the margin on day ten in smaller script: Doorway managed. Secret kept. Owner reflex.

Owner reflex. Like I was a dog they were training to guard the yard.

A column on the right tracked projected surrender. Day fourteen: target resistance 1.5. Day twenty-two: stop verbalizing exit. Day twenty-eight: internalize stay-language. Day thirty: Placement Review trigger. Subject initiates ask.

Subject. Me.

The next page was titled Placement Review Protocol. Not them choosing me. Not a verdict they handed down. Engineering. Night thirty: keys on hook, cab called and idling, deferral packet restored, bag packed by the mat. Door genuinely open. Test metric: does Ellie ask to be kept. Predicted outcome: yes, by 11:47 p.m., ± twelve minutes. Confidence: high.

High.

Another note at the bottom, Mommy's looped letters: Soft track primary. Stern track corrective only. Do not overuse Daddy for attachment. She bonds to the hand that wipes her face.

The hand that wipes her face. Not the belt. Not the voice that made me count. All those mornings in the highchair, the pacifier chain clipped to my collar, the warm milk Mara poured while Joss read the paper like I was furniture. Curriculum. Scheduled.

Heat crawled up my ribs and my cunt clenched in the thick diaper under my skirt. Betrayal. My body did not care. Wet shame and wet arousal in the same pad. I hated that the chart predicted it.

I turned the page. A printout of a graph. Resistance dropping in a hard line. Desire curves rising on a separate line, labeled cultivated response, not spontaneous. The lines crossed on day twelve. Two days ago. Whatever I thought I wanted since then, they had already drawn it.

Grief sat in my stomach, cold and solid. The grad student who signed the rent-for-rules sheet thought she was bargaining for time. She thought the fall was accident. Slippery floor. Bad luck. Need. This binder said every slip was a lesson plan.

I slammed the binder shut. The crack echoed in the empty kitchen. Rebellion came up my throat, sour. I went to the nursery room at the end of the hall, yanked open the drawer where they kept my day collar and my night collar, found the spare house key they thought I did not know about in the false bottom. Metal bit my palm. Real. Mine for ten seconds.

I could walk. Sixteen days early. Prove the chart wrong.

My thumb hovered over the deadbolt. The diaper hung heavy between my legs, warm from my own piss and the slick leak my body kept making since I read day ten. Scent of the pad rose when I moved. Sweet chemical top note and underneath that, me. Trapped smell. Home smell now.

I turned away from the door. Not because I could not leave. Because leaving would turn me back into the girl who never saw the chart, and some vicious part of me needed to know the rest of the book they had written about my holes and my mouth and my asking.

I carried the binder to the couch. Read the soft track appendix. Bath schedule tied to oxytocin timing. Diaper checks framed as intimacy, not punishment. Gold stars for voluntary wetting three days in a row. Lena visit pending, day fifteen, external witness, attachment pressure.

Lena. Name on the page I had heard once at dinner, a friend of theirs, someone who might see.

Pending. Tomorrow.

My phone buzzed in the skirt pocket. Mommy: Home in twenty. Daddy says behave. Heart emoji. The emoji made my teeth ache. They knew I was good at behaving. They had scored it.

I hid the key in my bra. Put the binder back behind the chart, crooked, a hair off center. Let them see I had moved something. Rebellion was not flight. Rebellion was leaving a fingerprint.

I did not hear the car. I heard the lock. Both of them in the entry, Mommy's laugh, Daddy's low reply. Groceries rustled. I stood in the archway in my skirt and stockings and the printed tee they picked, pacifier on the chain against my sternum, diaper bulging obscene when I breathed.

Mommy looked at the fridge. At the chart. At me.

"You touched it," she said. Calm. No question.

"I touched everything," I said. My voice shook. Good. Let it. "Day thirty. I ask. You already wrote my yes."

Daddy set the bags down. One thud. "Chart out of alignment," he said to Mommy. "Fetch the binder."

She did not scold me. She walked to the fridge, slid the chart aside, pulled The Growth Chart free, set it on the breakfast bar like a menu. Opened to day fourteen.

"You're on schedule," Mommy said. "Resistance should be one point five. Where are you?"

"Zero," I spat. "I'm at zero. I read your protocol. I'm your subject."

"You're our girl," Mommy said. "Subjects get outcomes. Girls get kept. You want to be which?"

The question hooked under my ribs. I wanted to throw the binder at her head. I wanted her to cradle my face and tell me the chart lied. My pussy throbbed against the soaked core of the diaper. Cultivated response. Day twelve on the graph.

Daddy crossed the room. Grabbed my upper arm. "Highchair," he said. "Now."

I fought him. Actually fought. Heeled back, twisted. His grip bit bruises into my bicep. Mommy did not help him. She watched, arms folded, like this was data. Resistance spike. Corrective track authorized.

He muscled me to the breakfast bar stool, the highchair they bolted there for me, forced me up into the seat. Buckles crossed my chest. Tray locked down. Diaper squelched when my thighs spread on the vinyl seat. Filthy sound. Mommy heard it. Her nostrils flared once, scent check, then she nodded like I had passed a test I did not want to pass.

"You don't get to pretend this happened to you anymore," Daddy said. He tore the binder open to the Placement Review page and turned it toward me. "Read the trigger line out loud."

My eyes burned. I read. "Subject initiates ask to be kept permanently."

"Again. First person."

"I initiate the ask." The words tasted like soap. "I ask to stay."

"You'll ask," Mommy said. She leaned on the counter, perfume and dish soap on her skin. "We built the door so your ask means something. That is consent with teeth. You signed the rent bargain. You guarded our secret at the door when Lena's friend came. You chose the chart when you didn't run with the key I saw bulging in your bra."

My hand flew to my chest. They had seen.

"Take it out," Daddy said.

I pulled the key free. Metal cold. He pocketed it.

"Tomorrow Lena comes for dinner," Mommy said. "External witness. You will sit in this diaper and eat like a good girl while she learns your name. Tonight Daddy corrects the spike."

Correction meant his hand in my hair. He unbuckled only what he needed, shoved my tee up, clipped a vibrating clamp to each nipple. Buzz low. Cruel constant. I arched off the seat and the tray rattled.

"Stay down," he said. "You snooped. You confessed. You don't get mercy for honesty."

Mommy opened the nursery supply cabinet in the dining nook. Brought back a thick plug, black silicone, lube shining on it, and a wand with a fat head, the kind they used when they wanted me stupid fast. She did not hand them to Daddy. She worked the plug herself. Spread my diaper aside, cold air on my wet skin, lined the tip at my asshole.

"Breathe," she said. Soft track. Primary. "You belong opening for me."

I shook my head. "You engineered me."

"Engineered you to tell the truth about what you need." She pushed. Burn. Stretch. My rim fought then failed. The plug seated with a pop that made my vision white out. "There. Count how many times you come on that while Daddy uses your mouth. If you miss a count we start over."

Daddy unzipped. Cock thick, already hard, smell of him and leather. He fisted my hair, angled my face across the tray. "Open. Say what you are."

"A hole," I gasped. Clamps buzzed. Plug filled my ass.

"A hole who what?"

"Who snooped." His cock slid past my lips. Salt on my tongue. Gag reflex clenched. "Who stayed."

"Who will ask." He thrust shallow, cruel, letting me breathe between pushes. "Say it."

"Will ask to stay." Drool ran down my chin onto the tray. Shame burned my cheeks. My cunt dripped into the diaper. Squelch when I shifted. Mommy pressed the wand to the outside of the pad, right over my clit, through the wet bulk. Vibration and warmth mashed together. Piss-sweet stink rose. I moaned around cock.

"That's one," Mommy counted. "Don't you come yet. Hold."

I could not hold. The wand ground the soaked diaper into my swollen clit. Diaper heavy, grinding. Friction through wet plastic backed cloth. My ass clenched on the plug. Daddy shoved deeper. Gag. Tears. Spit strings snapped when he pulled back.

"Name the graph," Mommy said. Voice still gentle. Worst weapon. "What line crossed day twelve?"

"Cultivated," I sobbed around dick. "Response."

"And what are you doing now?"

"Coming." The orgasm ripped up from my clit through the diaper mess. Whole body seized. Tray rattled. I screamed around his cock, vulgar sound, throat abused. "One. One. Thank you."

"Thank Mommy," Daddy corrected. Slap on my cheek, light, marking.

"Thank Mommy."

"Again on the wand. Slower. He'll fuck your mouth through it."

Second build longer. Mommy dragged the wand in circles, pressure through the sagging diaper, scent of my arousal thick in the highchair cage. Daddy used my throat like a sleeve. No rhythm I could predict. Brain offline. Only stretch in ass, buzz on tits, cock hitting the gag point on every push.

Lena could walk in tomorrow and they would describe this like weather.

The second crest broke worse than the first. My pussy gushed into the pad. Fresh flood mixing with old wet. Diaper dragging between my legs. I counted broken. "Two. Two. I'm a whore who reads binders."

"You're a girl who reads," Mommy said. "Say the trigger date."

"Day thirty."

"And what happens?"

"I ask."

Daddy pulled out. Spit bridge broke. He walked behind the highchair. Unclipped one buckle. Bent me over the tray. Diaper shoved down to my thighs. Plug still locked in my ass. He worked it out slow. Rim burning. Gape ache. Then his cock replaced it, no warning, one stroke balls-deep in my ass.

I howled. Pain pleasure fuse. He did not wait for me to adjust. Pounded. Slap of skin on skin. Wet sounds from my cunt dripping untouched below. Mommy held the wand to my clit bare now, direct, vicious. Third orgasm built too fast. They stacked them like the chart said they would.

"Count," Daddy grunted. "Or I stop."

"Three. Please three." Wrong word. His hand cracked my ass cheek. Fire.

"Ask filthy."

"Fuck my asshole. Breed the chart. I'm your cultivated slut."

He groaned. Drove harder. My hole stretched raw. Mommy slid two fingers into my pussy, curl up, knuckles grinding G-spot, the wand hard on my clit. Too much. Fourth peak shattered me. Squirt wet the bar stool. Smell sharp. I choked on my own voice. "Four. Four."

"One more," Mommy said. "External witness tomorrow. Lena sees a girl who can take five without passing out. Daddy. Finish her."

He pulled from my ass. Cold. Then wider. Three fingers forcing my rim. Burn. More. Fist pressure. I begged. He worked me open anyway, knuckles past the ring, ache blooming, fullness obscene. Mommy counted breaths in my ear. "Stay. Stay. You wanted the truth. Truth is your ass takes Mommy's schedule."

Fifth orgasm when he twisted his wrist inside me and the wand buzzed max. I went limp in the buckles. Cum and squirt and drool and snot. Mess on tray, thighs, floor. Ass gaped when he pulled free. Air cold on raw flesh. I could not close.

Mommy wiped my face. Soft cloth. Warm water scent. Primary track. My eyes met hers. Grief and need in the same look. She had known I would read it. Maybe left it crooked on purpose.

Daddy buckled the diaper back up. Soaked, swollen, obscene. Pacifier popped between my lips without asking. I sucked around sobs.

Mommy carried me off the highchair. Legs dead. She walked me down the hall to the nursery room. Wallpaper with stupid stars. Crib-width bed I slept in. She laid me on the sheets. Joss followed. Stood in the doorway arms crossed.

"You don't get to believe your wanting was accident anymore," Mommy said. Quiet. Final. "Sixteen nights. You'll practice the ask in pieces until your mouth knows it."

I shook my head. Tiny motion. Pacifier stem between my teeth.

She took my hand. Placed it on the laminated rules sheet from the nightstand. Fourth page blank. Waiting.

"You belong in this room now," she said.

Not the house. The room. The chart on the wall with gold stars I had not earned tonight. The binder back on the fridge behind the lies we all ate from. Lena tomorrow. Witness. Attachment pressure.

I squeezed Mommy's fingers once. Surrender and rage in the same grip. Sixteen days until I had to ask out loud what they had already written. The key was gone. The door was still open on paper. My ass throbbed gape ache. Diaper warm against raw skin.

Mommy turned off the light. Daddy's footsteps retreated. I lay in the dark tasting salt and latex and my own wet stink, and listened for a car that was not coming to save me, because I had read the page that said I would not want one.


Chapter 7: Sweetness by Design

The swing chain bit into the porch post on every rock, a thin metallic complaint under Mara's hum. Dusk had turned the craftsman trim the color of old bruises. My cheek stayed on her thigh through the thin cotton of her sundress, warm from her skin and the day she'd spent in the yard. She smelled like lemon dish soap and the vanilla she put behind her ears. I could have named every note. I had read the binder. I knew the lap was a line item.

Fifteen days left on the laminated strip above the milk. The number had flipped since I found the Growth Chart. Before, thirty felt like a wall I might still climb. Fifteen felt like a hand already on my throat.

Mara's palm moved through my hair without hurry. Her nails scraped my scalp in a rhythm that matched the swing. Crinkle came from between my own legs, the thick pink diaper I'd been changed into after dinner, swollen where I'd leaked twice since the highchair. Warm bulk pressed my thighs apart when I shifted. Shame crawled up my neck and my cunt answered anyway, slick against the soaked core.

I could tell her. Binder. Projected date. The Placement Review built so I had to ask.

I didn't.

Her thumb traced my ear. "Good girl. Just breathe."

The words landed exactly where the chart said they would. My chest tightened. I turned my face harder into her leg and chose it. Eyes open behind my lashes. Complicity sat in my mouth like copper.

The screen door slapped. Boots on the boards. Joss dropped into the porch rocker with the evening paper still folded under his arm, though he never opened it. His eyes went to my diaper first, the way they always did, checking swell and stain through the onesie snaps Mara had done up wrong on purpose so the waistband showed.

"She eat?" he asked Mara, not me.

"Every bite. No fuss."

"Chart?"

"Two stars. She held the spoon herself for the applesauce."

Pride in his voice for a trick I'd performed a hundred times. Resistance column minus two, if they were updating tonight. I kept my mouth shut and let gratitude pool in my belly for the praise I hated needing.

Joss leaned forward. His knuckle hooked the onesie between my legs and pressed the wet diaper up into my slit. The squelch was obscene on the quiet porch. Heat burst through the sodden wadding. I jerked and a whimper slipped out.

"Still leaking like a tap," he said. "You thank Mommy for keeping you dry, or are we back to pouting?"

My throat worked. The binder said this split was routine and consequence. Mommy's hand in my hair. Daddy's hand on my mess.

"Thank you, Mommy," I whispered to Mara's dress.

Mara kissed my forehead. "You're welcome, baby."

Joss's finger found the tape tab at my hip and tugged. "Stand up. Porch inspection. Hands on the rail."

I rose on shaky legs. The swing emptied behind me. Cool air hit where the diaper had cooked me. Mara stayed seated, watching, humming again under her breath. Joss walked me to the railing and turned me to face the street, neighbors' windows darkening one by one.

"Bend. Grab your ankles."

I folded over the rail. The onesie rode up. My thick diaper ballooned out, pink plastic catching the last light, urine-dark in the middle, the smell of my arousal threading through it. My face burned; my clit throbbed regardless.

He spread the tapes and let the diaper drop to my knees. Dusk air licked my bare ass. I was shaved smooth for them now, a rule I'd stopped fighting.

"Spread your cheeks."

I did. His callused thumb circled my asshole, already greased from whatever Mara had worked in during the change I hadn't fought. The stretch burned before I was ready.

"Quiet night," he said. "No wand yet. You don't get to cum easy."

My cunt clenched on nothing. I bit the inside of my cheek. You planned this too.

"Please," I said before I could swallow it.

Mara's voice floated from the swing. "Beg, and I might let you."

Not Daddy. Her. The mercy gate on her terms. My pussy dripped down my thigh.

"Please, Mommy. Please let me…"

"Let you what?" Joss's thumb pushed in to the first knuckle. "Say it nasty. Out loud. Neighbors might hear."

The street was empty. That didn't matter. My voice shook. "Let me cum in my diaper like a filthy little… a whore who can't hold her piss or her legs shut."

"Better." He worked a second finger in beside the first, scissoring slow. Burn spread. My hole clenched and yielded. "You know what we're doing to you?"

Yes. The word stayed teeth-locked. I nodded instead.

Mara rose. Bare feet on the boards. She came behind me and lifted my chin, forcing my back to arch, tits shoved forward in the onesie gap.

"You found something yesterday," she murmured in my ear, too soft for Joss to pretend he missed.

My blood went cold. Her lips brushed my lobe.

"You didn't tell us." Not a question. "That tells me you're learning."

Joss added a third finger. Stretch edged toward pain. I gasped.

"Stay bent," he said. "Take it."

Mara's hand slid down my front and cupped my cunt, two fingers splitting my lips, finding my clit swollen and slick. She rubbed once and stopped.

"No cum. Not yet."

I whined. Gratitude warred with the urge to spit. She'd known all along I'd snoop. The trap stayed open and I'd walked back into the nursery and let her powder me anyway.

"You want the porch or the swing?" Joss asked.

"Swing," Mara said. "I want her in my lap when she breaks."

They moved me like furniture. Diaper kicked off my ankles. I was placed sideways across Mara's thighs on the creaking swing, head toward the street, ass toward Joss. Mara hitched my onesie to my ribs and left my tits bare. Night air tightened my nipples. She produced the pacifier on its chain from her pocket and clicked it between my lips.

"Suck. Don't bite."

Joss knelt on the porch boards between my spread knees. His belt clinked. Zipper. Cock out, thick and already wet at the tip. He rubbed it along my slit once, smearing me, then pressed the head to my asshole.

"No warm-up on your cunt," he said. "Daddy uses the hole that matters tonight."

He pushed. Inch by inch. Burn white behind my eyes. My ass stretched around his girth, greedy and terrified. The swing rocked with each thrust and the chain sang.

Mara held the pacifier stem and stroked my hair. "Good girl. Open for him."

I sucked the rubber and moaned around it. Joss bottomed out and held, letting my ass flutter on his cock. Then he fucked me in long strokes, deliberate, each withdrawal dragging a slick sound from my hole.

"Clamp her," he said over my head.

Mara reached under the swing cushion and came up with the pink nipple clamps joined by a chain. She pinched my left nipple, then my right. Pain lanced straight to my cunt. I arched and Joss drove harder, balls slapping the underside of my ass.

"Count in your head," Mara whispered. "Not out loud. Tonight you keep it."

I couldn't have spoken if I'd tried. The pacifier filled my mouth. Joss set a pace that hurt and lit me up, cock pistoning my ass, friction building where I was widest. My clit ached untouched.

He pulled out. Cold air gaped me. I sobbed around the pacifier.

"Plug her," he said. "Big one. Blue. She doesn't get empty."

Mara had it ready, lubed, the fat silicone plug that always made me feel split. She worked it past the rim while Joss held my cheeks apart. Pop when it seated. My asshole hugged the base. Full.

"Wand," Joss said.

Mara fetched the cordless wand from the side table by the door. The head buzzed alive. She pressed it to my clit from above my trapped legs.

I screamed into the pacifier. Pleasure detonated. She lifted the wand away before I crested.

"Beg," she said. "Beg, and I might let you."

I spat the pacifier out. Drool strung to my chin. "Please, Mommy. Please, Daddy. Let your slut cum. I'll do anything. I'll ask to stay. I'll ask on the right night. Please."

Mara's eyes held mine. She knew what I'd read. She let me say it anyway.

Joss's hand cracked my thigh. "You don't get to bargain with the Review. You get to take what we give."

He unbuckled and moved. Mara kept the wand an inch from my clit, heat without contact. Joss hooked two fingers in the plug base and tugged in rhythm, fucking my ass with silicone while my cunt dripped down her wrist.

"More," Mara said to him, not me.

He eased the plug out slow, beads of lube shining on my rim, then replaced it with his cock again, no mercy, slamming in while the swing bucked wild. Wood groaned. My ass gaped and closed around him. Wet sounds layered with the crinkle of nothing now, just naked skin and obscene slap.

Mara set the wand on my clit and left it.

I broke. Orgasm ripped up my spine. I came screaming, cunt gushing on her hand, ass clamping Joss's cock so hard he cursed. She didn't pull the wand away. The second peak stacked before the first finished, brutal, vision whiting.

"Too much," I gasped.

"Not yet," Joss grunted and came in my ass, hot spurts deep, flooding me. He stayed buried while Mara ground the wand and milked another convulsion out of me, squirt wetting the swing cushion.

When she finally lifted it, I shook like a wire cut. Cum leaked from my ass around his softening cock. Mara wiped her hand on my thigh and fed me two fingers to suck clean.

"Taste yourself," she said. "Good girls taste their mess."

I sucked. Salt and shame. Gratitude worse than either.

Joss pulled out. Gape ached open. He tucked himself away and handed Mara the diaper I'd worn.

"Put it back on her wet," he said. "No wipe. She sleeps in it."

Mara lifted my hips and slid the soaked diaper under me, tapes screaming on the plastic. She fastened it tight over cum leaking down my crack, diaper already warm from my piss, now slick with his load squelching when I clenched.

"Fifteen days," she said lightly, rocking us again. "Halfway home, baby."

Home. The word sank hooks.

I lay in her lap in my filthy diaper, ass throbbing, clit still twitching, and thanked her in my head for the swing, the hum, the fingers in my hair. The exit in the binder was still there on paper. In my body it was already closing.

Joss went inside. Dishes clinked. Mara hummed. I closed my eyes and leaned into the stroke that had been scored on a chart before I ever sat down.

Tomorrow I would earn another star. Tonight I was asking in advance, silently, to be kept.


Chapter 8: Good Girls Wait

The light went out and the door clicked shut, and I lay in the dark with my legs spread on the check sheet while the thick diaper Mara had taped on me still held the last pinch of cold from her fingers against my skin. I waited for her hand to come back. For the wand. For Mommy's voice telling me what tonight's count would be. Nothing. Only the house settling and my own breathing too loud in the crib rails.

Through the wall came their voices, low, clear, the way sound travels when you are the only one not invited.

"… interviewed her Tuesday. Graduate student too. Needs the room when the trial ends."

Joss. Calm. Like he was talking about paint samples.

"She liked the rules," Mara said. "Asked about the highchair. Said she could follow structure."

My stomach pitched so hard my cunt clenched around the plug they'd left in before lights-out. No touch. Just the plug and the diaper and them naming another girl who wanted my chair, my fridge stars, my thirty days.

"Room opens up day thirty-one," Joss said. "We keep Ellie through Placement unless she walks. Standard."

Unless she walks. Like I was furniture they were rotating.

"We should bring the applicant back," Mara said. "Sunday dinner. See how she sits at the bar."

Sunday. Nine days from now. The same night as my Review.

I bit the inside of my cheek until copper hit my tongue. My thesis draft was still in the drawer. My deferral paperwork was still in their safe. I could leave. I could still leave. The words in my head sounded thin, borrowed, nothing like the wet heat pooling in the diaper while envy burned my face in the dark.

No one opened my door.

I rolled onto my side. The plug shifted. A dull throb started in my clit where the wand should have been humming. I pressed my thighs together and the diaper crinkled, obscene in the silence. They were still talking. I caught a name.

"Lena seemed eager."

"Lena can take Resistance shifts if Ellie Placements," Joss said. "We've done it before."

Done it before. Another girl. A template. I was the current draft and Lena was the revision.

I shoved my hand toward the crib railing to climb out. Defiance flared hot, stupid. I would march in there in this ridiculous diaper and tell them I knew about the Growth Chart, tell them I was not interchangeable. My palm hit the locked rail. Of course it was locked. Day twenty-one and I still forgot they thought ahead.

"Good girls stay in bed," Mara called through the wall, like she had a wire on my pulse.

I dropped back onto the mattress. The sheets were cool. My skin under the diaper was not. Shame and want twisted together until I could not tell which made me wetter.

Hours, or twenty minutes. Time did mean things when you were edged by absence. The plug buzzed once, a tease, then died. I whimpered into the pacifier clip they'd buckled to the rail by my mouth. I did not take it. I would not give them that yet.

Morning came gray through the nursery blinds. Mara unlocked the rail and peeled the tape without a word about last night. The diaper hung heavy between my legs, warm with piss and the slick of arousal I had leaked all night. She pressed two fingers into the crotch and sniffed, clinical.

"Wet little thing," she said, not unkind. "Daddy's in the shower. Breakfast in the highchair. Nine days, Ellie. Count them while you eat."

She stripped the diaper off and the cold air hit my swollen pussy. I was shaved bare again, always bare now, like they were keeping me ready for inspection. She wiped me rough, front to back, the paper burning my clit. I jerked.

"No touching unless you're told," she said, and slapped my inner thigh. Pink bloom. My cunt wept.

At the breakfast bar the highchair straps bit my shoulders. A printed place card still said ELLIE in Mara's looping script. Porridge, cut fruit, no coffee. Rule two on the fridge gleamed in laminate three feet from my face. I ate because hunger was easier to obey than the ache between my legs.

Joss came down towel at his waist, chest hair damp, smelling like soap and authority. He did not kiss my forehead. He set a tablet on the counter facing away from me and scrolled while he drank his coffee.

"Lena's references checked out," he said to Mara. "Faculty advisor says she's disciplined."

I gripped the spoon until my knuckles ached. Disciplined. The word they used on me day one.

Mara leaned against his shoulder, tank top and sleep shorts, nipples soft against his arm. "We'll see if she melts the same way."

Melts. Like I was a candle.

"Ellie's melting fine," Joss said, and finally looked at me. "Aren't you."

It was not a question. My throat closed. I wanted to throw the bowl. I wanted to slide off the chair and beg him to fuck me on the tile until I forgot another woman's name. Instead I nodded, porridge paste on my tongue.

"Good," he said, and turned the tablet so I could see the screen.

A photo. Woman about my age, sharp cheekbones, dark hair in a bun, smiling at a camera like she owned the frame. Lena. Caption: Applicant #4, trial start pending.

"She wants the nursery," Mara said softly, watching my face. "Pink walls. Crib. Same rules."

My pussy clenched so hard a plug, if I'd had one, would have shifted. No plug now. Empty. Denied.

"Why show me," I said, and hated how my voice cracked.

Joss set his mug down. "Because you need to know what's waiting if you walk out that door on day thirty."

"Or if you misbehave before then," Mara added. "We don't keep girls who claw at the arrangement."

Defiance rose again. I swallowed it. They wanted claws. They would crush them and make me thank them.

"I won't misbehave," I said.

Joss's mouth twitched. "Prove it. Finish breakfast. Wipe your mouth. Ask nicely for your day assignment."

The house vocabulary sat in my mouth like a stone. I had never once asked for an orgasm in their words. I had been forced, tricked, edged into screams. Never chosen the phrase.

"May I have my assignment, Daddy," I muttered, eyes on the fruit.

"Louder," Mara said. "Like you mean it."

"May I have my assignment, Daddy." Hot face. My nipples hardened against the thin shirt they dressed me in, no bra, bells on the collar chain when I breathed.

Joss stood, came behind the highchair, hands on my shoulders. Weight. Ownership. "Today you clean the nursery. Deep. Then you sit with Mommy while she scores charts. No coming. No touching. Good girls wait."

Good girls wait. Last night's torture had a name.

I cleaned on my knees, diaper back on for "accident protocol," thick white plastic rustling every time I scrubbed baseboards. The plug was gone but a remote bullet sat inside my pussy, silent. Mara sat in the rocker with the sticker binder and the hidden Growth Chart I'd peeked at once and never mentioned. She made notes while I crawled past her with a rag.

"Lena leaned forward in her interview," Mara said, casual. "Eager lap. Score eight."

I scrubbed harder. "What was mine."

"Six at move-in." She flipped a page. "Nine last Sunday on the porch."

Nine because I had leaned into her with my eyes open, knowing it was technique. They had scored my surrender.

"She won't get nine," I said before I could stop.

Mara looked down at me on the floor. "No. She won't. Unless you give her room."

The bullet inside me buzzed once, two seconds, then stopped. I gasped and slapped my hand over my mouth.

"Ah ah," Mara said. "Hands on the floor. Show me that ass in the diaper while you work."

I put my hands down. The diaper bulged when I arched. Humiliation burned my ears and my clit swelled against the bullet. I wanted to be the only girl on the chart. The only ass in the diaper. The only name on the place card.

Afternoon bled into evening without release. They shared laps on the couch while I sat on the floor between Joss's feet, head on his knee, denied the furniture. TV noise. His hand in my hair, not stroking, just holding. Mara's legs tucked under her, bare feet near my shoulder. The bullet buzzed in patterns I could not predict. Five seconds. Off. Three. Off. My pussy dripped into the diaper until the crotch was slick and the smell of sex mixed with warm piss when they checked me.

"Spread," Joss said during a commercial.

I lay back on the rug, legs open, diaper tenting. He untaped one side and peeled the front down, cool air on my slick cunt. Mara lifted the wand but did not turn it on. She rested the round head against my clit, pressure only.

"Look at that hole," she said. "Dripping for a girl she's never met."

"Shut up," I snapped.

The room went still. Joss's hand left my hair. He stood. Fear cut through the heat.

He crouched, grabbed my jaw, fingers digging. "What did you say."

"I'm sorry Daddy I'm sorry." The words tumbled. The defiance crumpled in an instant. "I'm sorry."

"You want to be the only little slut in this house," he said, voice low. "You earn it. Apologize to Mommy for speaking like trash."

"I'm sorry Mommy." Tears leaked. My clit throbbed under the wand that still was not on.

"Again," Mara said. "Like you need her."

"I'm sorry Mommy. I'm sorry. I want… I want to be good. I want to be yours. Not her. Not Lena."

Saying the name spiked jealousy so sharp I moaned.

Joss released my jaw. "There. Honest." He looked at Mara. "Bedtime protocol early. Denial track. She's ready to ask."

They carried me to the nursery. Not gentle. Efficient. Cuffs on the crib rails, ankles spread in soft leather, diaper gone, plug in my ass this time, thick black silicone stretching me open while Mara worked it in with lube cold from the fridge. Temperature shock on my hole. I cried out.

"Count the stretch," Joss said.

"One. Two. Three." The plug seated, base flush. My asshole burned.

They bound the wand to my clit with a harness, tape and straps, vibration low, constant, maddening. Not enough to come. Enough to sob. Pacifier in my mouth without asking. Blindfold. The world went black and sound got bigger.

Through the wall again, deliberate, their voices raised just enough to carry.

"Lena's Sunday slot confirmed," Joss said. "Resistance routine if Ellie fails Placement."

"If she walks," Mara corrected. "If she walks."

"If."

The wand bumped up one notch. My hips jerked against the cuffs. I could not grind enough. The plug filled my ass and the bullet was gone but the wand on my clit was everything, building, stopping short of crest, over and over as they adjusted it remotely.

"She's listening," Mara said, closer, maybe at the door. "Aren't you, baby."

I nodded around the pacifier.

"Good girls wait," she said. "Lena doesn't get your orgasms. You don't give them away by coming without permission."

I had never had permission last night. They were teaching jealousy as leash.

The wand surged. I bucked. Numbness and fire at once. My pussy clenched on nothing, empty hole dripping down my ass crack around the plug. They turned it down before I could crest. I screamed into the pacifier.

Hours of that. Sound of their TV. Sound of my wet cunt against the wand head. Sound of Joss in the hall on a call, voice professional, talking about Lena's move-in date like a lease clause. Temperature dropping in the room, nipples aching, only the wand warm.

When the blindfold came off, Mara sat on the edge of the crib. Joss stood behind her, shirt off, cock hard and thick against the small of her back where she leaned into him. Shared lap without me. The sight was worse than the wand.

"Nine days," Mara said. "Placement Review. You ask to stay or you go. Lena moves in day thirty-one."

"Please," I said around the pacifier they pulled out.

"Please what," Joss said.

Defiance flickered one last time. I could stay silent. I could deny them the words. Lena's face on the tablet. My name on the place card. The Growth Chart scoring which lap I leaned toward.

I opened my mouth. Their language, willingly, for the first time, because jealousy hurt worse than shame.

"Please Mommy Daddy." My voice broke. "Please let your good girl cum. I want to be your good girl. Not her. Only yours. I'll wait. I waited. Please let me cum on the wand. I'm your dirty little diaper slut. I don't want Lena in my crib. I want to stay. Please."

Mara's eyes softened the way that always meant technique. She nodded once.

Joss said, "Count them out loud. Every one. Thank us for each."

He turned the wand to high. The plug in my ass buzzed in sync, new setting I did not know they had. My body arched off the mattress, cuffs biting, and the orgasm ripped through me so hard I lost language.

"One," Mara counted. "Cum for Mommy."

I came gushing, squirt hitting the wand harness, thighs shaking, ass clenching the plug, noise obscene in the quiet house, squelch and slap of wet flesh. I sobbed thank you Mommy thank you Daddy while it tore through me.

Joss did not turn it down. "Again."

The second built on the first, cruel, oversensitive clit screaming. "Two." I choked on it. "Thank you Daddy. Thank you. I'm cumming. I'm your hole. Only yours."

Mara slid two fingers into my pussy, stretching me open around the wand pressure, fucking me while I came the second time, harder, vision white at the edges. Cum and slick poured over her hand.

"Three," Joss said, cold. "One more. Beg for it."

"I need it." Fragments. No pride left. "Your slut needs it. Don't give my place to Lena. Please Daddy. Three. Thank you."

The third orgasm broke me past sound into a raw animal keen. My ass gaped around the plug when I clenched. My cunt spasmed empty after Mara's fingers withdrew, dripping on the sheet. They let the wand run until I was sobbing no more no more and Joss finally killed it.

Silence except my breath. Mara untied the harness. Joss uncuffed me. I curled into a ball, aftershocks twitching my legs.

Joss sat on the mattress edge and lifted my chin. "There is no version of this where you walk out unchanged."

He kissed my forehead. First touch in twenty-four hours. My whole body leaned into it like the porch swing, eyes open, knowing.

"You asked in our words," Mara said, wiping my face with the same rough wipe as morning. "That stays. Lena comes Sunday. You'll serve dinner in your collar and diaper and watch how she sits."

Nine days. Placement. Lena at the door.

"Will you choose her over me," I whispered.

Mara smiled. "That's your question to answer on night thirty. Not ours."

She taped a fresh diaper on me, thick and tight, and clicked the rail locked. Lights out. This time Joss's hand stayed through the bars, two fingers resting on my ankle, possession without pleasure.

I lay in the dark, body wrecked, three orgasms counted and thanked for, their vocabulary in my mouth now permanent. Somewhere in the house the fridge hummed. Nine days on the laminate. Lena's Sunday dinner approaching like a second trial I had to survive without being replaced.

His fingers pressed once on my ankle. "Sleep, little one."

I did not sleep. I listened to the house and held the words I had chosen, good girl, your slut, only yours, and hated how true they were already.


Chapter 9: Three Nights Unspoken

Twenty-seven squares crossed off. Three empty boxes left on the laminated countdown Mara had stuck to the fridge door beside the rules. I stood in my diaper and nightshirt with the kitchen dark and my breath fogging the plastic while my finger traced each X. My cunt was already slick from counting. That was the sick part. Three nights until Placement Review and my body treated the number like a command.

I had read the Growth Chart binder last week when Mara left the nursery drawer unlocked. They had projected day twenty-nine for me to stop wanting the door. Day twenty-seven and I was ahead of their curve. The handwriting in Mara's loop and Joss's block capitals had scored which lap I leaned toward, which voice made me wet faster. They had already picked the night I would beg. Rage should have had me out the door. Instead my thighs pressed together and the diaper squelched, warm from sleep and worse.

Footsteps on the stairs. Joss first, always first before dawn. He flicked the pendant light over the bar and his shadow hit me before his voice did.

"Counting again, Ellie."

"Three nights." My voice came out thin. "That's all that's left."

Mommy came down behind him in her robe, hair loose, smelling like vanilla lotion and the coffee she would make later. She kissed my temple and her mouth stayed there a beat too long, tasting my skin, my sweat from standing here with want in my legs.

"Breakfast bar in five," she said. "Highchair."

I hated that chair and my ass still climbed into it when she patted the seat. The diaper spread me open on the vinyl. Joss set a bottle of water in the ring and Mara slid the bib under my chin. Normal. Except my hands shook on the laminate edge.

"Say what you're thinking," Joss said. He leaned on the counter across from me, arms folded, cock outlined in his sweatpants, a step ahead of me already. "Out loud. Practice."

My mouth opened. The sentence had been living behind my teeth for days, since Lena's name floated through dinner and they looked past me like I was furniture that leaked. Since the edging night when I had begged for release in their baby words and still slept alone with the wand shut off at the last second.

"I want to stay here." Four words. Plain. No pretty wrapping. "After the thirty days. I want you to keep me. Not the trial. For real."

The kitchen went still. Mara's hand on my shoulder tightened. Joss did not smile.

"No," he said.

One syllable. Cold as the tile under my bare feet before Mommy made me wear socks.

"You don't get to ask early." He pushed off the counter and crossed to the fridge. His finger tapped the empty square for night twenty-eight. "The ask happens at Review. On the thirtieth night. You hold it until then."

"But I said it." My throat burned. Bargaining mode kicked in before shame could catch up. "I meant it. You can write it down. You can tell Lena the room is closed."

"Lena interviews Thursday regardless." Mara's voice stayed soft and that made it worse. "Rooms don't close because a girl gets impatient."

Impatient. I had six years of grad school debt and a deferral letter in a drawer and they called me impatient.

Joss crouched in front of the highchair so our eyes leveled. His palm spread over the front of my diaper and pressed. The bulk mashed my clit through the soaked core. I gasped and hated that he could do that with one hand while denying me.

"You said it once." His thumb ground slow circles into the diaper. "Now you swallow it for three more nights. You don't repeat it. You don't whisper it in the nursery. You don't write it in that thesis footnote you think we don't read. Understood?"

They read my drawer. Of course they did.

After breakfast Mara changed me on the nursery table with the wipes warm and the powder sharp in my nose. I stared at the mobile while she spread my legs and cleaned my cunt like I was too stupid to do it myself. The smell of ammonia and arousal mixed in the trash bag when she rolled the used diaper shut.

"You're wet for the wrong reason again," she murmured. Not angry. Clinical. "That's not piss, baby. That's you leaking because Daddy said no."

She slipped a fresh diaper under me, thick and crinkling loud, and taped it tight. Then she held the pacifier on its chain to my lips.

"Suck while I finish. Hands stay on the table."

I sucked. The silicone filled my mouth and drool slipped down my chin onto the plastic sheet. Her fingers checked the tape seams, then dipped two into my pussy through the leg gap she had left on purpose. Stretch. Burn. Two knuckles deep while the pacifier muffled my whimper.

"Good hole," she said. "You almost gave them what they wanted early. That would have ruined the curriculum."

Curriculum. The word from the Growth Chart. My stomach knotted and my hips rolled on her hand anyway.

She pulled out and wiped her fingers on my inner thigh, leaving a wet streak I smelled all morning. "No coming until tonight. Daddy's rule."

I spent the day folding onesies and sorting bottle nipples in the nursery closet, bargaining with a god I did not believe in. If I took the words back silently, maybe the old Ellie could survive in the thesis drawer. If I stayed quiet three nights, maybe they would forget I had broken first.

At two I cracked. Not with speech. With the drawer.

The spare room had my laptop bag, my deferral forms, the bus schedule to the depot, cash I had hidden in a chapstick tube. The exit plan. Adult Ellie in paper. I pulled the stack out and held it over the diaper pail.

Mara watched from the doorway with a laundry basket on her hip.

"Burn it or tape it," she said. "Your choice. But it doesn't go back in the drawer."

"If I keep quiet until Review, do I get…"

"No trades." She set the basket down. "You already spoke. Now you choose what dies with the sentence."

The bus schedule smelled like ink and freedom. I tore it down the middle. Then the deferral copy. Then the cash, bills shredded into pink confetti over the pail. My hands shook harder with each rip because relief came with the loss. No backup girl. No version waiting outside the craftsman house with her thesis intact.

Joss found me on my knees by the pail when he got home. Tie loose, sleeves rolled, dinner smell on him from whatever he had picked up.

"Where's the stack?" he asked.

"Gone."

"Show me."

I opened the pail lid. Paper and cash on top of a wadded morning diaper.

His nod was small. "Upstairs. Both of us. Now."

The master bedroom was not my usual place. Cuffs on the posts. Spread bar at the foot. Mara already had the black wand plugged in and a tray on the dresser: marker, collar, plug with a tail, the lease papers I had signed day one but never read past page two.

"Strip to the diaper," Joss said.

I peeled the onesie off. My tits bounced free, nipples hard in the cool air. The diaper hung heavy between my thighs, obscene adult bulk that still made me small in their room.

Joss cut the tapes with scissors instead of untaping. Slow. The front fell open and the draft hit my slick pussy. He did not let me close my legs.

"Step out. Leave it on the floor."

Bare except socks Mara put on me. Vulnerable in a way the nursery did not touch.

He sat on the bed edge and patted his lap. Shared lap. The frame from the chart. I climbed over his thighs and lay chest-down across them, ass up, face toward Mara. Her fingers threaded into my hair, pulling my head back and baring my throat.

"You asked to stay early," Joss said. His palm cracked my ass once. Hard. "You don't get the answer early. You get consequence."

Another slap. Heat spread. My cunt dripped on his pant leg.

"Count."

"One." Voice broken.

Two more slaps. Three. Four. My ass burned red and I bit my lip until blood taste hit my tongue. Sensory anchor. Salt and iron.

Mara kissed me then, tongue in my mouth, tasting the blood. She pulled back and spit into my palm.

"Rub that on your clit. Show us how dirty you are."

I smeared spit over my swollen clit and moaned into the sheets. Joss spread my cheeks and the plug pressed cold against my asshole. No lube except what dripped from my pussy. He worked it in one relentless push. The tail hung down, brushing his slacks.

"Stay on my lap," he ordered. "If you slide off, we start slaps again."

Mara clipped the collar around my throat, metal cool, tag blank. She held the marker cap in her teeth while she positioned the wand at my clit from the front, buzzing low.

"Lease of the heart," she read from the paper on the dresser. "Section nine. Permanent marking upon premature petition."

Premature petition. My ask at breakfast.

Joss's hand spread my ass around the plug. "You don't own your skin for three more days. We do."

The marker tip touched my left ass cheek. Sharp wet line. Not a tattoo gun. Worse in its cheap permanence. He wrote while Mara turned the wand up.

M

i

n

e

Each letter a stroke and a pause while I jerked on his lap. The wand buzzed brutal on my clit. The plug shifted in my ass when I clenched.

"Say it with him," Mara whispered. "Every letter."

"M," I gasped.

"I."

"N."

"E."

"Mine." Joss's voice at the end, flat command. "Say it."

"Mine." I choked it out. "Yours. I'm yours."

"Again."

"Mine. I'm mine. I'm yours. Daddy mine Mommy mine…"

"Filthier." Mara shoved two fingers into my cunt alongside the wand pressure. Stretch. Squelch loud. "Who owns this hole?"

"You do. Mommy owns it. Daddy owns it. I'm a marked slut in your house…"

Joss slapped my ass again. "Come on one. Don't you dare spill yet."

The orgasm built wrong, denied at the edge for a week and slammed into me on command. I screamed into the mattress. Cunt clenching on Mara's fingers. Ass biting the plug. Wet gush on the wand head. One. Shaking, ruined, still over his lap.

"That's one," Mara counted. Calm. "Two more before marking dries."

She wiped it on my thigh and pushed it back. Higher speed. Joss uncapped the marker again and added a second line under MINE: a date. Day thirty. Placement Review.

"You'll read that in the mirror every time you shower until you're Placed," he said. "If you shower without permission, we add a line."

"No showers without, oh fuck…"

Mara's fingers left my pussy and slid up to my mouth. I sucked them clean, tasting myself, salt and tang, while the wand tore another crest out of me. Two. Harder. Legs kicking. Joss locked my ankles with his arm.

"Thank us," he said.

"Thank you for marking me. Thank you for, for holding the ask. Thank you for…"

"For what?"

"For making me wait so I break right." The truth I had bargained away with the bus schedule. "Thank you for ruining the backup Ellie."

Mara kissed my forehead. "Good girl. One more."

She traded the wand for his cock, freed from his pants, thick head at my lips. I opened and he fed it in while the plug in my ass got twisted deeper. Gag. Drool. Salt of precum on my tongue. The wand returned to my clit, held by Mara now, merciless.

"Suck like you mean stay," Joss said. "Not like you mean sorry."

I sucked. Hollowing cheeks. Tongue on vein. He fucked my mouth in short thrusts that matched the wand buzz. Three built from throat and clit and ass all at once. I came gagging, tears and spit down my chin, cunt squirting on the sheet under me. Three. Body gone slack except where they held me.

Joss pulled out and came across the marker lines on my ass, stripes of heat over the ink, blending the smell of cum and sharp marker chemical into one filthy cloud.

"Don't wipe," Mara said. She blew on the skin. "Let it set."

They moved me to the spread bar without letting me touch my face. Ankles wide. Wrists cuffed. Diaper back on, dry this time, taped over the mess on my thighs. Tail plug still in. Collar locked.

Joss held the lease page to my face. Section nine again. His finger under the clause.

"Permanent marking upon premature petition. Submissive acknowledges skin is lessor property until Placement seals."

"I acknowledge." Whisper.

"Louder."

"I acknowledge my skin is yours until Placement."

Mara traced the collar tag with the marker. E L L I E. Not a nickname. My grad school name. Permanent on metal.

"Three nights," Joss said. He set the key to the cuffs on the highchair place-card downstairs, where I would see it at breakfast. "You hold the sentence. We hold your body."

He turned the wand on low and tucked it inside the diaper front, pressed to my clit through the bulk. Remote in his pocket.

"Dinner in the chair. You'll eat while it buzzes. You'll leak into fresh diaper and not come. If you speak the ask again before Review, we add letters. Your ass will run out of room."

They left me spread and buzzing. Low torment. My marked cheek faced the mirror on the closet door: MINE in shaking reflection, cum dried in the loops, date under it burning into me.

The backup Ellie was in the pail downstairs with torn deferral and shredded cash.

The sentence was still in my mouth, swallowed now, three nights of silence while my cunt learned to speak for me.

Mara came back alone before dinner. She uncuffed one wrist and pulled me onto her lap on the rocking chair in the corner, shared lap number two, softer frame. Her hand slipped into the diaper and adjusted the wand.

"If you had waited," she murmured into my hair, "you would have thought you chose at the door. Now you know you chose before the door opens."

Her fingers circled my nipple through the onesie they dressed me in. "That's the real Placement. Not the cab. Not the keys."

I ground on the wand and the plug and her thigh, the last coin spent.

"Hold still," she said. "Daddy's watching the monitor. He wants to see you drip without sound."

I bit the pacifier they had chained to the collar. Taste of rubber and leftover spit. Three nights unspoken. My name on metal. MINE on skin. Forward into day twenty-eight and twenty-nine and the thirtieth door they swore would be open, while every step I took already belonged to them.


Chapter 10: The Fourth Page

The three laminated pages lay flat on the breakfast bar like cards dealt for a hand I had already lost. A blank fourth sheet waited beside them, corners still soft. The front door stood open. Cold air crawled across the tile and licked my bare calves under the thick pink diaper I wore for the Review. The cab sat at the curb, engine turning over, patient as a held breath.

Joss leaned against the fridge without touching the rules. Mara stood at the highchair, one palm on the back where my name had lived on a paper card for thirty days. Keys sat in the center of the bar, three brass teeth on a ring that used to be mine. My deferral paperwork lay stacked neat beside them, corners aligned like the day I walked in broke and proud. A packed bag slumped by the welcome mat, zipper half open, thesis-shaped bulk gone from it.

"Placement Review," Joss said. His voice was flat ceremony. "You know the question."

My cunt clenched in the diaper for no reason I could wear in front of them. I had wet it an hour ago on purpose when Mommy told me to, and the sag between my thighs pulled heavy when I shifted my weight.

Mara's eyes stayed on mine. "Walk or ask, Ellie. Those are the only shapes tonight."

I looked at the keys. My foot lifted before the rest of me caught up. One step. Wood under my sole. Cold from the door threading up my leg. The grad student part of me that had written chapters in the nursery drawer almost reached the brass ring.

Then my other foot wanted the highchair side of the room instead.

I stopped between them, shaking. "Place me. Permanently. I am asking at the Review. I want to stay in this house under your rules."

Joss did not move to take it. "You said it early. We held you to the date. Say it again so the room hears it clean."

"I want Placement." My voice cracked on the last word. "I want the lease of my body and my days. Rent for rules. I want to be your girl and not leave."

Mara exhaled slow. "Good. Authorship matters. You do not get Placed as furniture. You write."

She slid the laminator toward me along the bar. Its cord bit the edge of rule page two. The machine hummed when I plugged it in, a low ready sound that vibrated through the counter into my wrists.

"Fourth page," Mara said. "Your clause. Your hand. Then I seal it."

My palm sweat on the pen. The blank sheet was heavier than it looked, stiff under my thumb. I wrote what I needed them to own and what I needed to keep: Ellie remains in Placement by choice each morning; her thesis stays in the nursery drawer unread unless she opens it; Mommy and Daddy may use her mouth, cunt, and asshole when the rules say; she thanks them for each orgasm they allow. My cursive wobbled on asshole. I signed the bottom line anyway.

"You will thank me when it is done," Mara murmured, reading over my shoulder.

Joss took the page from me and held it up to the open door light. "Read it out loud, little slut. Every filthy word you just gave us."

I read it. Each line scraped my throat raw. By the end my nipples hardened against the thin tee they had put on me, and a fresh trickle ran down my inner thigh inside the soaked diaper.

"Louder," Joss said.

I shouted the asshole line. The cab engine outside stuttered like it had heard me.

Mara fed the sheet into the laminator. Plastic warmed. The seal rolled slow, trapping my ink under shine. She pressed my name plate from the highchair card onto the bottom corner with the machine's heat still ticking, melting my name into the fourth rule forever.

"Fridge," she said.

I carried the page myself. My arms shook with the weight of plastic and meaning. I stuck it under the magnet beside the other three. Four rules now. My clause gleamed next to theirs. The countdown magnet was gone. Zero nights left on the board because the board was done with counting.

Joss locked the front door. The click sank through my chest and settled, quiet as peace I had picked with the exit wide open.

"Celebration," he said. "On your knees at the bar. Ass up. You do not stand until we say you are Placed inside and out."

I knelt. The tile bit my knees through the diaper's bulk. Mara pulled the tee off and left me in nothing but crinkling pink and my collar. Joss unbuckled and let his cock hang thick in the kitchen light. Mara strapped the black harness on over her dress, dildo jutting mean and curved.

"Open," Joss said.

I took him to the root. Spit ran down my chin. He fucked my mouth in short brutal pumps while Mara clicked the remote on the egg already stuffed in my cunt before the ceremony. The buzz hit my clit through the thin shell and I gagged around his dick, drool pooling on the bar.

"Count in your head," Mara said. "You owe us every one tonight. Placement tax."

She yanked the diaper tapes. The wet mass dropped away, heavy slap on tile, smell of piss and my slick rising between us. Cool air on my swollen lips. She pressed the wand to my clit hard, no tease left in her wrist.

I came screaming around Joss's cock. One. My hole spasmed on the egg. He did not pull out. He held my skull and thrust deeper until my nose brushed his pelvis and I choked, tears salt in the spit on the bar.

"Thank Daddy for one," Mara said.

I garbled it around his shaft. Shame burned my face and my cunt gushed again for two before the first crest finished.

Joss pulled out and slapped my cheek with his wet dick. "Again. Thank like you mean it."

"Thank you Daddy for making me come, I'm your whore mouth."

Mara shoved two lubed digits into my asshole without warning. Stretch burned. I hissed and bucked into the wand.

"Stay still, bitch. Placement means this hole is ours too."

She worked a third, then the plug I had worn at dinner, fat silicone stretching me open until my rim burned white. Joss moved behind me. Mara kept the wand on my clit, merciless circle.

"Ask for his cock in your ass," Mara said.

"Please fuck my asshole, Daddy. Please breed your Placed slut."

He spit on my hole and pushed in one long stroke. Full. I howled. The slap of his hips on my cheeks filled the kitchen louder than the cab still waiting outside for nobody.

Three. My whole body locked. Cum dripped from my untouched cunt onto the tile in strings. He did not stop. He pounded my ass raw while Mara turned the wand up and pressed the soaked diaper under my face, ground the warm bulk against my lips and nose.

"Smell what you are," she said. "Diaper slut. Piss and cum. Breathe it."

I came again into the diaper, muffled scream in the sagging wet. Four. My asshole clenched on his dick and he groaned, fingers digging bruises into my hips.

"One more before he fills you," Mara counted. "Say it."

"I'm a used little toy, Mommy. I cum in my own mess. I want it."

Joss pulled out and flipped me onto my back on the cold tile. Mara straddled my face, harness cock at my lips. I sucked the silicone while Joss rammed back into my ass and Mara held the wand to my clit again, double assault, my thighs twitching.

Five ripped out of me violent, vision white at the edges, babbling nonsense and thank you and please and more. Mara ground down on my tongue. Joss emptied in my ass, hot pulse after pulse, cum leaking around his shaft as he kept fucking through it.

When he pulled free, my gape ached open. Cool air in places that should close. Mara slid off my face and kissed my forehead, tender as the cruelest joke.

"Placed," she said.

Joss lifted me. My legs would not hold. He set me in the highchair like I weighed nothing, which was wrong because I weighed everything now. Mara replaced the paper card with a laminated one, my name etched permanent, same slot at the bar where I had eaten thirty mornings of rules.

She carried the soaked diaper to the trash. I watched it go and did not mourn it. The nursery drawer still held my thesis because I had written that into rule four myself. Kept, not erased. Integration, not the story where the grad student died.

Mara wiped me with a warm cloth, slow strokes between my legs where cum and slick mixed. Joss poured water. I drank from the sippy cup without flinching. Peace sat in my ribs, heavy as the laminated page on the fridge.

"You will thank me when it is done," Mara said again, softer, thumb on my lip.

"I do." I meant it. My voice did not shake.

Joss glanced at the cab still idling. He stepped to the door, waved it off. Headlights swept away. Silence returned to the cul-de-sac.

Once, over wine before I understood the Growth Chart, they had talked about a next girl when Placement stuck. Lena's name had come up, a friend of a friend who needed rent. I had burned then. Tonight the thought drifted through like smoke under a closed door. Not my fight. Not my exit.

Mara kissed my temple. "Our girl."

Daddy buckled the tray on the highchair. The fourth rule caught kitchen light every time the fridge opened. I had chosen the open door and walked back. I had laminated my own filthy clause and signed it. My ass throbbed. My cunt pulsed aftershocks. The collar sat snug on my throat.

I leaned into Mara's palm when she cupped my cheek. Thirty days had bought this on purpose. Rent for rules. Lease of the heart I had stopped pretending I could take back.

The house quieted around us, craftsman walls holding one more permanent thing. Me.
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