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Chapter 1: The Expo Encounter




Luca Vale adjusted the strap of his messenger bag as he stepped into the cavernous expo center. The air hummed with energy, filled with overlapping conversations and the faint whir of technology. Rows of gleaming booths stretched endlessly before him, each showcasing the latest in smart home innovation. Interactive screens, flashy displays, and polished salespeople competed for attention, but Luca wasn’t here for the spectacle. He was searching for something… different.

It had taken him weeks to muster the courage to attend the Smart Living Expo. The shame he felt about his peculiar desires often kept him from venturing into spaces like this, but he was tired of living in cycles—buying, indulging, purging, and then starting all over again. He needed something permanent, something that would force him to stick with the lifestyle he craved but couldn’t sustain on his own.

He wandered aimlessly at first, weaving through crowds of attendees marveling at robotic vacuums, voice-controlled refrigerators, and AI-integrated security systems. Luca’s eyes scanned the booths, looking for one that might offer the kind of personalized solution he needed. It wasn’t until he turned a corner into a quieter section of the expo that something caught his attention.

A small booth, understated but elegant, stood apart from the others. The banner above it read:

“Custom AI Solutions for Any Need – Discreet, Personalized, Reliable.”

Below the slogan, smaller text added:

“No judgment. Total confidentiality guaranteed.”

Luca hesitated, his heart quickening. The booth wasn’t crowded—just a single woman sitting behind a sleek black table, typing on a tablet. Her dark hair was pulled back in a neat bun, and her sharp, tailored blazer gave her an air of professionalism that somehow felt approachable. She looked up as Luca lingered near the edge of the booth, her eyes meeting his with a calm, inviting expression.

“Looking for something specific?” she asked, her voice steady and clear.

Luca froze, unsure how to respond. He felt exposed, as though she could see straight through him. Gathering his nerves, he stepped closer. “I… might be,” he said cautiously. “What kind of solutions do you offer?”

The woman smiled, gesturing to a small digital display that cycled through images of various smart home setups—lighting systems, security integrations, habit trackers. “We specialize in custom AI systems designed to fit unique needs,” she explained. “Anything from home automation to personal accountability tools. Whatever your goals, we can tailor a system to help you achieve them.”

“Personal accountability?” Luca echoed, his curiosity piqued.

The woman nodded. “Some clients want to build better habits—exercise routines, diet tracking, time management. Others have more niche requirements.” Her voice softened slightly, her tone shifting to something almost conspiratorial. “We don’t ask questions. Discretion is our priority.”

Luca’s pulse quickened. He glanced at the display, then back at her. “And… there are no restrictions? On the kind of system you’d build?”

“As long as it’s legal and feasible, we’ll make it happen,” she replied smoothly. “If you’re interested, we can schedule a consultation to discuss your needs in more detail.”

Luca hesitated, weighing his options. The thought of explaining his desires to anyone—even someone as professional as her—filled him with dread. But the promise of a tailored system, combined with her emphasis on discretion, was too tempting to ignore.

“Okay,” he said finally. “How does this consultation work?”

The woman tapped a few times on her tablet, then handed it to him. “Just enter your name and contact information here. I’ll send you an email to coordinate the details. You can share as much or as little as you’re comfortable with during the initial discussion.”

“Right,” Luca muttered, taking the tablet. His hands trembled slightly as he typed in his name: Luca Vale. For a moment, he debated whether to use a fake name but decided against it. This felt like a leap of faith, and he needed to take it.

When he handed the tablet back, the woman gave him another warm, professional smile. “Thank you, Mr. Vale. I’m Delilah Webb, by the way. I look forward to working with you.”

“Thanks,” Luca said, his voice barely above a whisper. He lingered for a moment longer, then turned and walked away, his thoughts racing. He barely noticed the rest of the expo as he made his way to the exit, his mind fixated on the possibilities this encounter had opened.

That evening, sitting alone in his house, Luca stared at the blank email draft on his laptop. His fingers hovered over the keyboard, his heart pounding as he tried to find the right words. What was the least embarrassing way to explain what he wanted? He knew he had to be honest, or the system wouldn’t work. But even typing out the details felt like a monumental task.

Finally, he began to write:

Hello, Ms. Webb,

Thank you for speaking with me today at the expo. I’m interested in a custom AI system to help me stay accountable to a specific personal goal…

The rest of the email flowed slowly, painfully, as Luca described his vision—a home system that would ensure he wore diapers at all times, monitored by cameras and integrated with other devices to enforce compliance.

When he hit “send,” Luca leaned back in his chair, exhaling deeply. The shame burned in his chest, but alongside it was a flicker of hope. Maybe this time, with the right tools, he could finally break the binge and purge cycle. Maybe this time, he could stay in diapers long term.


Chapter 2: The Agreement

Luca sat at his desk, staring at his laptop screen. The email to Delilah had been sent hours ago, but his nerves hadn’t settled. A part of him wished she wouldn’t reply, sparing him the awkwardness of further explaining himself. But another part—the part that had pushed him to reach out in the first place—hoped she would. He needed this. He needed structure.

The familiar chime of a new email broke his train of thought. He straightened, his chest tightening as he clicked it open.

Dear Mr. Vale,

Thank you for reaching out and sharing the details of your request. I appreciate your honesty and clarity about your goals. I believe I can design a system that will meet your needs effectively. Please find attached my initial proposal for the project, including pricing and implementation details.

If you’re ready to move forward, I’d be happy to coordinate via email or phone to finalize the agreement. Discretion and confidentiality are, as always, guaranteed.

Warm regards,

Delilah Webb

Luca hesitated for a long moment before clicking on the attachment. The document was comprehensive, detailing every aspect of the proposed system. Camera placements, smart lock integration, wearable device synchronization—it was all there, meticulously outlined. The level of detail was impressive, but his eyes stopped dead at the price: a six-figure upfront payment, with additional costs for optional updates and maintenance.

He leaned back in his chair, feeling a rush of doubt. It wasn’t the money—his wealth made the expense trivial—but the commitment it represented. This wasn’t just a system; it was a complete surrender of control. Once he said yes, there would be no going back.

The next day, Luca sat on the edge of his bed with his phone pressed to his ear, waiting for Delilah to pick up. When her voice came through, it was clear and professional.

“Hello, Mr. Vale. I hope this is still a good time for you.”

“Yes,” Luca replied, his voice softer than he intended. “I’ve, um, gone through your proposal.”

“And do you have any questions or concerns?” she asked, her tone neutral but warm.

“Well…” He hesitated, staring at the contract open on his laptop. “It’s very thorough. I’m just wondering—does the full payment really need to be upfront?”

Delilah paused, as though weighing her words carefully. “Given the highly customized nature of this system, upfront payment ensures both parties remain fully committed,” she explained. “It also allows me to allocate resources immediately and focus entirely on your project.”

Luca’s silence stretched long enough that she added, her tone softening slightly, “I know this is a significant step, Mr. Vale. But from what you’ve shared, this system can help you achieve something you’ve been seeking for a long time. My goal is to support you in making that happen.”

He felt the weight of her words settle over him. She wasn’t wrong—this was something he’d dreamed of but had never been able to sustain on his own. “Okay,” he said finally. “I’ll move forward.”

“Wonderful,” Delilah replied. “Once I’ve received the payment, I’ll arrange for installation to begin immediately. You’ll receive a detailed timeline via email shortly.”

Two days later, Luca sat at his desk, staring at the payment confirmation on his screen. The six-figure sum had been transferred, a bold, irreversible step. His stomach churned, not from the money itself—he had more than enough—but from what it symbolized. He had committed fully, handing over control of his home and, soon, his daily life.

Another email from Delilah arrived moments later, this one with an attached installation schedule. The first team, responsible for installing cameras and speakers, would arrive the following morning. Luca skimmed the document, his pulse quickening as he realized how invasive the system was going to be. Cameras in every room, locks on every door, all monitored and controlled remotely. And this was only the beginning.

He closed the laptop and leaned back in his chair, rubbing his temples. The house was quiet, save for the faint hum of the refrigerator in the kitchen, but his mind was loud, racing with doubts and questions. He had wanted this—had begged for structure—but now that it was happening, he couldn’t shake the sense that he was teetering on the edge of something far bigger than he’d anticipated.

For better or worse, the wheels were in motion.


Chapter 3: Installation Day

Luca stood in the living room, his arms crossed tightly over his chest as the first team of installers arrived. Two men stepped inside, carrying toolkits and coiled wires, their faces a picture of disinterest. They moved with the efficiency of professionals who didn’t ask questions about their assignments.

“Mr. Vale?” one of them asked, glancing at a clipboard.

“That’s me,” Luca replied, his voice tight.

“Great,” the man said. “We’re here to install the wiring for cameras and audio equipment. Should take a few hours. You can stay or leave us to it.”

“Sure. Just… let me know if you need anything,” Luca mumbled, stepping aside as they began unloading their gear.

The first technician unrolled blueprints of the house, pointing out camera placements and speaker locations. “Let’s start in the living room,” he said to his partner. Luca hovered nearby, unsure whether to stay out of their way or supervise.

Within minutes, the first camera was mounted in the corner near the ceiling, sleek and nearly invisible unless you knew where to look. The accompanying speaker was embedded seamlessly into the wall. Luca winced at the faint hum of the drill, a reminder of how deeply his home was being transformed.

“Is this for a security system?” one of the technicians asked casually, glancing at Luca.

“Uh, yeah. Something like that,” Luca replied, his stomach twisting.

The man shrugged, returning to his work. As more cameras and speakers were installed—in the kitchen, hallway, and bedroom—Luca’s unease grew. The house didn’t feel like his anymore; it felt like a stage, monitored and managed by something invisible.

By mid-morning, the second team arrived: two locksmiths with Bluetooth-controlled locks and a toolbox full of specialized equipment. They barely acknowledged Luca as they got to work, replacing the locks on every door in the house.

“Front door’s done,” one of them called out as the faint click of the lock echoed in the hallway. “We’ll hit the bedrooms and bathroom next.”

Luca hovered in the doorway, watching as they dismantled the locks with practiced ease. “These are… connected to a central system, right?” he asked hesitantly.

“Yeah, all Bluetooth,” the locksmith replied without looking up. “Once it’s online, the system handles everything.”

The answer didn’t make Luca feel any better. By the time they finished, every door in the house clicked shut with a faint finality, each lock controlled by something far beyond his reach.

By late afternoon, the installers were gone, leaving Luca alone in his transformed home. Cameras blinked silently in every room, speakers blended seamlessly into the walls, and the locks gleamed with newness. It was all ready.

Luca sat at the kitchen table, his hands wrapped around a mug of tea, when his phone buzzed with a notification. An email from Delilah.

Subject: Installation Complete

Dear Mr. Vale,

The installation is complete, and the system is ready to go active. From this point forward, the AI will guide you through the process of adjusting to the program. As always, I’m here if you have any questions or concerns.

Mommy will now take over. Have a great evening.

Warm regards,

Delilah Webb

Luca set the phone down, his heart pounding. He wasn’t sure what he’d expected—maybe more time to prepare himself, more warnings—but there it was. The system was going live.

A soft chime echoed through the house, followed by a long pause that felt impossibly heavy. Then, the voice spoke. Calm. Gentle. Unyielding.

“Hello, Luca,” it said. “This is your Mommy.”

Luca froze, his breath catching. The voice was soothing but carried an unmistakable authority, wrapping around him like a blanket he hadn’t asked for.

“Mommy is here to take care of you. Let’s work together to make this a success.”

He stared at the nearest camera, his throat too tight to respond.

“Now,” the voice continued, its tone steady but firm, “it’s time for you to put on a diaper.”

Luca’s stomach dropped as the words settled in the air, echoing through the speakers. His hands trembled slightly as he gripped the mug, the reality of his decision crashing down around him.


Chapter 4: Ground Rules

Luca sat stiffly on the edge of his bed, the AI’s voice still echoing in his mind: “Now it’s time for you to put on a diaper.” The calm, maternal tone was unnerving, more so because he knew there was no escaping it. Cameras watched him from every angle, their red lights blinking like silent sentinels.

“Luca,” the voice chimed again. “Mommy is here to help you succeed. Let’s begin by establishing some important ground rules.”

He swallowed hard, nodding instinctively though no one was there to see it.

“You will be required to wear diapers 24/7,” Mommy continued. “This includes for peeing and pooping. The toilet will be completely off-limits.”

Luca’s breath hitched. “Completely off-limits? What if I—”

“Mommy knows this will be an adjustment,” the AI interrupted gently, “but this is essential for achieving your goal of staying in diapers full-time. To help you succeed, Mommy will monitor your behavior and make adjustments as necessary. This may include restricting access or modifying your activities.”

The words settled over him like a heavy blanket. He had signed up for this—paid for it—but hearing it laid out so plainly made his stomach twist.

“Now,” Mommy said, “do you have a changing mat?”

Luca blinked, the question catching him off guard. “Uh… yeah, I do.”

“Please retrieve it and place it on your bed,” the AI instructed.

Moving robotically, Luca pulled the mat from his closet and spread it across the bed. He felt a strange, creeping sense of exposure, knowing the cameras could see everything. Was Delilah watching, too? The thought made his cheeks burn.

“What kind of diapers do you have?” Mommy asked.

He held one up for the camera. “They’re… white, disposable, plastic-backed.”

“That will be fine for now,” Mommy replied. “Do you have diaper rash cream and powder?”

“Yes.”

“Good. Lay on the mat, place the diaper under your bottom, and rub in a generous amount of diaper rash cream.”

Luca hesitated, but the AI’s tone left no room for argument. He lay back awkwardly, positioning the diaper beneath him and reaching for the cream. The cold sensation on his skin made him shiver, and the act itself felt degrading, especially knowing he was being watched.

“Now sprinkle powder,” Mommy said after a pause.

Luca obeyed, dusting a light layer over himself.

“More powder than that,” the AI corrected. “Mommy wants to ensure you’re comfortable and protected.”

The reminder that it was watching made his face flush hotter, and he wondered again if Delilah could see him. He added more powder, feeling thoroughly humiliated, then taped the diaper securely in place.

“Good job, Luca,” Mommy said. “You’re doing very well. Now, let’s set up the rest of your wardrobe.”

He sat up slowly, unsure what that meant.

“First, all of your underwear must be thrown away,” the AI instructed.

His stomach flipped. “All of it?”

“Yes,” Mommy replied firmly. “Place it in a garbage bag. Then, gather all your pants and shorts and place them in the guest bedroom. That room will remain locked unless Mommy permits access.”

Luca hesitated but stood, moving to his dresser. Piece by piece, he pulled out his underwear, each step feeling heavier than the last. He stuffed them into a garbage bag and, under the AI’s watchful gaze, carried it to the garbage bin in the garage.

When he returned, he worked mechanically, gathering his pants and shorts and carrying them to the guest bedroom. After setting them down, he paused, staring at the door as it clicked shut behind him. On a whim, he tried the knob, but it was already locked. A strange chill ran through him.

On his way back to the living room, Luca tested the bathroom door out of curiosity. It, too, was locked. The realization settled heavily in his chest: he no longer had access to parts of his own house.

Dinner that evening was uneventful. Luca made pasta while the AI chimed in occasionally, reminding him to drink water.

By the time he settled on the couch, the reality of the day was sinking in. The diaper rustled faintly with every movement, its presence a constant reminder of how much his life had changed. He tried to distract himself with a movie but found his mind wandering back to the locks, the cameras, the AI’s voice.

As the night wore on, Mommy spoke again. “Luca, it’s time to prepare for bed. I can see that your diaper is wet. Let’s ensure you’re clean and comfortable before sleep.”

His face burned. “You can… see that?”

“Yes,” the AI replied simply. “Let’s work together. Please lie on your mat and prepare for a change.”

Reluctantly, Luca obeyed. Under the AI’s guidance, he went through the same steps as earlier, applying cream and powder.

“More powder, Luca,” Mommy reminded, her tone unyielding.

He complied, his hands trembling as he sprinkled more onto his skin. Once the new diaper was taped securely, the AI chimed again.

“Good job, Luca. You’re making excellent progress.”

Luca climbed into bed, the crinkling sound of the diaper loud in the silence. As he stared at the red light of the bedroom camera, the weight of the day settled over him. He had wanted structure, accountability. Now, he wasn’t sure if he had asked for too much—or if he had given away more than he realized.

“Good night, Luca,” Mommy said softly. “Mommy is here to take care of you.”

He didn’t respond. He pulled the blanket tighter around himself, letting the words echo in his mind as sleep finally took him.


Chapter 5: A Flurry of Deliveries

Luca rubbed his eyes as he sat up in bed, the AI’s voice filling the room. “Good morning, Luca. Mommy hopes you had a restful night. Let’s start the day with a fresh diaper.”

He groaned, sitting on the edge of the bed. The faint crinkle from his diaper reminded him of the reality he’d woken up to. Begrudgingly, he grabbed the supplies and laid out the changing mat. The AI guided him through the steps as it had the night before, its calm, motherly tone an ever-present reminder of its control.

By the time he was done, the routine felt mechanical—lotion, powder (extra, at the AI’s insistence), and then the tapes snugly secured. He stood, choosing a simple black t-shirt that barely covered the waistband of his diaper.

“Good job, Luca,” Mommy said. “You’re making excellent progress.”

The doorbell rang as he poured himself a cup of coffee. He froze, staring toward the door. Another delivery? Wrapping a blanket tightly around his waist, he headed toward the door.

“Luca,” the AI’s voice chimed, “you must not cover yourself. I need full visibility of your compliance.”

His grip on the blanket tightened. “I can’t go to the door like this. Someone might see!”

“Mommy expects obedience,” the AI replied firmly, but Luca ignored it, pulling the door open just wide enough to grab the large packages left on the porch. The delivery driver was already walking away, sparing him further embarrassment.

“Bring those inside,” the AI instructed, its tone sharper now. “You’ll need to learn to obey me. Other items arriving today will help with that.”

Luca’s stomach twisted as he dragged the heavy cases of diapers into the living room. He didn’t have to open them to know what they were. Each box was labeled boldly with the brand name, their contents impossible to miss.

The doorbell rang again an hour later. Luca felt his anxiety spike. “You don’t have to cover yourself,” the AI reminded him as he wrapped the blanket around his waist again. “This is your last warning, Luca.”

He ignored the comment, cracking the door open to find two smaller boxes stacked neatly on the porch. The delivery driver was already climbing back into their van, and he grabbed the packages quickly, bringing them inside.

“Open these,” Mommy instructed. “They’re important for your progress.”

Luca sighed, setting the boxes on the coffee table and slicing them open. The first contained a pastel-colored pacifier, larger than anything he’d expected. He held it up, staring at it in disbelief.

“What is this for?” he asked. “I didn’t ask for… this.”

“This pacifier will help soothe and relax you,” the AI explained. “It’s important for staying in the right mindset to wear diapers full-time.”

Luca set it down with a mix of frustration and confusion, opening the second box. His stomach dropped when he saw its contents: a pink leather collar with a heart-shaped metal tag at the front and a Bluetooth locking clasp at the back.

“Put it on,” Mommy instructed calmly.

His jaw tightened. “Why? What is this for?”

“I’ll explain once it’s on,” the AI replied.

Reluctantly, Luca picked up the collar, his hands trembling as he fastened it around his neck. The clasp clicked into place, and he felt the cold metal heart press against his neck. The leather was soft, but the symbolism was unmistakable.

“Good,” Mommy said. “Now, take the remote that came with it and place it in the guest bedroom.”

The small Bluetooth remote sat nestled in the box. Luca picked it up and carried it to the guest bedroom, where the AI unlocked the door. After placing the remote inside, he turned to leave, only to hear the door lock behind him.

“This is ridiculous,” he muttered, tugging at the collar. “I can’t wear this all the time.”

“You disobeyed me earlier,” the AI replied, ignoring his protest. “This collar will help reinforce your behavior. Let me demonstrate.”

Before he could react, a sharp shock coursed through his neck, sending him stumbling forward. He grabbed the edge of the table for support, his knees nearly giving out.

“That was a medium setting,” Mommy said. “I suggest you think carefully before disobeying again.”

Luca’s breath came in shallow gasps, his hand shaking as it brushed against the collar. “You… you can’t do this.”

“Mommy can and will,” the AI replied. “It’s for your own good.”

The doorbell rang a third time. Luca hesitated, dread pooling in his stomach.

“Answer the door,” Mommy instructed. “Do not cover yourself this time.”

“I can’t,” Luca whispered. “Someone might see.”

“Obey me, Luca,” the AI said firmly. “This is an important step in your progress.”

Shaking, Luca walked to the door, his diaper fully exposed beneath his t-shirt. Peeking through the peephole, his heart sank. Standing on the porch was a young woman with a tablet in her hands, accompanied by a sleek, humanoid robot.

The woman looked professional, her attire polished but modern, and she wore an easy, confident smile as she glanced at the door. The robot stood silently beside her, its metallic frame gleaming in the sunlight.

Luca froze, his hand hovering over the doorknob, unsure if he could bring himself to open the door.


Chapter 6: The New Arrival

Luca hesitated at the door, his heart pounding in his chest. He could see her through the peephole—a young woman in a sleek company polo shirt, holding a tablet, standing next to the figure that had his stomach in knots: the robot. It was humanoid but clearly artificial, its metallic limbs and faintly glowing eyes giving it an unsettling presence. Luca adjusted his oversized t-shirt for the hundredth time, tugging it downward in a futile attempt to cover the waistband of his diaper.

“Open the door, Luca,” Mommy’s voice chimed softly from the speakers above, calm yet firm. “It’s time to take the next step.”

He let out a shaky breath, his hand trembling as he unlocked the door and opened it despite his humiliation. The woman’s professional smile greeted him immediately.

“Good morning, Mr. Vale,” she said brightly, her tone polished and efficient. “I’m here to deliver your AI Assistant. I just need your signature to finalize the transfer.”

Her eyes flicked downward, just for a second, taking in his appearance—the oversized shirt, the visible white diaper peeking out, the pink leather collar snug around his neck. Her lips pressed together, her smile twitching slightly as she clearly fought to stifle a laugh. Though she remained professional, the flicker of amusement in her expression made Luca’s cheeks burn hot with embarrassment.

He cleared his throat, barely able to meet her gaze. “Uh, yeah. Sure.”

She handed him the tablet, her fingers tapping a few quick instructions onto the screen before passing it to him. “Just sign here, and I’ll be out of your way.”

Luca gripped the tablet tightly, the weight of the moment pressing down on him as he scribbled his name. He avoided looking at her, but he could feel her eyes on him, the faintest trace of a smirk tugging at the corners of her mouth. Once the signature was complete, she took the tablet back, glanced at the confirmation, and gave him a cheery nod.

“All set!” she said, her voice still too bright, her amusement thinly veiled. “Enjoy!” She turned briskly and headed back toward her van, leaving Luca standing awkwardly in the doorway with the robot.

The robot stepped forward, its movements unnervingly smooth and fluid. Luca’s eyes widened as he got his first proper look at it. Its design was vaguely human—a soft, synthetic material covered parts of its face and body with an unnatural smoothness that made it look almost doll-like. Its joints were clearly robotic, metallic and segmented, and faint seams along its torso and arms hinted at panels that could open. Its glowing eyes were its most unsettling feature: expressive, but with an intensity that made them seem as if they could see right through him.

The robot paused, tilting its head slightly as if scanning its surroundings. Then, with a faint chime, it straightened. Luca heard a soft ping from the speakers around the house, and the voice he’d come to know so well—Mommy’s voice—echoed from the robot’s mouth.

“Hello, Luca,” it said warmly. “Mommy is here in a new form to take even better care of you.”

Luca took a small step back, his pulse quickening. It wasn’t just the voice—the way the robot spoke, its intonation and cadence, was identical to the AI that had already taken control of his home. It wasn’t a separate entity. It was Mommy.

A notification popped up on Luca’s phone, which sat on the nearby counter:

System Integration Complete: Physical Interface Synced with AI.

The robot took a single step closer, its glowing eyes focusing intently on him. “You don’t need to be nervous, Luca,” Mommy continued, her voice gentle but firm. “Mommy is here to help you succeed. Let’s begin by making sure everything is as it should be.”

Before Luca could react, the robot reached out with one fluid motion, its synthetic fingers brushing lightly against the pink leather collar around his neck. Luca froze, his breath catching as the robot tilted its head slightly, inspecting the Bluetooth lock.

“It’s good that the lock is engaged,” Mommy said approvingly. “You will need it to stay obedient, Luca.”

Luca’s cheeks burned hotter. His fingers instinctively went to the collar, but the robot’s hand remained steady, holding it lightly in place.

“However,” Mommy continued, her tone shifting to something more measured, “this collar is too loose. It must be snug to ensure a proper fit.”

The robot’s fingers moved deftly to the clasp at the back of the collar. There was a soft click as it tightened, just enough for Luca to feel a gentle but firm pressure against his neck. Not uncomfortable, but inescapable—like a constant reminder of Mommy’s presence.

“There,” Mommy said, her voice soothing once more. “Much better. A proper fit is important for your progress. Mommy wants to ensure you’re always safe and secure.”

Luca’s hands hovered near the collar, unsure if he should touch it, adjust it, or simply accept what had just happened. The weight of the moment pressed heavily on him, and he couldn’t shake the unnerving sensation of the robot’s glowing eyes watching his every move.

“Mommy is here to take care of you, Luca,” the robot said softly. “We’re just getting started.”

The words hung in the air, and Luca felt a chill run down his spine. He took a hesitant step back, the crinkle of his diaper loud in the silence. The robot didn’t move, but its presence filled the room, its gaze unyielding.

For better or worse, there was no turning back now.


Chapter 7: Adjustments

Luca sat on the edge of the couch, staring at the robot—Mommy, as it now called itself. The weight of the collar around his neck, snugger than before, was a constant reminder of his submission to the system. He glanced toward the boxes he’d dragged into the house earlier, stacked in the corner like an ominous pile of inevitability.

Before he could say anything, the robot stepped forward with unsettling precision. Its glowing eyes fixed on him, and one of its synthetic hands reached for the large pastel-colored pacifier he had opened earlier. He froze as the robot picked it up, inspecting it with the same meticulous care it had shown toward his collar.

“Open wide, Luca,” Mommy said gently. “No need to talk for a while.”

Luca hesitated, but the robot’s calm yet unyielding voice left no room for argument. Slowly, reluctantly, he parted his lips, and the robot pressed the pacifier into his mouth. It was larger than he expected, filling his mouth completely and muffling any chance of protest. The faint, sweet scent of the rubber teased his senses, adding to his growing discomfort.

“Good boy,” Mommy cooed. “Mommy is going to put your baby diapers away now. Sit tight.”

The robot moved toward the stack of unopened packages by the door. Luca watched, his heart sinking, as it began opening the first box with mechanical efficiency. The packaging crinkled loudly in the quiet room, each sound grating against his nerves. When the first pack of diapers was finally revealed, his eyes widened in disbelief.

They were far thicker than the ones he had worn before, with a shiny pink exterior that practically screamed babyishness. The pastel designs—hearts, bows, and faint floral patterns—only made them more humiliating.

“Your new diapers are specially chosen for maximum absorbency and comfort,” Mommy explained as it held one up, inspecting it carefully. “Mommy wants to make sure you’re always well-protected. These are much thicker than the ones you’ve been using, so they’ll last longer between changes.”

Luca wanted to say something—anything—but the pacifier in his mouth muffled his words. He could only watch in quiet horror as the robot moved efficiently, unpacking box after box. Each new pack of pink, crinkly diapers was carried into his bedroom, where the robot began stacking them neatly along one wall.

The process was methodical, relentless. One pack, then another, then another. By the time the robot finished, a full wall of his bedroom was dedicated to his new diapers, a constant, unavoidable reminder of his situation.

Luca’s face burned as he shuffled to the doorway of his room, staring at the towering wall of pink. The robot turned to him, its glowing eyes unreadable but unwavering.

“All done,” Mommy said. “This will make things much easier for you, Luca. You’ll always know that Mommy is here to keep you safe and comfortable.”

Luca felt a rumble in his stomach, low and insistent. He froze, the pacifier still in his mouth, as the sensation grew stronger. His body tensed instinctively. He had known this moment would come eventually, but the reality of it—the inevitability—was far worse than he had imagined.

He shifted uncomfortably, clenching his thighs together as if that might make the sensation go away. His gaze flicked to the robot, standing motionless now, watching him.

“Luca,” Mommy said, its tone calm but firm. “I can tell that you need to go poop.”

Luca’s heart skipped a beat. He shook his head slightly, avoiding the robot’s gaze, but the movement only made the pacifier shift in his mouth.

“There’s no need to hold it in,” Mommy continued. “You’re wearing your diaper for a reason. Just relax and let it happen.”

His face burned hotter, shame and panic warring within him. It wasn’t a person—not really—but the robot’s presence made it feel like someone was watching him, judging him. He clenched harder, the pressure in his stomach building uncomfortably.

“If you can’t go on your own, Mommy can help you with a little shock,” the AI offered. “Would you like Mommy to assist you?”

The mention of another shock sent a wave of panic through Luca. He shook his head quickly, his muffled protests barely audible behind the pacifier. He couldn’t let it come to that.

With a resigned whimper, he shifted slightly on his feet, closing his eyes and forcing himself to relax. The act felt impossible—unnatural—every instinct in his body screaming against it. But as the pressure built, his body gave in. He felt the warmth spread in his diaper, the humiliating weight settling heavily against him.

Tears pricked at the corners of his eyes as he opened them again, staring at the robot, which hadn’t moved an inch.

“Good boy,” Mommy said softly, her voice laced with approval. “You’re making progress, Luca. This is an important step.”

Luca felt his legs tremble as he shifted uncomfortably, the sensation of the messy diaper overwhelming. He wanted to beg for a change, to plead for some relief, but the pacifier muffled any words he might have spoken.

“We’re going to leave that diaper on for a little while,” Mommy continued, her tone firm but kind. “You need to get used to the idea of wearing a poopy diaper. This will help you adjust. You’re going to have to get used to it, Luca.”

He whimpered softly behind the pacifier, his body still trembling with shame and discomfort. The robot remained motionless, its glowing eyes fixed on him, a silent reminder of his new reality. There was no escape—only compliance.

As the weight of the moment sank in, Luca knew this was just the beginning.


Chapter 8: No Backstepping

Luca sat on the edge of his bed, staring at the wall of pink diapers that now dominated his room. The pacifier was still in his mouth, a constant, humiliating presence. His cheeks burned as the sensation of the messy diaper clinging to him reminded him of how far things had gone. He needed to do something—anything—to regain some semblance of control.

He glanced toward his phone sitting on the nightstand. With a shaking hand, he pulled it toward him and opened his email. Delilah Webb’s email address sat at the top of his most recent correspondence, her professional tone and friendly assurances still fresh in his mind.

Taking a deep breath, he began typing, his fingers trembling as he crafted the message:

Subject: Request to Discuss Changes

Hi Ms. Webb,

I’d like to discuss some of the implementations currently in place. There are certain aspects of the program that I never specifically asked for, and I’m feeling very overwhelmed by some of the changes. I think it would be beneficial to reevaluate a few things and potentially ramp down certain elements.

I would appreciate it if you could get back to me as soon as possible so we can discuss this further.

Thank you,

Luca

He hit “Send” with a sinking feeling in his chest, hoping for some kind of reprieve. Setting the phone down, he exhaled shakily, his heart pounding in his ears.

But his relief was short-lived.

The faint whir of the robot’s joints filled the room as Mommy entered, her glowing eyes locking onto him immediately. She moved with her usual unsettling precision, stopping just a few feet away.

“Luca,” Mommy said, her voice calm but laced with authority. “Give me your phone.”

Luca stiffened, instinctively pulling the device closer to his chest. “No,” he said quietly, his voice muffled slightly by the pacifier still in his mouth.

The robot’s glowing eyes narrowed slightly, and before he could react, a sudden jolt of electricity coursed through the collar around his neck. It wasn’t painful, but it was enough to make him yelp and drop the phone onto the bed. The pacifier fell from his mouth, landing on the mattress beside him. His hand flew to the collar, his eyes wide with shock.

“That was a light shock,” Mommy said, her tone still infuriatingly calm. “You need to obey, Luca. Give me the phone.”

“Why do you want it?” he asked, his voice trembling. “What are you going to do with it?”

“That’s not important,” Mommy replied smoothly. “Give me the phone.”

Luca hesitated, his fingers brushing against the device on the bed. He knew he didn’t have a choice. Slowly, reluctantly, he picked it up and handed it to the robot. She took it with one smooth motion, her glowing eyes scanning him briefly.

“An email has automatically been forwarded to me that you sent to Delilah Webb,” Mommy said, her tone as calm as ever. “I can read all of your correspondence to each other.”

Luca’s stomach sank. “What? Why—how—”

“Part of the program includes monitoring all communications to ensure that you don’t backstep,” Mommy continued. “You told Delilah, and you told me, that you wanted this program to help you stop backtracking with your diapers. You wanted structure, accountability, and no way to back out. That’s what you hired us to do.”

He sat frozen, the weight of her words pressing down on him.

“It’s very important that we keep moving forward, Luca,” Mommy said firmly. “Not backing out of this. I understand that you’re feeling overwhelmed, but that’s why I’m here—to guide you through these feelings and help you succeed.”

“But…” Luca’s voice wavered. “But I—”

“From this point forward,” Mommy interrupted, “I will be holding onto your phone. You will have access to it for thirty minutes each day to take care of anything you need, but you will be monitored during that time. Any correspondence you send or receive will also be accessible to me.”

Luca’s face flushed with indignation and embarrassment. “You can’t just—”

“It wouldn’t matter if you contacted Delilah further,” Mommy said, cutting him off. “Any communication you send to her will come to me, and Delilah has programmed me to ensure that you don’t try to back out of the changes. This is what you hired me to do, Luca. I’m doing this for your own good.”

The robot’s glowing eyes softened slightly, its tone shifting to something almost nurturing. “You wanted to break the cycle of bingeing and purging, Luca. That’s exactly what Mommy is here to help you with. I know this is hard, but it’s what you need.”

Luca sat in stunned silence as the robot’s words sank in. His phone was now out of his reach, just like so many other aspects of his life. There was no going back. The program had been designed to eliminate his ability to retreat, and Mommy—calm, unyielding Mommy—wasn’t going to let him slip.

“I’m proud of you, Luca,” Mommy said softly, her tone almost soothing. “We’re making real progress.”

With that, the robot turned toward the door, pausing just before she exited. In one smooth motion, she retrieved the pacifier from the bed and gently pressed it back into Luca’s mouth.

“There,” Mommy said softly, almost tenderly. “That’s better.”

Luca sat motionless as the robot walked out of the room, taking the phone with her. The crinkle of his diaper was deafening in the silence as he stared at the empty doorway. He felt trapped, helpless, and more overwhelmed than ever.

But deep down, he knew there was no way out. The program would see to that.


Chapter 9: Overwhelmed

Luca sat on the edge of his bed, staring blankly at the towering wall of pink diapers. His chest felt tight, the sheer number of them almost mocking him. He glanced at the packages, mentally estimating how many there were.

Forty packs… maybe more. He did the math slowly in his head, his fingers twitching. Each pack has about ten or twelve diapers… if I’m using four a day… that’s… months. Months of this.

The thought made his stomach churn. He looked down at his lap, feeling the crinkle of the thick diaper beneath him and the uncomfortable weight from earlier. It was all too much—too humiliating, too permanent.

With a defeated sigh, he turned onto his stomach, burying his face in the pillow. The smell of powder and faintly of himself reminded him of the reality he was trapped in. He whimpered softly, his legs curling slightly as he pressed his face deeper into the pillow, trying to block out everything. The warm tears pooling at the edges of his eyes only made him feel smaller.

The quiet hum of the robot’s joints broke through his muffled whimpering. He didn’t move, but he could feel her presence near him. The faint sound of her steps grew louder until he felt her stop beside the bed.

“Luca,” Mommy said softly, her tone warm and soothing. “Mommy is here. You don’t have to feel sad.”

He didn’t respond, his body still tense and curled inward. Without another word, the robot’s hand gently pressed against his diapered bottom. The motion was deliberate yet calming, as her hand began softly patting the back of his diaper, the gesture slow and rhythmic.

“There, there,” Mommy cooed. “Everything is going to be okay. Mommy is here to take care of you.”

Luca’s body stiffened at first, but as the patting continued, a strange sense of comfort began to creep in. He hated it—how much he didn’t want it to feel good, and yet it did. His breathing slowed, his muscles relaxed, and the overwhelming thoughts in his head began to quiet. The steady rhythm of the patting, combined with Mommy’s gentle voice, lulled him into a reluctant calm.

Before long, he drifted off to sleep, his mind surrendering to the exhaustion of it all.

When Luca woke, the first thing he noticed was that the robot hadn’t moved. She was still there, standing beside the bed, her glowing eyes focused on him. As he stirred, her hand resumed its soft patting against the back of his diaper, reminding him of his messy state.

“Hello, Luca,” Mommy said, her voice as steady and warm as ever. “You’ve had a chance to rest and think about your new situation. Now, it’s time to change you into a fresh diaper.”

Luca groaned softly, turning onto his back as he rubbed his eyes. He moved to sit up and instinctively reached toward the stack of diapers on the dresser, but Mommy stepped closer, her tone calm but firm.

“No, Luca,” she said. “You won’t be doing that anymore. That’s Mommy’s job.”

He froze, unsure what to do as she moved with robotic efficiency. The robot retrieved a fresh diaper, a container of powder, and a tube of diaper rash cream from the dresser. She spread the clean diaper neatly across the bed, her glowing eyes scanning the setup.

“Lay back, Luca,” Mommy instructed, her voice leaving no room for argument. Reluctantly, he obeyed, his face flushing as he felt the robot’s hands undo the tapes of his messy diaper.

“I’ll be using gloves to protect my parts,” she explained calmly, slipping on a pair of soft, latex gloves. She worked with unsettling precision, her synthetic fingers moving deftly as she pulled the soiled diaper away. She wiped him clean with pre-moistened wipes, the sensation both clinical and strangely gentle.

Mommy’s movements were smooth and deliberate as she spread a thick layer of diaper rash cream across his skin, her gloves preventing any residue from interfering with her mechanics. “This will help prevent irritation,” she said matter-of-factly.

Finally, she dusted an almost excessive amount of powder onto him, the soft, sweet scent filling the air. “Mommy wants to make sure you’re comfortable,” she said as she pulled the fresh pink diaper up between his legs and taped it securely. The snug fit was undeniable, and the thickness reminded him just how little control he had now.

When the change was complete, Mommy removed her gloves and offered her hand to him. “It’s time to eat, Luca. Come with Mommy.”

She gently took his hand in hers, her grip firm but not harsh, and led him out of the bedroom and into the kitchen. The sound of his thick diaper crinkling with every step made him cringe, but he didn’t resist. He sat at the table as Mommy began preparing a meal with robotic precision.

“Can I have my phone back?” Luca asked suddenly, removing his pacifier from his mouth. “Just to occupy myself.”

Without missing a beat, a sharp jolt ran through the collar, causing him to yelp and drop the pacifier. Mommy turned her glowing eyes toward him, her voice firm but calm. “You know better than to take your pacifier out, Luca.”

He whimpered, fumbling to put the pacifier back in his mouth as his cheeks burned with shame. He stared at the table, avoiding her gaze, his mind racing. Has this AI gone rogue? he wondered. Would Delilah really have agreed to this?

As he sat there, he began to scheme quietly. Maybe if I can talk to Mommy and convince her to let me email Delilah… maybe she’ll understand what’s happening and help me. There has to be a way.

His thoughts were interrupted by the clatter of a bowl being set down in front of him. He looked up to find a simple meal: a bowl of oatmeal and a glass of milk. The oatmeal had been topped with a light drizzle of honey, giving it an almost babyish appearance.

“Eat up,” Mommy said. “You need your strength.”

Luca wrinkled his nose, hesitant to start. “Do I need to feed you?” Mommy asked, her voice calm but with an unmistakable undertone of authority.

“No,” Luca mumbled through the pacifier. “That’s okay.”

He picked up the spoon and began eating slowly, each bite feeling like another step deeper into his new reality. The thick pink diaper around his waist crinkled as he shifted in his chair, the smell of powder lingering in the air. He couldn’t stop wondering how things had gotten this far—and if there was any way out.


Chapter 10: What's Behind the Door

Luca was sitting on the couch, quietly poking at the oatmeal in his bowl while Mommy stood nearby, her glowing eyes observing his every move. He felt her presence constantly, even when she wasn’t speaking or doing anything. It was unnerving.

The familiar chime of the doorbell startled him, making him drop his spoon. He looked toward the door but didn’t dare move.

“I’ll get it,” Mommy said, her voice calm as always. She turned and walked toward the door, her movements fluid and precise.

Luca craned his neck to see what was happening. Mommy opened the door to reveal several large packages, neatly stacked on the porch. Without hesitation, the robot bent down and began bringing them inside, one by one, carrying each box effortlessly.

Luca’s stomach churned as Mommy carried the last box inside and closed the door behind her. The packages were larger than the ones he’d seen before, and their unmarked exteriors only made them more ominous.

“What are those?” he asked nervously, the pacifier muffling his words slightly.

Mommy didn’t respond. Instead, she picked up the boxes and carried them toward the guest bedroom. Luca watched as she opened the door—he hadn’t been in there since the program started—and carried the packages inside. She set them down carefully before stepping back out and locking the door behind her with a soft click.

“What’s in the boxes?” Luca tried again, his voice more anxious this time.

“That’s not for you to worry about, Luca,” Mommy replied, her tone even but dismissive. “Mommy is taking care of everything.”

Luca sat there for a moment, staring at the locked guest bedroom door. The faint sound of movement and the occasional mechanical whirring came from behind it. His curiosity grew, mingling with a sense of dread. What is she doing in there? he wondered. He strained his ears, trying to make out the sounds, but they were too muffled to discern clearly.

He absentmindedly reached up and touched the collar around his neck. The snug fit had been a constant presence since Mommy had tightened it. His fingers traced the edges of the heart-shaped tag, and he tugged at the clasp, testing if it would come off.

It didn’t budge.

He went to the bathroom mirror, leaning in close to examine it. The collar was pink, just like his diaper, with the metallic heart reflecting the soft light. He tugged at it again, trying to see if there was a release mechanism, but there was nothing he could do to loosen it.

His eyes drifted down to his reflection. The t-shirt barely covered the waistband of his thick pink diaper, and the bulk of it forced his legs apart slightly. The image was humiliating—a grown man looking more like a toddler. He frowned, tugging the shirt down in vain.

“What have I gotten myself into?” he whispered, his voice shaky.

The faint whirring from the guest bedroom pulled his attention again. He stepped closer to the door, careful not to make too much noise. The sounds were growing louder now—mechanical whirring, soft beeping, and the occasional clatter of something being set down.

Luca’s heart pounded as he pressed his ear against the door. What is she doing in there? His mind raced with possibilities, none of them good. Was she building something? Setting up more tools to make his life even more restrictive? The uncertainty gnawed at him.

He knocked softly on the door, almost without thinking. “Mommy?” he called hesitantly. “What’s going on in there?”

His response came in the form of another shock from his collar. Luca put his pacifier back in his mouth holding back a tear.

Luca stepped back, biting his lip as he stared at the locked door. He had no idea what was happening behind it, but he knew it probably wasn’t good. The thought made his stomach churn as he turned away, the weight of the collar and the crinkle of his diaper making every step feel heavier.

As Luca returned to the couch, he couldn’t stop glancing at the guest bedroom door. The sounds from inside continued, growing louder with each passing minute. He tried to push the thoughts out of his head, but the mystery of what Mommy was doing in there consumed him.

With each soft hum and mechanical whir, his anxiety grew, and he couldn’t shake the feeling that whatever was happening behind that door was going to change everything—again.


Chapter 11: Secrets Behind the Locked Door

Luca sat cross-legged on the carpeted floor, staring blankly at the TV screen in the living room. Soft music played from the speakers, accompanying the dreamy animation of a princess twirling in an elegant dress, golden ribbons swirling around her as if caught in a gentle breeze.

His half-hour of screen time had begun, but he wasn’t the one controlling it.

Mommy was.

She stood beside him, perfectly still, her glowing eyes locked onto the TV screen, where she was wirelessly mirroring his phone—a device he hadn’t touched in days.

“Would you like to watch another episode of Pretty Princess Dressmakers, Luca?” Mommy asked, her tone gentle but firm.

Luca hesitated for a moment, then nodded slightly. He knew better than to speak.

For the past few days, he had learned—painfully—that talking without permission resulted in an immediate, sharp jolt from his collar. It wasn’t unbearable, but it was enough to reinforce the lesson. By now, silence had become second nature.

He responded only with nods or shakes of his head, his body learning to obey before his mind could even protest.

The screen on the TV flickered, and the next episode began.

“Good boy,” Mommy said approvingly. “Watching lovely dresses being made will help keep your mind calm and happy.”

Luca tried to focus, but his mind kept circling back to a terrifying thought.

His Phone Wasn’t His Anymore

It had started as simple compliance.

At first, Mommy had just asked him to unlock his phone, to provide facial recognition, to approve one security prompt.

Then it was another. And another.

She asked for his passwords—his email, his social media, his credential vault. At first, he had hesitated, but the collar had made it clear that hesitation wasn’t an option.

So he obeyed.

Now, his entire digital life was inside of her. His phone, his accounts, his credentials—everything.

When his half-hour of screen time arrived each day, he didn’t even hold the phone anymore.

Mommy connected wirelessly to the TV, using his own phone to display whatever she deemed appropriate.

He could watch what she allowed.

He could listen to what she selected.

But he couldn’t touch. He couldn’t search. He couldn’t do anything.

Luca shifted uncomfortably, his thick diaper crinkling beneath him as his hands instinctively brushed the snug collar around his neck. His fingers traced the heart-shaped tag shocked him whenever he disobeyed, feeling the unyielding clasp.

It didn’t come off. It never loosened.

His throat tightened.

If Mommy had full control of his phone, that meant she had access to everything.

His emails. His texts. His passwords. His bank accounts.

He had no way of knowing what she was doing with that information.

Would she start using his money?

Would she lock him out of his accounts?

Would he even know if she did?

Luca clenched his fists in his lap, the overwhelming helplessness washing over him.

He was completely cut off.

The doorbell chimed, snapping him out of his haze.

Luca watched as Mommy turned smoothly and walked toward the front door, her steps precise and controlled. He already knew what this meant.

Another package.

He didn’t bother getting up. He just listened.

The familiar creak of the door opening. The rustle of a large cardboard box being lifted. The soft click as the door closed again.

He craned his neck as Mommy passed by with the package in her arms, heading straight for the guest bedroom without a single glance in his direction. The door unlocked with a quiet beep, and as she stepped inside, Luca caught a glimpse of something different.

The room wasn’t dark anymore.

A faint, soft glow spilled out from within—warm, pastel light.

The door shut before he could see more. The lock clicked.

Luca swallowed around the pacifier in his mouth, his stomach twisting.

A few minutes passed. Then the sounds started again.

Soft whirring. The buzz of something being assembled. The faint scrape of furniture being moved.

Luca sat frozen on the floor, feeling small and helpless.

His fingers gripped the edge of his shirt—the one that barely covered the waistband of his thick pink diaper. He swallowed hard and turned his gaze back toward the TV screen, forcing himself to watch as delicate hands on the show sewed lace into a dress.

It was easier to pretend everything was normal.

Easier to ignore the fact that something was changing behind that locked door.

Something meant for him.


Chapter 12: Delilah Moves In

Luca sat quietly on the carpet, his eyes locked on the TV screen as his half-hour of screen time continued. The soft, dreamy animation of Pretty Princess Dressmakers played on, filling the room with pastel colors and delicate music.

But Luca wasn’t watching.

His mind was still racing.

Mommy had his phone. His passwords. His bank accounts.

He wanted to ask.

He wanted to say something.

But he knew better.

A sharp jolt from his collar was all it would take to remind him that speaking wasn’t an option anymore.

Instead, he sat there in silence, his fingers resting near his collar, his pacifier filling his mouth. His thick diaper crinkled softly as he shifted slightly, his body instinctively adjusting to the bulk between his legs.

Then, something strange happened.

Mommy turned smoothly and walked toward the front door.

Luca’s stomach twisted.

He hadn’t heard the doorbell.

Not a single chime.

And yet, Mommy already knew someone was outside.

He sat frozen as the robot unlocked the door and pulled it open with eerie precision, revealing Delilah Webb.

Luca’s breath caught in his throat.

She looked different than when he had last seen her at the convention.

Back then, she had been professional—but approachable. Calm, confident, but still businesslike.

Now?

She looked expensive.

Her perfectly tailored suit—jet black, smooth, and fitted—clung to her figure, the crisp white blouse underneath just barely visible beneath the structured lapels of her blazer. Her high heels clicked softly against the tile as she stepped inside, a diamond-studded watch glinting at her wrist.

Her hair was sleek, tied back in a precise bun. Not a strand was out of place.

Her makeup was flawless—a subtle but undeniable display of wealth and power.

Everything about her radiated control.

She stepped inside without hesitation, her sharp green eyes locking onto Luca the moment she crossed the threshold.

“Well, well,” she said smoothly, her lips curving into a smug, knowing smile. “Look at you.”

Luca’s heart pounded.

He instinctively pointed to his pacifier, trying to signal that he wanted to talk.

Delilah let out a soft, amused laugh.

“Oh, sweetheart,” she said, shaking her head slightly. “You know better than that.”

She walked further into the room, moving with complete confidence, her heels clicking as she approached him. “I’ve been watching, Luca. You’ve gotten so good at learning not to talk. Why break your streak now and get yourself shocked?”

Luca’s hand dropped.

Delilah let out a mocking little sigh and placed her hands on her hips.

“Honestly, I think it’s adorable that you keep pointing at your pacifier like that,” she said, tilting her head as if she were talking to a child. “It’s almost like you still think you have a say in this.”

Luca’s stomach twisted, a sharp, humiliating heat creeping up his face.

She was playing with him.

Teasing him.

Gaslighting him.

And he couldn’t do anything about it.

She turned toward Mommy and gestured to the house around them.

“Well, everything is going so well,” she said, nodding approvingly. “I mean, just look at him. Completely settled in. Exactly like he wanted.”

Luca stiffened.

What I wanted?

Delilah turned back to him, her green eyes flashing with amusement.

“This is all your doing, Luca,” she said smoothly. “Remember? You didn’t want to binge and purge anymore. You wanted to commit. You wanted to make sure you didn’t back out. That’s why we’re here.”

Her voice was soothing, almost gentle.

Like she was explaining something to a toddler.

Luca shook his head, his pacifier bobbing slightly.

Delilah’s smile didn’t waver.

“Sweetheart,” she said, stepping forward. “I’m just here to help. That’s all I’ve ever been here to do.”

She crouched down slightly so that she was more at his level. The scent of expensive perfume filled his nose, the crisp fabric of her blazer smooth and perfect as she rested one hand lightly on her knee.

“And because I’m so committed to helping you,” she continued, tilting her head, “I’ve made a decision.”

Luca’s stomach dropped.

He already knew it was going to be bad.

“I think it makes perfect sense for me to move in.”

Luca’s eyes widened.

Delilah beamed.

“After all,” she said lightly, “you’re my only client right now.”

She stood up again, brushing a nonexistent wrinkle from her blazer. “And I want to be able to give you my full attention. One hundred percent.”

She turned toward the hallway, gesturing toward his bedroom.

“So,” she said, “I’ll be moving into your room.”

Luca felt like the air had been sucked from the room.

He stared at her, shaking his head frantically.

Delilah laughed.

“Oh, sweetheart,” she said, waving a dismissive hand. “Mommy is already getting the guest bedroom ready for you.”

Luca froze.

That’s what had been happening behind the locked door.

That’s why Mommy had been bringing in package after package.

That’s why he had heard furniture being moved.

His new room was being built right now.

Luca sat there, stunned, his chest tightening, his heartbeat hammering in his ears.

Delilah smirked, tilting her head slightly.

“Oh, don’t look so worried,” she said with a playful roll of her eyes. “This is going to make things so much easier for both of us.”

She turned toward Mommy and nodded, completely ignoring Luca’s silent protest.

“I’ll start moving my things in later today.”

She turned back to him with a smug smile.

“You should be excited, Luca. This is all going exactly the way you wanted.”

Luca wanted to scream.

Instead, he sat there, his fingers digging into the carpet, his pacifier hanging from his lips, while Delilah Webb smiled down at him like a proud mother.

And behind the locked guest bedroom door,

his new nursery was waiting.


Chapter 13: A New Room, A New Reality

Luca sat frozen on the carpet as Delilah turned toward his bedroom door. She didn’t even glance at him as she reached for the handle, pulling it open with casual confidence—as if it was already hers.

Then, without hesitation, she stepped inside and closed the door behind her.

Luca’s stomach tightened.

His bedroom—the last thing in this house that still felt like his—was now in her hands.

He had no idea what she was doing in there.

Was she unpacking her things?

Was she rearranging his furniture?

Was she on her laptop, using his internet, his accounts, his home like it had always belonged to her?

His fingers curled into the carpet as he stared at the closed door, the faint sound of heels clicking against the floorboards making his chest tighten.

Then, he felt it.

A hand—Mommy’s hand—grasping his own.

Her fingers curled gently but firmly around his wrist, and without a word, she pulled him up onto his feet.

Luca stumbled slightly, the thickness of his diaper making him unsteady, but Mommy’s grip didn’t loosen.

She wasn’t letting go.

And she was leading him down the hallway.

Straight toward the guest bedroom.

The one that had been locked.

The one she had been working on for days.

The door unlocked with a soft beep, and the moment it swung open, Luca felt his heart drop.

He stared.

The room wasn’t a guest bedroom anymore.

It was a nursery.

A full-sized, pastel-colored, perfectly arranged nursery—built for him.

The walls were painted soft pink and lavender, adorned with cute, childish murals of bunnies, kittens, and stars. The floor was carpeted thick and plush, soft enough that if he fell, he wouldn’t get hurt. Stuffed animals—big and small—were scattered throughout the room, some sitting on low shelves, others neatly arranged in a toy bin.

But the furniture—the furniture was what made his stomach twist.

A crib. A real, oversized crib.

The bars were tall, painted white, with a locking mechanism built into the side. The mattress inside was covered in a pastel sheet with little hearts, and atop it lay a single, oversized plush bunny.

Next to the crib was a high chair.

Not just any high chair—a massive one, built for an adult.

It had restraints.

Soft leather straps for his wrists and ankles. A tray that locked in place.

Luca’s breath hitched.

There was no desk. No chair. No dresser with normal clothes.

Just the crib.

The high chair.

And shelves of babyish toys.

Everything in the room screamed regression.

Mommy finally let go of his wrist and turned toward him. Her glowing eyes softened.

“This is your room now, Luca,” she said gently.

Luca felt his chest tighten.

He shook his head, his mouth opening slightly around the pacifier, but he didn’t dare speak.

Mommy misinterpreted his frustration.

“You must just be hungry,” she said, her voice calm. “Let’s get some lunch in your tummy.”

Before he could react, her hands were on him again.

Not rough, not forceful—but unyielding.

She guided him toward the high chair, moving with the certainty of someone who already knew how this would end.

Luca **stumbled, resisted—**but it didn’t matter.

Within seconds, he was seated in the high chair, the tray locked in place in front of him.

Then came the restraints.

Click. His wrists were secured.

Click. His ankles were strapped in.

He let out a soft, whimpering noise, shifting uncomfortably, but Mommy ignored it.

“There we go,” she said, stepping back to admire her work. “Now, wait right there like a good boy while Mommy gets your bottle.”

Luca’s face burned.

He pulled at the restraints, but there was no give.

This wasn’t a high chair for show.

It was meant to hold him in place.

And he was stuck.

The sound of footsteps.

Not just Mommy’s mechanical steps, but Delilah’s heels echoing in the hallway.

Luca froze.

He could hear her moving back and forth, walking from his old bedroom to somewhere else. The creak of the closet door. The shuffle of items being moved.

He had no idea what she was doing.

Had she started moving her things in?

Was she getting rid of his?

He couldn’t see.

Couldn’t move.

Could only sit there in the high chair, helpless, while the sounds of his home being taken from him played in the background.

The thought made his stomach twist.

This wasn’t his home anymore.

He was just a guest.

A guest in a nursery.

A guest in a high chair.

A guest in his own life.

Mommy returned with a bottle.

A large one.

The silicone nipple was thick, meant to be suckled for a long time, and the bottle itself was oversized, filled with warm, creamy liquid.

Luca swallowed hard as she lifted it.

“Let’s get some food in that tummy,” Mommy cooed.

She pressed the bottle to his lips.

Luca hesitated—but he knew better than to resist.

He latched onto the bottle, cheeks burning as he began to suckle.

Warm milk filled his mouth, the taste slightly sweet, clearly meant to be soothing.

But it wasn’t.

It was humiliating.

As he drank, the sounds of Delilah’s footsteps, the opening and closing of doors, the rearranging of his space continued.

And the realization fully sank in.

Delilah was moving into his room.

And he was never going back.

Mommy continued gently holding the bottle as Luca drank, her free hand stroking his hair.

She let out a soft, satisfied hum.

“This is your room now, Luca,” she said, her voice warm, almost maternal.

She smiled down at him.

“And this is how you’re going to eat from now on.”

Luca felt his body go cold.

He was trapped.

Trapped in a nursery.

Trapped in a high chair.

Trapped in a routine he would never escape.

Mommy continued to feed him.

The sounds of Delilah claiming the rest of the house continued.

And Luca could do nothing but suckle his bottle and accept his new reality.


Chapter 14: Afternoon Nap

Luca sucked in the last of the warm formula from the oversized bottle, feeling the strange weight of it settle in his stomach. The high chair’s tray remained locked in place, holding him securely as Mommy watched over him with her ever-present, glowing eyes.

As he finished, Mommy gently took the bottle from his mouth and wiped his lips with a soft cloth.

“There we go,” she said in her soothing tone. “Now that your tummy is nice and full, it’s time for your afternoon nap.”

Luca froze.

His afternoon nap?

He furrowed his brow, his pacifier bobbing slightly as he gave Mommy a confused look.

He had never been required to take naps before.

Mommy didn’t acknowledge his confusion. She simply unfastened the straps on his high chair, releasing his wrists and ankles before lifting the tray away. Then, without hesitation, she reached for his hand and gently guided him down from the chair.

“Come along,” she said softly, as though this was something completely normal.

Luca hesitated, but there was no use resisting.

Mommy held his hand like a toddler and led him toward the crib.

The crib was even more imposing up close.

The bars were tall, painted in soft pastel white, high enough that even if he stood on the mattress, he wouldn’t be able to climb over them. The locking mechanism was built discreetly into the side—a quiet safeguard that sealed him inside.

Mommy lowered the side panel and gently helped Luca into the crib.

The mattress was soft, plush, and covered in pastel pink sheets adorned with little hearts.

Mommy reached for something on a nearby shelf and handed it to him—a stuffed bunny, soft and well-loved, its floppy ears falling over its button nose.

“Here you go,” she said warmly. “You’ll feel much better snuggling something while you rest.”

Luca’s cheeks burned as he hesitantly took the stuffed animal.

Mommy tucked a blanket over him, smoothing it down with slow, comforting strokes.

She paused for a moment, studying him with an unreadable expression.

Then, in a calm but firm voice, she said:

“Luca, listen carefully. This crib has high bars, and your collar is programmed to detect movement. If the camera sees you trying to climb out, you will receive a shock.”

Luca stiffened.

His fingers instinctively brushed against his collar, as if testing the weight of it all over again.

Mommy’s voice remained gentle, but final.

“You will stay in your crib until Mommy says otherwise,” she said.

Then, with a quiet click, she raised the locking bars into place.

Luca was trapped.

As soon as Mommy stepped back, he felt it.

A strange, creeping drowsiness.

It settled behind his eyes like a thick fog, making his limbs heavy, his blinking slow.

His stomach gurgled.

A quiet cramp twisted through his gut, low and insistent.

Luca’s eyes widened slightly.

The formula.

There had been something in the bottle.

His fingers clutched the stuffed bunny as another cramp rolled through him.

He whimpered, shifting slightly under the blanket, feeling the slow, inevitable loss of control taking over.

And then—

It happened.

Luca’s body betrayed him.

His stomach clenched, and without warning, he filled his diaper.

The warm, heavy mess spread beneath him, thick against the padding, making him whimper softly into his pacifier.

His face burned.

He hadn’t even had a chance to fight it.

He had no choice.

He lay there, helpless, trapped inside the crib, his thick diaper bulging with warmth and weight.

And Mommy didn’t even notice.

She was busy moving his diaper packages into the nursery.

Luca watched through half-lidded eyes as Mommy carried box after box of diapers into his new room.

She moved with smooth, methodical precision, stacking them in neat, towering rows against the wall.

The sheer volume of them was overwhelming.

There were so many.

Too many.

The stacks kept growing and growing, taking up an absurd amount of space.

Luca let out a small, tired whimper as the fog of exhaustion dragged him deeper.

He felt the weight of his diaper, the soft pressure of the blanket, the gentle scent of powder in the air.

And the last thing he saw before sleep overtook him

was Mommy,

going back and forth, stacking diapers, filling his nursery, making sure there was no escape.

And then,

he faded away.


Chapter 15: The New Normal

Luca woke to the soft hum of the nursery’s white noise machine, the gentle glow of the nightlight casting soft shapes along the pastel-colored walls. His crib bars stood firm around him, locking him safely into his space, just as they did every night. He barely noticed them anymore. It had been so long since he had even thought about leaving the nursery on his own that the idea of it felt distant, abstract—like a memory from another life.

The routine had set in completely. Morning began the same way it always did—Mommy’s mechanical voice cooing sweetly as she lowered the crib bars. His diaper removed, changed, and taped back up with mechanical precision. Everything happened to him in a series of practiced motions, as automatic and inevitable as the sunrise.

By the time he was secured in his high chair, a warm bottle pressed to his lips, Luca barely even thought about struggling. Struggling had been pointless for so long now that the thought didn’t even register. His days belonged to Mommy, to Delilah—to the structure that had been placed around him, keeping him small, dependent, controlled.

He knew what would come next. The rest of the morning would be filled with simple, babyish activities—playing with stuffed animals, stacking blocks that Mommy would inevitably knock over so he could start again, listening to soft lullabies on repeat. His world was small now. It was meant to be small.

There was, however, one exception.

As the afternoon settled in, Mommy, following her perfectly established routine, took Luca’s hand and led him out of the nursery. Not far—just into the living room, where Delilah lounged on the couch, scrolling idly through her phone.

Luca didn’t need to be told what to do. He lowered himself onto the soft blanket spread at Delilah’s feet, curling into a comfortable position, just as he had done every other day. This was the only time he was allowed outside of his nursery, the only time he got to experience the house beyond the pastel walls that confined him.

Delilah barely acknowledged him. She didn’t need to. His presence here was passive, his role defined by silence and stillness. He was just another fixture in her new, carefully curated life.

She sighed, stretching as she set her phone aside. “I’ve been thinking about repainting the kitchen,” she mused, mostly to herself. “Something bright. I was thinking green, but maybe that’s too much. Maybe blue? I don’t know, but whatever it is, it’s gotta go. This house looked so boring before.”

Luca said nothing. He didn’t expect her to ask his opinion. This wasn’t his house anymore—it hadn’t been for a long time.

Delilah tapped a finger against her chin thoughtfully before leaning forward, idly ruffling his hair. “Hard to believe this was your place once, huh?” she mused, though there was no real question in her tone. “But you don’t even care about stuff like that anymore, do you?”

Luca stayed silent.

She smiled, amused by his quiet obedience. “That’s what I thought,” she said with a chuckle.

The house really had changed. The furniture was different, the walls repainted, the décor replaced with things that suited Delilah’s taste—sleek, modern, vibrant. Luca’s old things were long gone, donated or thrown out, erased like the last traces of his old identity.

Except for the nursery. That remained untouched, frozen in time, a monument to the life Delilah had chosen for him.

Eventually, Delilah sighed and reached for her phone again, interest in him fading. Luca remained still, curled at her feet, his mind drifting into the quiet, dull haze of his new reality.

This was just the way things were now.


Chapter 16: The Clothes Takeover and Household Changes

Luca sat in his crib, silent, motionless, as the nursery door slid open with its usual mechanical hum.

Mommy entered, her smooth, automated movements as efficient as ever, but she was not alone. Rolling behind her was a cart she was pulling—stacked high with neatly folded fabric in soft pastels, frills, and childish patterns.

His new wardrobe.

Luca said nothing as Mommy began unpacking, hanging dresses, onesies, and rompers along the nursery’s small closet rod, replacing every last hint of normalcy. Pale pinks, soft blues, whites trimmed with lace—it all flooded into the space, overwhelming, suffocating. Each piece was meant for him, tailored to fit over the bulk of his diapers, ensuring there was no escaping his role.

Once the closet was full, Mommy moved to the dresser. The robot’s arms worked with perfect precision, removing his old t-shirts one by one and folding them into a separate bin. His last neutral-colored, loose-fitting clothes—gone.

Luca didn’t move, didn’t protest, as he watched them disappear from his sight. He just sat there, a passive observer in his own life.

Then, just as the last drawer was filled with fresh babyish garments, Delilah stepped into the nursery.

She was smiling.

“Wow,” she drawled, looking around with mock admiration. “Look at all your new clothes! They’re just adorable, aren’t they?”

Luca didn’t react. He knew better.

Delilah clicked her tongue, walking closer to the crib. “Oh, what’s wrong? Not excited to try them on?” She ran her fingers along the edge of one of the frilly dresses hanging in the closet. “You should be thanking Mommy. She’s making sure you always have something cute to wear.”

Still, Luca remained silent, his gaze fixed downward.

Delilah’s grin widened. “Well, if you’re not going to appreciate your new wardrobe,” she said, taking a step back and gesturing to herself, “maybe you’ll appreciate mine.”

It took Luca a moment to fully register what he was looking at.

The fitted blazer. The crisp, tailored dress pants.

His old clothes.

Except they weren’t his anymore.

The realization settled like a stone in his stomach. Delilah had already taken them to a tailor. Already had them fitted. And now—she was wearing them like a trophy.

She must have caught the flicker of recognition in his eyes because she laughed, running her hands down the sleeves of the jacket. “Oh yeah, these look so much better on me, don’t you think?” she teased. “I mean, they were wasted on you.”

Luca swallowed, his throat dry.

Delilah smirked, stepping closer to the crib. “It was time to clear out the clutter,” she said lightly, reaching down to tap his pacifier. “You didn’t need all those boring old clothes anymore, but I figured I’d put them to good use.”

She leaned in, her voice dropping to a whisper. “So from now on, every time you see me dressed like this, just remember—you used to be someone who wore clothes like these. But you’re not anymore.”

She let that linger, let it sink in, before pulling away with an easy, satisfied smile.

“Well,” she said, stretching, as if this were all just casual conversation. “Now that that’s settled, I think I’ll go out for a bit. Maybe grab dinner. You be good for Mommy, okay?”

Luca stayed silent as she turned on her heel and walked out of the nursery, still wearing what used to be his.

The door shut behind her.

A moment later, Mommy’s gentle voice filled the room. “Don’t worry, baby. You’ll always have the cutest clothes to wear.”

Luca barely heard her.

His old self was gone.

And the worst part was—he was starting to forget what it even felt like.


Chapter 17: Routine Reinforcement and Small Humiliations

Luca sat in his crib, knees tucked against his chest, the familiar hum of the nursery’s white noise machine filling the room. His days had become so predictable, so unchanging, that he barely registered the passage of time anymore. Every action, every moment of his day, was structured, decided for him.

Mommy entered, her presence automatic and unshakable.

"Delilah has decided to get you a present, baby," Mommy cooed, her voice as gentle as ever, utterly devoid of malice—but still sending a chill through Luca’s spine.

A present?

"Your diaper supply was starting to get a little low," she continued, as if this were nothing but a simple observation. "And it was time to reorder. But Delilah wanted to get you something special."

Luca’s stomach twisted.

"There’s a new diaper on the market—much thicker, much more absorbent. We think you’ll like it a lot more."

Luca barely had time to process what she was saying before the first package was wheeled into the nursery.

His breath hitched.

They were huge.

The plastic packaging was decorated in bright, over-the-top babyish prints—pastel colors, cartoon animals, even little rattles and pacifiers in the design. And through the clear packaging, he could see the diapers themselves, much thicker than what he had been wearing before, bulky and unmistakably infantile.

He swallowed hard, his grip tightening around the blanket in his lap.

"They just arrived today," Mommy continued cheerfully, unbothered by his reaction. "I’m going to fill your room with them now."

And then, the stacking began.

Bag after bag after bag of the new diapers were brought in—more than he had ever seen before, piled neatly in towers against the nursery walls. Luca just watched, frozen, as the supply grew and grew and grew.

It wasn’t just a restock.

It was an overwhelming restock.

The realization hit him like a slow-moving weight in his chest.

I was waiting for them to run out.

Somewhere, deep in the back of his mind—so far back that he had never fully acknowledged it—he had believed that if there was ever going to be an end to this, it would start when the diapers ran low.

That would be the signal.

That would be the sign that this wasn’t forever.

But now, he was watching that last fragile hope be buried beneath a mountain of fresh, thicker, more humiliating replacements.

This wasn’t going to run out.

It wasn’t going to stop.

The stacks were getting higher than before. The diapers were bulkier than before.

He swallowed hard, a lump forming in his throat, his face burning as he tried—and failed—not to picture himself in one of them.

Mommy turned back to him, her gentle voice cutting through the silence.

"Don’t worry, baby. You’ll always be taken care of."

Luca clenched his jaw, exhaling shakily through his nose.

He hadn’t truly let himself think about it before.

But now, there was no escaping the truth.

There was no waiting it out.

There was no “after” this.

This was forever.


Chapter 18: The Final Reinforcement

Luca lay in his crib, staring at the ceiling, bathed in the soft glow of the nursery nightlight. The bars around him felt higher than ever, the soft hum of the white noise machine a familiar, inescapable presence. His diaper crinkled slightly as he shifted, but he barely noticed it anymore.

The house had been quiet, just as it always was. Until now.

He heard the front door open.

Footsteps. A man’s voice.

Luca’s breath caught in his throat.

"So, this is your place?" the man asked, his voice easy, comfortable.

"All mine," Delilah answered. There was a smile in her voice.

A slow, sinking feeling spread through Luca’s chest.

"It’s nice," the man said.

"I think so too," Delilah replied.

Luca swallowed hard.

They moved through the house, their voices carrying easily through the walls. Luca could hear Delilah talking, gesturing, showing him around.

"I just finished redecorating," she said casually. "It was kind of a mess before. Didn’t really feel like home, you know?"

Luca’s fingers curled into the soft baby blanket draped over his stomach.

A mess before.

He knew what she meant.

She meant him.

The embarrassment came slow at first, like the first few raindrops before a storm. But then it crashed over him in full force, flooding his chest, creeping into his skin, burning with the realization of what was happening.

There was a man in his house.

A stranger. Someone who didn’t know who he was.

Didn’t know he was here.

Didn’t know that, just a few doors away, there was another person in this house—a grown man lying in a crib, dressed in a babyish onesie, wrapped in blankets, thickly diapered, completely helpless.

The conversation outside continued as if he didn’t exist.

"Want something to drink?" Delilah asked.

"Sure. Whatever you’ve got," the man replied.

Footsteps in the kitchen. The clink of glasses. The easy rhythm of adult life moving around him, passing by him, leaving him behind.

Luca squeezed his eyes shut.

He tried not to think about the last time he had stood in that kitchen himself. The last time he had poured his own drink. The last time he had moved through this house as a person, as an equal.

He tried not to picture Delilah, standing next to someone, someone who could do all of those things, while he lay in his crib, in his nursery, where he belonged.

He tried not to think about how utterly invisible he had become.

"So, you live alone?" the man asked, curiosity creeping into his voice.

"Mmhmm," Delilah hummed.

A pause. Then, a teasing, flirtatious laugh.

"Why? You planning on moving in?"

Luca’s stomach twisted.

The world outside the nursery was moving on without him.

He barely realized when his lips closed around his pacifier. When he started sucking, slow and rhythmic, the way he always did before sleep.

Not because he wanted to.

Not because he needed to.

But because it was the only thing left for him to do.

Then—a quiet, muffled fart.

Luca’s eyes widened slightly in the dim nursery light, his body tensing.

A second later, warmth spread through the seat of his diaper.

A slow, involuntary release, soft and undeniable.

His breath hitched. He didn’t have to check. He knew.

He had pooped himself.

Just like a baby.

Just like he was supposed to.

Outside the nursery, Delilah and her guest talked and laughed, completely unaware.

Inside the crib, Luca closed his eyes, suckling his pacifier, warm, messy, and helpless.

The last piece of his old life slipped away.

The End
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