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Chapter 1: The Installation Day

The afternoon light slanted through the half-closed blinds of the spare bedroom that had long since been repurposed as the nursery. The walls were painted a soft pastel blue, the kind that looked innocent until you noticed the reinforced crib with its high bars and the changing table stocked with supplies that no ordinary baby would ever need. The sissy knelt in the center of the room on a thick foam mat patterned with cartoon animals, hands folded in his lap, eyes downcast. He wore only a plain white onesie that snapped at the crotch and a pair of pale pink plastic pants that crinkled faintly with every tiny shift of his weight. Underneath, the diaper was already damp—not from an accident, not yet, but from the nervous anticipation that had been building since Mommy announced this morning that “today everything changes.”

Mommy stood in the doorway, arms crossed, watching him with the calm, appraising look she always wore when she was about to rewrite one of his rules. In her right hand she held a small cardboard box, unmarked except for a discreet shipping label. In her left, her phone, screen already glowing with an open app whose interface he had never been allowed to see in detail.

“Up on the changing table, baby,” she said. Her voice was even, almost gentle, but the command carried the weight of finality.

He rose carefully to his knees first, then crawled the short distance to the table, keeping his movements slow and deliberate. Standing was forbidden without permission; the rule had been in place for months, but today it felt sharper, more dangerous. He climbed onto the padded surface, lying back as trained, legs parted, arms at his sides. The plastic pants made a soft rustling sound as he settled.

Mommy set the box down beside him and began unpacking with deliberate slowness. First came three small black cameras, each no larger than a deck of cards, sleek and matte with tiny lenses that looked almost like eyes. Next, a roll of medical-grade tape, a small packet of electrode pads, and finally the device itself: a compact, curved estim unit, black silicone with a short lead and two adhesive patches already pre-attached. It was the latest model from a brand he recognized from late-night browsing sessions she sometimes allowed—app-controlled, Bluetooth-enabled, capable of delivering anything from a teasing tingle to a sharp, muscle-clenching shock.

“This,” she said, holding the estim unit up so he could see it clearly, “is going inside your diaper from now on. Not sometimes. Not when you’re naughty. Always.”

He swallowed. His throat felt dry. “Yes, Mommy.”

She didn’t respond immediately. Instead she peeled open the packet of pads, tore off the backing from one, and pressed it firmly against the sensitive skin just above his caged cock, right where the base of the chastity device pressed into his pubic mound. The second pad went lower, positioned along the perineum so the current would arc through the most vulnerable nerves. He flinched at the cold adhesive, but she steadied him with a hand on his thigh.

“Stay still. We’re not done.”

She unfolded a fresh diaper from the stack on the shelf—extra-thick, plastic-backed, the kind printed with little pastel blocks and smiling teddy bears. The scent of baby powder hit him as she unfolded it, a Pavlovian trigger that made his locked cock twitch uselessly inside its cage. She untaped the wet one he was wearing, lifted his legs by the ankles in one smooth motion, and slid the old diaper free. Cool air brushed his exposed skin for only a moment before the new one was slid underneath.

Before taping it closed, she positioned the estim unit carefully inside the padding, nestling it against the front so the pads stayed exactly where she’d placed them. The device itself was small enough to disappear completely once the diaper was fastened; only a faint bulge would hint at its presence. She pulled the front up between his legs, aligned the tapes, and secured them with firm pulls—left, right, bottom, top—until the diaper hugged him snugly, inescapably.

“There,” she said, patting the front twice. The padding crinkled loudly under her palm. “Now the fun part.”

She reached for one of the cameras. A small adhesive mount came with it; she pressed the base firmly to the wall opposite the changing table, about five feet up, angled downward. The second camera went on the ceiling above the crib, providing a bird’s-eye view of the mattress and bars. The third she mounted near the door, facing inward, catching the entire room in a wide shot. Each one clicked softly as it powered on, a tiny green LED blinking to life.

Mommy tapped her phone screen several times. A soft chime sounded from each camera in sequence as they connected to her app. She turned the phone toward him so he could see the live feeds: three crisp rectangles showing his padded, helpless form from different angles. In the center feed, his face was visible—flushed, eyes wide, lips parted slightly.

“Smile for Mommy,” she said.

He tried. It came out more like a grimace.

She ignored it and kept working. “These have motion detection, sound detection, and basic AI pattern recognition. They know what standing looks like. They know what full sentences sound like. They know when you’re trying to act like a grown-up instead of my little baby. And when they see it—” She tapped another button on her phone. “—I get notified. And I get to decide what happens next.”

She lifted the estim unit’s control app into full view. The interface was clean, almost clinical: sliders for intensity, waveform selectors (sine, pulse, ramp), timers, random modes, even a “live control” joystick that let her deliver shocks in real time. At the bottom was a large red button labeled simply ZAP.

“Test time,” she announced.

He tensed instinctively.

“Relax your muscles,” she instructed. “If you clench too hard it’ll hurt more.”

Before he could process the warning, she slid the intensity to level three—medium—and pressed ZAP.

Electricity surged through the pads in a single, sharp pulse. It wasn’t agony, not yet, but it was unmistakable: a sudden clench deep in his pelvis, muscles contracting involuntarily, forcing a small spurt of warmth into the fresh diaper. His hips jerked upward an inch before he could stop them.

“Good boy,” she murmured. “That was just a hello. The cameras are watching now. Let’s make sure they’re paying attention.”

She set the phone down on the changing table beside him and stepped back so all three lenses could see her clearly. Then she spoke in a normal voice, not directed at him.

“Cameras, test pattern one.”

A soft beep echoed from the speakers hidden in the walls—something she must have wired earlier. Then her voice came through the two-way audio, slightly tinny but perfectly clear.

“Stand up.”

He froze. The command was clear, but standing was forbidden. He looked at her, pleading silently.

She raised an eyebrow. “I said stand up.”

He hesitated one second too long.

The AI caught it. A soft chime sounded from the phone—detection alert. Mommy didn’t even have to touch the screen. The estim unit fired on its own: a rapid three-pulse burst, stronger than the test, each one forcing his abdominal muscles to seize. He gasped, legs kicking involuntarily, another warm rush flooding the diaper as his body betrayed him.

“Bad boy,” she said calmly. “Trying to decide whether to obey. The cameras don’t like indecision.”

She picked up the phone again, adjusted the settings. “From now on, any detected adult posture—standing, sitting like a big boy, even leaning against furniture—triggers a warning chime. Second offense within five minutes escalates to level five. Third is level eight. And if you speak in full adult sentences without permission…” She tapped a new toggle labeled AUDIO ENFORCEMENT. “The microphones listen. Baby talk only. Anything else gets an automatic level six zap.”

He whimpered, the sound high and infantile. The diaper was noticeably heavier already, the wetness spreading across the front.

Mommy smiled for the first time since the unpacking began. “That’s better. Now crawl to the crib and wait.”

He rolled off the changing table onto his hands and knees, the soggy padding sagging between his thighs. Each movement made the estim unit shift slightly inside, a constant reminder of its presence. He crawled across the mat, plastic pants crinkling, until he reached the crib. He pulled himself up to kneel beside it, waiting.

Mommy followed, lowering the side rail with a metallic click. “In.”

He climbed inside, lying on his back as she raised the rail again and locked it. From this angle the ceiling camera loomed directly overhead, its lens glinting.

She leaned over the bars, brushing a strand of hair from his forehead. “You’re going to spend a lot of time in here from now on. The cameras never sleep. I can check on you from anywhere—work, the grocery store, even when I’m out with friends. And if I see anything I don’t like…”

She tapped the ZAP button once more, this time at level two. A gentle, rolling wave of vibration pulsed through the pads, teasing rather than punishing. His locked cock strained uselessly; the diaper crinkled as he squirmed.

“That’s for being so good during installation,” she said. “But remember: the moment you try to act big again, it stops being nice.”

She straightened, phone still in hand, and walked to the door. Before leaving she paused, turning back to the main camera.

“Cameras, begin full monitoring protocol. Notify me of any infractions.”

Three soft confirmations chimed in unison.

The door closed behind her with a quiet click. The room fell silent except for his breathing and the faint hum of the estim unit idling at zero.

He lay there, staring up at the lens above him. The green LED blinked once, slowly, as if acknowledging his gaze.

The first random test came twenty minutes later.

He had been trying to find a comfortable position, shifting his hips slightly to ease the pressure of the wet padding. The movement must have crossed some invisible threshold—too close to an adult attempt to adjust. The chime sounded, sharp and immediate.

Before he could even whimper, the estim fired: a single level-four pulse that made his entire pelvis clench hard. Another spurt escaped into the diaper, warm and humiliating. The vibration lingered for three seconds afterward, a mocking afterglow.

He curled tighter into a fetal position, knees to chest, sucking his thumb without thinking. The thumb wasn’t even a pacifier—just his own finger—but it felt safer than letting his mouth stay empty.

Another ten minutes passed. Then the two-way audio crackled to life.

“Baby,” Mommy’s voice came through, soft and distant. She must be in the living room. “Wet for Mommy. Show the camera.”

He hesitated. Not long—just long enough for the AI to register noncompliance.

Chime.

Zap.

Level five this time. The shock traveled deeper, forcing his bladder to release in a sudden, uncontrollable stream. The diaper absorbed it greedily, swelling noticeably between his legs.

“Good boy,” her voice purred through the speakers. “That’s what I like to see. Keep being good, and maybe tonight you’ll earn a change before bed.”

The audio clicked off.

He lay there in the growing warmth, the padding heavy and sagging, the estim unit silent but ever-present. Above him the camera watched without blinking. Somewhere in the house, Mommy’s phone displayed his every twitch, every shallow breath, every involuntary shudder.

The installation was complete.

From this moment forward, there was no off switch. No privacy. No escape from the remote eye and the device taped inside his diaper. Every attempt to reclaim even a sliver of adult autonomy would be met with a zap—swift, impersonal, inescapable.

He closed his eyes, trying not to think about how many days, weeks, months this new protocol might last.

The camera kept watching.


Chapter 2: First Night Under Watch

The nursery lights had been dimmed to a soft amber glow, the kind meant to soothe rather than illuminate. The crib mattress was firm beneath him, the fitted sheet printed with faint clouds and stars that looked almost mocking in their cheerfulness. He lay on his back, knees drawn up slightly, the heavy diaper sagging between his thighs from the repeated small releases triggered throughout the afternoon and evening. The estim unit inside remained quiet for now, its pads still firmly adhered, a constant subtle pressure against his most sensitive skin even when inactive. Every breath made the plastic backing crinkle faintly against the onesie.

Above him, the ceiling camera stared down without pause. Its green LED blinked once every thirty seconds—slow, deliberate, like a heartbeat he could not escape. The other two cameras covered the rest of the room: one angled from the wall to catch the changing table and door, the other near the entrance for a full overview. No corner was blind. No moment was private.

Mommy had left the room an hour earlier after tucking him in with clinical efficiency. She had raised the crib rail, clicked the lock into place, placed a large pacifier between his lips—“Teeth on the nipple, baby, no chewing”—and then kissed his forehead once before walking out. The door had closed softly, but not locked; she didn’t need to. The cameras and the device taped inside his padding were lock enough.

He tried to relax. Closing his eyes helped for a few minutes. The room was quiet except for the low hum of the house settling and the occasional distant sound of Mommy moving in the living room—footsteps, the clink of a glass, the murmur of a television turned low. Normal adult sounds. They felt impossibly far away.

Then the first random test came.

It started with a soft chime from the phone speakers somewhere in the house—barely audible through the door, but unmistakable. The AI had detected something. He hadn’t moved. He was sure he hadn’t. But his legs had straightened just a fraction, relaxing out of the fetal curl he’d been holding. The motion crossed the threshold: too close to an adult sleeping posture.

The estim unit activated without warning. A single pulse, level three, sharp and focused. His pelvis clenched hard, forcing another small spurt into the already swollen diaper. The warmth spread quickly, soaking deeper into the padding. He whimpered around the pacifier, the sound muffled but high-pitched.

The two-way audio crackled to life almost immediately.

“Shhh, baby,” Mommy’s voice came through the hidden speakers, calm and close despite the distance. “Mommy sees you. Legs up, knees bent. Like a good little one.”

He obeyed instantly, pulling his knees toward his chest again. The position made the wet padding squish audibly. He hated how loud it sounded in the quiet room.

“Good boy,” she continued. “That was just a reminder. The cameras don’t like when you pretend to be big, even in your sleep.”

The audio clicked off.

He stayed frozen in the curled position, breathing shallowly through his nose. The pacifier helped; sucking on it gave his mouth something to do besides form words he wasn’t allowed to say. His mind raced anyway. How sensitive were the motion sensors? Had it really been the leg movement, or had the AI interpreted his breathing pattern, the slight rise and fall of his chest? He didn’t know. He couldn’t ask.

Minutes dragged. Ten. Fifteen. The diaper cooled slowly against his skin, turning clammy. He needed to shift again—his hip was starting to ache from staying in one position—but the memory of the last zap kept him rigid.

Then another chime.

This time he hadn’t moved at all.

The estim fired again: two quick pulses, level four each. His body jerked, hips lifting off the mattress for a split second before dropping back. The clench forced more urine out in a steady stream he couldn’t stop. The diaper absorbed it, but the bulk grew noticeably heavier, pressing insistently against his caged cock. A faint hiss escaped around the pacifier—half sob, half moan.

Mommy’s voice returned, softer this time, almost affectionate.

“There we go. Let it all out for Mommy. No holding. Babies don’t hold.”

She didn’t stay on the line long. Just long enough for him to feel the full shame of obeying an invisible command. The audio cut.

He lay there panting, the pacifier bobbing with each breath. The wetness had spread to the back now, creeping up toward his tailbone. Every tiny shift made the padding squelch. The estim unit stayed silent, but he could feel its weight, its promise.

Sleep refused to come. Every time his eyelids grew heavy, some part of him would relax—shoulders dropping, legs stretching—and the chime would sound. Zap. Clench. Wetness. Repeat.

By the third cycle he was whimpering steadily, the pacifier slick with saliva. He tried to stay perfectly still, but exhaustion made it impossible. His body betrayed him in small ways: a twitch of the foot, a deeper breath, the unconscious roll of a shoulder.

Each infraction earned a slightly different pattern. One was a long, rolling wave that teased rather than punished, making his locked cock strain uselessly against the cage. Another was sharp bursts that forced his muscles to seize, triggering more wetting. A third was a slow ramp-up that built until he was squirming, then cut off abruptly, leaving him edged and desperate.

He lost count after the sixth or seventh. Time blurred. The amber light never changed. The cameras never blinked out.

Around what felt like midnight—he had no clock in the nursery, no way to tell—the two-way audio came on again without a chime first. Mommy’s voice was quieter, sleepier, as though she were in bed herself.

“Baby,” she murmured. “Mommy’s checking the feeds before she sleeps. Show me you’re being good.”

He didn’t know what she wanted. He stayed curled, knees up, sucking the pacifier rhythmically.

A soft vibration started—not a zap, but a gentle hum from the estim pads. It circled slowly, low intensity, almost soothing. His body responded despite itself: hips rocking minutely, seeking more.

“Wet for Mommy again,” she instructed. “Nice and slow. Let me hear it.”

He tried to resist, clenching everything, but the vibration increased just enough to break his control. Warmth trickled out steadily, soaking the front of the diaper further. The padding swelled, pressing the estim unit tighter against him.

“That’s my good boy,” she praised. The vibration pulsed in reward, syncing with his breathing. “Mommy loves when you listen to the cameras. They’re always watching. Always keeping you safe and little.”

The hum faded slowly, leaving him trembling on the edge of something he couldn’t reach.

“Sleep now,” she said. “If you wake up big, the zaps will be waiting. Dream of your diaper. Dream of Mommy’s remote.”

The audio clicked off for good.

He lay in the heavy, sodden padding, the wetness cooling against his skin. His thumb found its way to his mouth beside the pacifier, pressing in for comfort. The position felt natural now—necessary. Standing, speaking, even thinking in full sentences seemed distant, dangerous.

Above him, the ceiling camera’s LED blinked once.

He closed his eyes and let the exhaustion pull him under.

The last thing he registered before sleep claimed him was another faint chime—soft, almost gentle—and the tiniest pulse from the estim unit, just enough to remind him he was never truly alone.

The night stretched on. The cameras watched. The diaper grew heavier with each involuntary release. And somewhere in the house, Mommy’s phone stayed lit, displaying every twitch, every sigh, every surrender.

Morning would come soon enough.

And with it, another day under the unblinking eye.


Chapter 3: Morning Routine Reset

The first hint of dawn slipped through the nursery blinds in thin gray stripes. The amber night-light had automatically dimmed to almost nothing, leaving the room in soft shadow broken only by the steady green blink of the ceiling camera. He woke slowly, awareness returning in fragments: the heavy, sodden weight between his legs, the faint chill where the diaper had cooled overnight, the dull ache in his hips from hours spent curled in the enforced fetal position. His mouth was dry around the pacifier, lips chapped from sucking it through the night.

The estim unit inside the padding remained silent, but its presence was impossible to ignore—a small, firm lump pressing against the front of his caged cock every time he shifted even slightly. The diaper itself felt massively swollen now, the absorbent core saturated from repeated small releases triggered by the zaps and vibrations. Every breath made the plastic backing crinkle faintly against the onesie, a sound that seemed deafening in the quiet room.

He needed to pee again. Desperately. But the thought of simply letting go while lying here, under the unblinking lenses, made his stomach twist with shame. He tried to hold it, clenching everything, but the padding was already so full that the pressure only made the wetness squish deeper against his skin.

A soft chime sounded—barely audible, but unmistakable. The AI had detected something. His breathing had quickened, perhaps, or his legs had tensed in an effort to control his bladder. Adult tension. Adult control.

The estim unit fired without hesitation: a single level-four pulse, sharp and targeted. His pelvis seized, muscles contracting hard enough to force the held urine out in a sudden, rushing stream. Warmth flooded the already soaked front, spreading quickly to the back and sides. The diaper absorbed what it could, but he could feel the saturation limit approaching; a faint dampness began to seep against the inner plastic pants.

He whimpered around the pacifier, the sound high and helpless. His body trembled with the aftershocks of the zap. The audio speakers stayed silent for a long moment, letting the shame settle.

Then Mommy’s voice came through, calm and matter-of-fact, as though she had been waiting for exactly this.

“Good morning, baby. Mommy sees you’re awake. And already making a mess without permission to start the day.”

He froze. She must have been monitoring the feeds from the moment the chime triggered. Perhaps she had even set an alert for first movement after six a.m.

“Crawl to the changing table,” she continued. “Slowly. Knees and hands only. No standing. Show Mommy you remember the rules.”

The crib rail was still locked. He rolled onto his side, then pushed himself up to hands and knees. The heavy diaper sagged low between his thighs, making the crawl awkward and waddling. Each movement sent a fresh squish through the padding, the wetness shifting and pressing. The estim unit jostled slightly inside, a constant reminder.

He reached the side of the crib and paused, looking up at the rail. It was too high to climb over without standing, and standing would trigger the cameras instantly.

A soft click sounded—the rail unlocking remotely. Mommy’s doing.

“Up and over,” she instructed through the speakers. “Then onto the table. Lie back, legs apart.”

He pulled himself up carefully, using the bars for balance, then swung one leg over and lowered himself to the floor on all fours again. The short crawl to the changing table felt endless. When he reached it he climbed up slowly, movements deliberate, keeping low until he could lie back on the padded surface. Legs parted automatically, arms at his sides—the position drilled into him over months.

The ceiling camera above the table adjusted focus with a tiny whir. He could almost feel its lens zooming in on the bloated front of his diaper.

Mommy’s voice returned. “Show me the damage, baby. Lift your legs like you’re getting changed.”

He obeyed, drawing his knees toward his chest. The motion made the padding bulge obscenely, the tapes straining. A faint hiss escaped as residual wetness shifted.

“Very full,” she observed. “You must have been a busy little one all night. Mommy’s going to count to ten. If you can hold whatever’s left without leaking more, you’ll get a nice gentle vibration after your change. If you can’t…”

She didn’t finish the threat. She didn’t need to.

He clenched hard, trying to stop the trickle that wanted to escape. One… two… three… The pressure built. Four… five… His muscles trembled. Six… seven… A small spurt escaped anyway, warm and humiliating.

The chime sounded immediately. Detection of tension release—adult effort to control.

The estim unit activated: three rapid level-five pulses. His body bucked, hips jerking upward. The last of his bladder emptied in an uncontrollable gush, soaking through what little dry core remained. The diaper sagged heavily, the wetness now pressing cold against his skin in places.

Mommy sighed through the speakers, the sound almost fond. “Oh, baby. Couldn’t even make it to ten. That means no nice vibration today. And extra thickness for the next one.”

She appeared in the doorway a minute later, still in her silk robe, hair slightly tousled from sleep. In her hand she carried a fresh diaper—thicker than the last, with reinforced panels and extra absorbency tabs. She set it on the table beside him, then reached for the tapes of the ruined one.

She peeled them open slowly, letting the soggy front fall away. The cool air hit his exposed, caged cock and the sticky skin beneath. The estim pads were still firmly attached, glistening slightly from the wetness.

“Look at this mess,” she murmured, lifting his legs higher to slide the old diaper free. She balled it up and dropped it into the diaper pail with a wet thud. “You really let go last night, didn’t you? All those little zaps adding up.”

He nodded around the pacifier, eyes averted.

She wiped him down with cool wipes—methodical, thorough, lingering just enough to make him squirm. Powder followed, a generous cloud that made him cough softly. Then the new diaper: she positioned it under him, centered the estim unit carefully against the front again (adjusting the pads to ensure perfect contact), and pulled the front up snug. The tapes fastened with loud rips—left, right, bottom, top—sealing him in thicker bulk than before.

“There,” she said, patting the front firmly. The crinkle was louder now, more pronounced. “Much better. This one should hold you longer. Assuming you behave.”

She helped him down from the table, guiding him back to all fours. “Crawl to the kitchen. Breakfast time. And remember—no standing, no big words. If the cameras catch anything, Mommy’s phone will light up.”

He crawled after her down the hallway, the new diaper forcing a pronounced waddle. The extra thickness rubbed against his thighs with every movement, the estim unit shifting subtly inside. The hallway camera—another one she had installed months ago—tracked him silently.

In the kitchen she pointed to the mat beside her chair. “Sit. Knees up.”

He lowered himself carefully, the padding squishing under his weight. She prepared his bottle—warm formula, nipple already attached—and clipped a bib around his neck. Then she sat, legs crossed, phone in hand.

“Drink,” she said simply.

He took the bottle, sucking slowly. The formula was sweet, comforting in a way that made his cheeks burn. Halfway through, he shifted slightly—trying to ease pressure on his tailbone.

Chime.

The estim fired: level three, a rolling wave that made his hips rock involuntarily. A small spurt escaped into the fresh padding.

Mommy glanced at her phone, then at him. “Naughty. Trying to get comfortable like a big boy. Babies sit still when they’re fed.”

She tapped the screen. Another pulse—stronger. He whimpered, bottle slipping slightly. Formula dribbled down his chin onto the bib.

“Finish it,” she ordered. “All of it. Then you can crawl back to the nursery and wait for your next check.”

He drained the bottle, cheeks flushed, eyes watering slightly from the humiliation. When it was empty she took it, wiped his chin, and patted his padded bottom once—firm, possessive.

“Good boy. Now go. Mommy has to get ready for the day. The cameras will be watching every second.”

He crawled back down the hallway, the thick diaper forcing slow, deliberate movements. The nursery door stood open. He entered and knelt in the center of the mat, waiting.

Above him, the ceiling camera blinked once.

The morning routine was reset.

And the day had only just begun.


Chapter 4: Solo Daytime Surveillance

The nursery door clicked shut behind Mommy as she left for her morning errands. She had not said goodbye in words; instead she had knelt briefly in front of him on the foam mat, cupped his chin in one hand, and looked directly into his eyes.

“Mommy will be gone for a few hours,” she told him. “The cameras are on full protocol. No standing. No big words. No trying to be clever. If you need anything—change, bottle, even just attention—you crawl to the main camera, look up at the lens, and babble nicely. Mommy’s phone will get the alert. But only if you’re being a good baby. Otherwise…”

She had let the sentence trail off, patting the front of his freshly thickened diaper once—firm enough to make the padding squish audibly—before standing and walking out. The door closed. The lock did not engage. It did not need to.

He remained kneeling in the center of the mat for several long minutes after she left, listening to the house settle into silence. The only sounds were his own breathing around the pacifier still clipped to his onesie collar and the faint, periodic blink of the green LED on the ceiling camera. Three lenses watched him from their fixed positions: one overhead, one on the wall by the changing table, one near the door for the wide shot. No blind spots. No reprieve.

Eventually he lowered himself to all fours and began a slow circuit of the room—habit more than purpose. Crawling helped burn off the nervous energy that always built when left alone under surveillance. The thick diaper forced his knees wider apart with every movement, the extra bulk rubbing insistently against his inner thighs. The estim unit shifted slightly inside the padding, a subtle pressure that never let him forget its presence. The fresh powder scent lingered, mixing with the faint warmth of his earlier wetting during breakfast.

He paused near the crib, considering climbing in. The bars were low enough from this side; he could pull himself up without fully standing. But the motion sensors were merciless. Last week he had tried something similar—half-rising to reach a toy on the mattress—and the chime had come instantly, followed by a level-five zap that dropped him back to his knees leaking. He abandoned the idea and crawled instead to the changing table, kneeling beside it and resting his forehead against the padded edge.

The position felt safer somehow—lower, smaller. He sucked the pacifier rhythmically, letting the rhythm calm his breathing. Minutes passed. Perhaps half an hour. Time blurred without clocks or windows he could easily see from the floor.

Then the first random test arrived.

No warning chime this time. The AI must have classified the behavior as borderline: he had shifted his weight from one knee to the other, leaning forward slightly to ease pressure on his tailbone. Too close to an adult attempt to find comfort.

The estim unit activated: a slow-ramping sine wave, starting at level two and climbing steadily to five over eight seconds. His muscles tensed involuntarily, hips rocking forward. The vibration centered on the pads—one against his caged base, the other along the perineum—making his locked cock strain uselessly. A trickle of urine escaped as the ramp peaked, soaking into the already damp front. The wave held at five for three seconds, then dropped abruptly to zero.

He gasped around the pacifier, forehead pressing harder against the table leg. The diaper crinkled loudly with the small shudder that followed.

Silence returned. The cameras watched.

He stayed frozen in place for another ten minutes, afraid to move again. But staying perfectly still invited its own problems: stiffness set in, muscles cramped, and the urge to adjust became overwhelming. He tried a tiny shift—barely an inch.

Chime.

This time the pattern was different: three sharp level-four pulses in quick succession. Each one forced a hard clench, each one pushed more wetness into the padding. By the third pulse he was whimpering steadily, hips jerking with every shock. The diaper sagged noticeably heavier now, the bulk pressing cold and insistent against his skin.

Mommy’s voice did not come through the speakers. She was out. The system was running autonomously on her pre-set rules. No mercy. No negotiation.

He crawled slowly back to the center of the mat and lowered himself to his stomach, face turned toward the main wall camera. Legs spread slightly, arms tucked under his chest—the most infantile position he could manage without lying completely flat. He hoped it would register as compliant.

The LED blinked once.

No immediate zap.

He exhaled slowly through his nose.

The morning wore on. Sunlight strengthened behind the blinds, striping the floor in gold. He drifted in and out of a light doze—never deep enough to relax fully, always aware of the possibility of the next chime. Twice more the system tested him: once for a subtle roll of his shoulder that the AI interpreted as stretching like an adult, once for a soft sigh that edged too close to a word.

Each infraction earned escalating punishment. The shoulder roll triggered a long, teasing vibration that edged him without release, leaving him squirming and leaking steadily. The sigh brought five rapid level-six pulses that made him curl into a tight ball, messing himself involuntarily as the shocks forced his body to betray him completely. The mess was small but unmistakable—warm, spreading, mixing with the wetness already there. The diaper held it, but the smell began to rise faintly, another layer of humiliation.

By early afternoon the padding felt massively overloaded. Every crawl made a wet, squelching sound. The tapes strained at the sides. He knew he should signal for a change—crawl to the camera, look up, babble—but the thought of performing on command, even for an empty room, filled him with dread. What if she ignored it? What if she watched the alert and decided he hadn’t earned it yet?

He stayed on the mat instead, rocking gently on hands and knees, trying to soothe himself. The motion helped for a minute—then triggered another chime.

This time the estim ramped straight to level seven: a pulsing pattern that alternated between sharp zaps and rolling waves. His body seized, hips bucking, another involuntary release flooding the front. He collapsed forward onto his elbows, forehead to the mat, sobbing quietly around the pacifier.

The pattern held for a full minute before dropping off. When it did, he remained down, trembling, the diaper now so full it felt like sitting in a warm, heavy puddle.

He could not hold out any longer.

Slowly, carefully, he crawled to the wall beneath the main camera—the one with the best upward angle. He positioned himself directly under the lens, sat back on his heels (careful not to rise too high), lifted his face, and looked straight up.

Around the pacifier he babbled—soft, broken syllables, high-pitched and pleading.

“Mmm… mmm-ma… ba-ba… pwease… change… messy…”

The words were barely coherent, slurred by the nipple and the shame. But they were baby talk. Compliant.

He waited.

No immediate response. No chime. No zap.

He repeated the plea, louder this time, rocking slightly to emphasize the squish of the diaper.

Still nothing.

Tears pricked his eyes. He rocked harder—desperate now—making the padding crinkle and squelch loudly.

Finally, the two-way audio crackled to life. Mommy’s voice, distant but clear, background noise suggesting she was in a store.

“Mommy sees you, baby. Such a good boy for asking nicely. But you waited too long. That messy diaper is staying on until I get home. Another hour, maybe two. Use it. Show the cameras how little you really are.”

The audio clicked off.

He stared up at the lens, tears spilling now. The message was clear: no relief yet. Only more dependency.

He lowered himself slowly back to all fours, then to his stomach again. The mess shifted inside the diaper, warm and spreading further. He rocked gently, face pressed to the mat, sucking the pacifier hard.

The cameras watched.

The afternoon stretched ahead.

And the surveillance never paused.


Chapter 5: Live Check-In Torment

The nursery clock was absent, but the shifting quality of light through the blinds told him it was mid-afternoon. The heavy diaper had cooled considerably since the last involuntary release, the mess inside beginning to thicken and cling uncomfortably against his skin. Every small movement sent a fresh reminder through the padding: squish, crinkle, the faint drag of the estim unit shifting position. He had stayed mostly prone on the foam mat after his failed plea for a change, face turned toward the main wall camera, sucking the pacifier in slow, rhythmic pulls. It was the only thing keeping him from spiraling into full panic.

The house remained silent except for the occasional distant hum of traffic outside or the soft click of the thermostat adjusting. Mommy had been gone longer than the “hour or two” she mentioned. He tried not to count the minutes. Counting felt too adult, too close to the kind of thinking that triggered chimes.

Then the two-way audio crackled without preamble—no chime, no warning vibration. Just her voice, clear and casual, as though she were stepping into the next room instead of speaking from wherever her errands had taken her.

“Baby,” she said. “Mommy’s on break. Lunch is almost over. Time for a little check-in.”

His heart lurched. He rolled onto his side, then pushed up to hands and knees, facing the wall camera directly. The thick padding forced him to spread his knees wider; the mess shifted noticeably, making him wince.

“I can see you,” she continued. “Such a good boy staying low. But Mommy needs to see how full that diaper really is. Lift your bottom up—high, like you’re showing off for the lens. Legs apart. Hold it there.”

He obeyed without hesitation. Arching his back, he pushed his hips upward, knees planted wide, the sodden bulk hanging heavily between his thighs. The position made the diaper sag visibly, the tapes straining at the sides. From this angle the ceiling camera would have a perfect overhead view; the wall one caught his flushed face and pleading eyes.

“Hold,” she repeated. “Don’t drop yet.”

He trembled. The muscles in his thighs burned after only ten seconds. The mess pressed insistently against him, warm in places, cooling in others. A faint smell rose—unavoidable now.

“Good,” she murmured. “Now rock back and forth. Slowly. Let Mommy hear how messy you are.”

He rocked—tiny movements at first, then wider as the command sank in. The padding squelched audibly with each motion: wet, mushy sounds that echoed in the quiet room. His cheeks burned hotter. The estim unit jostled inside, pressing the pads firmer against his skin.

“That’s it,” she praised. “Such a noisy little baby. Mommy loves that sound. Keep going until I say stop.”

He continued rocking, the rhythm hypnotic in its humiliation. Sweat beaded on his forehead. The diaper felt impossibly heavier with every pass.

After what felt like minutes but was probably thirty seconds, she spoke again.

“Stop. Legs down. Now the important part.”

He lowered his hips carefully, settling back onto his heels. The padding compressed under his weight with a loud squish.

“I want a demonstration,” she said. “Right now. Wet for Mommy. On camera. Nice and slow so I can watch it spread. If you can’t start within ten seconds, the estim will help you along. And it won’t be gentle.”

He clenched instinctively—old habit, adult reflex. The chime sounded instantly: sharp, accusatory.

The estim unit fired: level six, a single hard pulse that seized his pelvis like a fist. His body bucked forward; urine flooded out in a sudden rush before he could stop it. The front of the diaper swelled visibly, warmth spreading across the already saturated core.

“Not fast enough,” she said coolly. “Again. Slower this time. Control it. Let it trickle. Show me you’re trying.”

He whimpered around the pacifier, tears pricking his eyes. He relaxed as best he could—deliberately, painfully—and a thin stream escaped, warm and steady. The padding absorbed it greedily, the front bulging further. He could feel the wetness creeping higher, nearing the waistband.

“Better,” she allowed. “But you’re still holding back. Mommy can tell. One more pulse if you don’t finish emptying.”

The threat was enough. He let go completely. The trickle became a steady flow, then a full release. The diaper took it all, swelling to capacity, the tapes pulling taut. A faint damp spot appeared at the leg gathers—dangerously close to leaking.

“There we go,” she purred. “All out. Good baby. Look how full you are now. Almost leaking. Almost.”

He stayed on all fours, trembling, the fresh wetness cooling rapidly against his skin. The mess had shifted again with the movement, spreading further.

“Now the fun part,” she continued. “Mommy’s going to play for a minute while I finish my coffee. You’re going to edge for me—right there, on camera. Hump the mat if you have to. But no finishing. If you get too close, I’ll zap you down. If you stop humping, I’ll zap you up. Understand?”

He nodded frantically, eyes locked on the lens.

“Start.”

He lowered his hips, pressing the swollen front of the diaper against the foam mat. The padding compressed with a wet squelch. He rocked forward—slow, tentative—grinding the estim pads against his caged cock through the bulk. Friction built immediately: the mess and wetness making everything slick and warm.

The estim unit hummed to life at level three—a steady, rolling vibration that synced perfectly with his movements. Pleasure spiked fast, too fast. His breathing hitched around the pacifier.

“Faster,” she ordered.

He obeyed, hips moving in short, desperate thrusts. The diaper crinkled and squished with every motion. The vibration increased to level four. His locked cock throbbed uselessly, straining against the cage. The edge approached in terrifying speed.

“Close already?” she teased. “Poor baby. Hold it.”

He whimpered, trying to slow, but the vibration ramped to five. Sharp pulses mixed in—enough to jolt him back from the brink without killing the arousal.

“Keep humping,” she said. “Don’t you dare stop.”

He continued, tears streaming now, body shaking. The diaper felt like a furnace—hot, heavy, inescapable. The estim cycled through patterns: long waves, quick zaps, teasing pulses. Each time he neared release she pulled him back with a sharper shock, then rewarded obedience with more vibration.

Minutes blurred. His arms trembled from holding himself up. The mat beneath him was damp from sweat and stray leaks.

Finally her voice returned, softer.

“Stop.”

He collapsed forward instantly, hips still twitching. The estim dropped to idle.

“Good boy,” she said. “You did so well. Mommy’s proud. But that diaper stays on. No change yet. You’re going to sit in it until I get home. Use it more if you need to. The cameras will know if you try to hold anything back.”

A soft chime sounded—perhaps an alert to herself.

“I have to go back to work now,” she added. “Be good. No big movements. No big thoughts. Just wait. Mommy will check in again soon.”

The audio clicked off.

He remained sprawled on the mat, face pressed to the foam, breathing hard. The diaper clung to him—sodden, messy, impossibly full. The estim unit stayed silent, but its weight was a promise: the next check-in could come at any moment.

He rolled slowly onto his side, curling around the bulk between his legs. The pacifier bobbed with each shaky breath.

The cameras watched.

The afternoon light continued to shift.

And somewhere far away, Mommy’s phone stayed open to the feeds, ready for the next whim.


Chapter 6: Evening Obedience Drills

The light in the nursery had shifted to the warm orange of late afternoon by the time the front door opened somewhere down the hall. Footsteps—Mommy’s heels clicking softly on the hardwood—approached steadily. He had been lying on his side on the foam mat for what felt like hours, knees drawn up, the massively overloaded diaper cradling him in a heavy, uncomfortable embrace. The mess had set into a thicker consistency, clinging and chafing with every tiny shift. The estim unit remained quiet, but its silence felt like a held breath.

The nursery door swung open. Mommy stepped inside, still dressed in her work blouse and skirt, purse slung over one shoulder. She carried a small paper shopping bag in her free hand—something from the errands, perhaps. Her eyes swept the room, taking in the sprawled figure on the mat, the faint smell that hung in the air, the way the diaper tapes strained visibly at the sides.

She set the purse and bag on the changing table without a word, then walked over and crouched beside him. One finger lifted his chin so he had to meet her gaze.

“Look at you,” she said quietly. “Still exactly where I left you. Such a good, patient baby.”

He whimpered softly around the pacifier. Tears had dried on his cheeks earlier; fresh ones threatened now under her direct attention.

She stood again, pulling her phone from her skirt pocket. A few taps, and the two-way audio speakers gave a soft chime—confirmation that she was linking directly to the system.

“I reviewed the footage on the way home,” she announced. “Every single infraction. Every little slip. The shoulder roll at ten-forty-three. The sigh at twelve-nineteen. The failed attempt to hold during the check-in. And that messy accident when the pulses hit level six.”

She paced slowly around him in a loose circle, heels clicking. The ceiling camera tracked her movement, lens whirring faintly.

“Mommy’s going to reenact them now,” she continued. “Live. So you can feel exactly what the cameras saw. And so you can practice being better.”

She tapped the screen. The estim unit hummed to life at level two—a gentle, teasing baseline vibration.

“First one: the shoulder roll.”

She knelt beside him again, placing a hand on his upper back.

“Roll your shoulder like you did. Just once. Show me.”

He hesitated. The vibration increased slightly—encouragement or warning.

He rolled his right shoulder forward, a small, tentative motion.

Instantly the estim jumped to level four: a sharp pulse that seized the muscles along his spine. His body jerked, hips lifting off the mat. A fresh spurt escaped into the already ruined padding.

“Exactly like that,” she said. “The cameras caught it because it looked like stretching. Like trying to get comfortable the way grown-ups do. Babies don’t stretch. Babies stay small and still.”

She tapped again. The vibration dropped back to two.

“Practice the correct response. Curl tighter. Knees to chest. Show me.”

He pulled his knees up hard, curling into the tightest ball he could manage. The diaper compressed with a loud squish, mess shifting uncomfortably.

“Good,” she murmured. “Hold it there.”

The estim rewarded him: a slow, soothing wave that circled the pads without pushing toward the edge. Pleasure without threat. He sighed around the pacifier—soft, infantile.

She let him hold the curl for thirty seconds, then tapped the phone.

“Next: the sigh.”

She stood and stepped back a pace.

“Sigh for Mommy. Full adult sigh. Like you’re tired of all this.”

He tried. The sound came out muffled, half-hearted, more whimper than sigh.

The chime sounded. The estim fired: five rapid level-five pulses in succession. Each one forced his body to clench, each one pushed more warmth into the padding. By the fifth he was rocking forward, forehead pressed to the mat, sobbing quietly.

“That’s what it felt like on the feed,” she said. “Every time you let out a big-boy sound, the system corrects you. No sighs. No groans. Only baby noises.”

She crouched again, stroking his hair once.

“Try again. This time, make it little. Whimper. Coo. Show me you learned.”

He lifted his head slightly. A high, broken whimper escaped—soft, needy, unmistakably infantile.

The estim responded with gentle pulses—reward level, syncing with the sound. Warmth spread through his pelvis, not punishing but coaxing.

“Perfect,” she praised. “That’s the sound the cameras want to hear.”

She stood and walked to the changing table, retrieving a small digital timer from the drawer. She set it on the floor in front of him—ten minutes visible on the glowing display.

“Now the hardest one,” she said. “The check-in edging. You got so close this afternoon. Too close. Mommy’s going to make you practice holding it longer. Hump the mat again. Same rhythm as before. But this time, when you feel the edge coming, you stop and curl up tight. If you keep humping after the edge hits, the estim will punish. If you stop too early, it will tease until you start again. Ten minutes. Go.”

She tapped the screen. The estim rose to level four—steady, insistent.

He lowered his hips, pressing the swollen, messy front against the foam. The first rock sent a jolt of friction through the padding. The mess squished audibly; the estim pads pressed harder against his caged cock. He rocked slowly at first, then built rhythm as the vibration encouraged him.

Pleasure mounted fast—too fast. Within a minute he was trembling, breath hitching, hips moving in short, desperate thrusts. The edge rushed up.

He froze. Pulled his knees up. Curled tight.

The estim dropped to idle for three seconds—then ramped back to four.

“Start again,” she said calmly.

He lowered and resumed. The cycle repeated: build, edge, curl, pause, resume. Each time the estim adjusted—teasing when he hesitated, zapping lightly when he pushed past the edge without permission. By the fifth cycle he was crying steadily, the diaper so full it felt like it might burst at the seams. The timer showed four minutes left.

“Last two minutes,” she announced. “No stopping now. Hump until the timer beeps. If you edge, hold it. No release. Show Mommy you can obey.”

He rocked harder, hips grinding, the messy padding sliding slickly against the mat. The estim climbed to level six—sharp pulses mixed with rolling waves. His body shook violently. The edge hovered, agonizingly close.

He whimpered—high, pleading—but kept moving.

The timer beeped.

The estim cut to zero.

He collapsed forward, hips still twitching, tears streaming. No release. Just aching, frustrated need.

Mommy knelt beside him again, lifting his chin.

“Look at me.”

He met her eyes, vision blurred.

“You did well,” she said softly. “No big movements. No big sounds. Just baby obedience. That’s what the cameras saw this time.”

She reached down and patted the front of his diaper—firm, possessive. The padding squished under her palm.

“But this mess is staying on a little longer,” she added. “You’re going to crawl to the crib, climb in, and wait for dinner. If you’re very good during feeding—no spills, no fuss—the estim will give you a nice long vibration before bed. If not…”

She let the threat hang, standing and walking to the door.

“Crawl, baby. Now.”

He pushed himself up to hands and knees. The diaper hung low and heavy, forcing a pronounced waddle as he followed her down the hall. The kitchen light spilled out ahead.

Behind him, the nursery cameras blinked once in unison.

The evening obedience drills were over.

But the night—and the watching—had only just begun.


Chapter 7: Midweek Breaking Point

By the fourth full day under constant surveillance the nursery had begun to feel smaller, the walls pressing in with every blink of the green LEDs. The crib bars loomed higher when viewed from the mat; the changing table seemed farther away with each crawl. Time no longer moved in hours but in cycles of waiting: waiting for the next chime, waiting for the estim to fire, waiting for Mommy’s voice to cut through the speakers and tell him what he had done wrong this time.

The diaper from the previous evening’s drills had finally been changed at bedtime—after he had performed perfectly during the bottle feeding, sucking steadily without a single spill, babbling soft thanks when she wiped his chin. The fresh one was even thicker, double-layered with extra booster pads sewn in, the kind designed for overnight or extreme use. The estim unit had been repositioned with fresh pads, the adhesive biting slightly into skin that had grown sensitive from days of constant contact.

He woke to the familiar heaviness between his legs. Overnight releases—triggered by random low-level pulses whenever his posture relaxed too far—had already saturated the front third. The padding felt warm and swollen, but not yet critical. He stayed curled on his side in the crib, knees tucked, pacifier bobbing slowly. The ceiling camera watched from directly above; he could almost feel its lens adjusting focus on his face.

No chime yet. No zap. Just silence.

He tried to breathe evenly, to keep every muscle small and still. But exhaustion had settled deep into his bones. Four days of interrupted sleep, constant low-grade arousal from the teasing vibrations, and the unrelenting psychological weight of being observed had worn him thin. His mind wandered despite his efforts—fragments of adult thoughts slipping through: work emails he would never answer again, friends he had not contacted in months, the simple freedom of standing upright without consequence.

The thought lingered too long. His shoulders dropped a fraction; his breathing deepened into something closer to a sigh.

Chime.

The estim unit activated at level five: a steady ramp that climbed to seven over ten seconds. His body seized, hips jerking upward against the crib mattress. Urine flooded out in a helpless stream, soaking deeper into the already damp core. The pulse held at seven for five seconds—long enough to force another small clench, another release—then dropped to three, teasing now, circling the nerves without mercy.

He whimpered, curling tighter, but the damage was done. The adult thought had been detected, punished, and now the teasing vibration kept him on edge, arousal building uselessly against the cage.

Mommy’s voice came through the speakers almost immediately. She must have been monitoring from the kitchen; the background clink of a coffee mug confirmed it.

“Baby,” she said, tone calm but edged with disappointment. “Mommy saw that. You were thinking big thoughts again. Shoulders down. Breathing like a grown-up. The cameras know.”

He shook his head frantically—no, no, he hadn’t meant to—but the motion triggered another soft chime. The estim jumped back to five: two sharp pulses that made his pelvis clench hard.

“No shaking your head,” she corrected. “Babies don’t deny. Babies accept correction.”

The audio stayed live.

“Mommy’s coming in now. We’re going to fix this.”

Footsteps approached. The door opened. She entered wearing casual yoga pants and a loose tank top, hair tied back—ready for the day but clearly prioritizing this intervention. In her hand she held the phone, screen glowing with the live feed controls.

She lowered the crib rail with a click and motioned for him to crawl out. He obeyed, moving slowly to the center of the mat, knees wide, head down.

“Sit up,” she instructed. “Knees to chest. Look at Mommy.”

He pulled his knees up, the thick diaper forcing them apart. The padding squished audibly as he settled. He lifted his eyes to hers.

She crouched in front of him, close enough that he could smell her shampoo.

“You’re breaking,” she said quietly. “Not in a bad way. In the right way. But you’re fighting it. Every time you slip into adult thinking, the cameras catch it, and the estim corrects it, and you leak a little more of yourself away. That’s how it works.”

She tapped the phone. The estim rose to level four—steady, pulsing, keeping him on the brink.

“Today we’re going to push past the fight,” she continued. “Mommy’s going to stay home this morning. No errands. Just you and the cameras and me. We’re going to practice until you can’t think anything but baby thoughts.”

She stood and walked to the changing table, retrieving a small bottle of formula she must have prepared earlier. Warm. Ready.

“First: bottle time. But different.”

She sat cross-legged on the mat in front of him, bottle in one hand, phone in the other.

“Drink,” she said. “Slow. And while you drink, you’re going to wet. On command. Every time Mommy says ‘wet,’ you let go. If you hesitate, level eight. If you hold, level nine until you can’t.”

He took the nipple between his lips, sucking tentatively. The formula was sweet, comforting. He hated how much he needed it.

“Wet,” she said after ten seconds.

He tried. Nothing came. The padding was too full; his body resisted.

Chime. The estim fired: level eight, a hard, sustained shock that made his entire lower body seize. Urine gushed out in a sudden flood, overwhelming the booster pads, seeping toward the leg gathers.

“Good,” she murmured. “Again. Drink.”

He resumed sucking, tears welling.

“Wet.”

This time he relaxed immediately. A steady stream escaped, soaking the front further. The diaper swelled visibly, tapes pulling tight.

“Perfect,” she praised. The estim dropped to a gentle reward hum.

They continued the cycle: suck, command, release, correction if needed. By the time the bottle was half empty he was sobbing around the nipple, body trembling from the repeated shocks and forced wettings. The diaper had reached critical saturation; a small damp spot appeared at the crotch, threatening to leak onto the mat.

She took the bottle away, wiped his chin, and set it aside.

“Now the hard part,” she said. “Mess for Mommy. Right here. On the mat. While I watch and the cameras record.”

He shook his head again—instinctive, desperate.

The estim jumped to level seven: rapid pulses that clenched his abdomen over and over. Pressure built in his gut, unstoppable.

“No,” she said firmly. “No shaking. Mess. Now.”

The pulses continued. His body betrayed him. A soft, wet sound escaped as the mess pushed out, warm and spreading through the already overloaded padding. He collapsed forward onto his elbows, face pressed to the mat, crying openly.

Mommy let the estim run for another thirty seconds—enough to ensure complete release—then dropped it to idle.

She stroked his back once, slow circles.

“There,” she whispered. “All out. No more fighting. No more adult thoughts trying to hide. Just messy, wet, little baby under Mommy’s cameras.”

She helped him lie flat on his back, legs spread. The diaper sagged heavily, the mess and wetness mixing into a thick, warm prison.

“We’re not changing yet,” she told him. “You’re going to stay like this for the next hour. Rock gently if you need comfort. Babble if you need attention. But no big movements. No big words. The cameras will know.”

She stood, phone still in hand, and walked to the door.

“I’ll be in the living room working,” she said over her shoulder. “But I’ll be watching every second. If you slip again—if you even think about standing or speaking like an adult—the estim will remind you. Harder each time.”

The door closed softly.

He lay there, staring up at the ceiling camera. Tears tracked down his temples into his hair. The diaper clung to him—sodden, messy, inescapable. The estim stayed silent, but its weight was a constant promise.

For the first time in four days, the fight drained out of him completely.

He rocked once—small, instinctive—feeling the mess shift inside the padding.

A soft whimper escaped around the pacifier.

The LED blinked once.

No chime.

No zap.

Just acceptance.

The breaking point had arrived.

And with it, the beginning of true surrender.


Chapter 8: Nursery Lockdown Mode

The nursery door closed behind Mommy with the same quiet click it always did, but this time the sound carried a different finality. She had not said when she would return—only that she would be “working in the living room” and that the cameras would handle the rest. He remained on his back in the center of the foam mat, legs spread, the massively overloaded diaper sagging heavily between his thighs. The mess had cooled into a thick, sticky layer that clung to his skin with every shallow breath. The wetness had spread upward, darkening the front panel almost to the waistband. The estim unit sat silent inside the padding, its pads still perfectly adhered, waiting.

Above him, the ceiling camera’s LED blinked once—slow, deliberate.

Then a new sound: a soft mechanical whir from the direction of the door. He lifted his head just enough to see. The door handle turned slightly on its own—no hand, no key. A small smart lock he had never noticed before engaged with a decisive thunk. Red LED on the panel glowed steady.

Lockdown mode.

He sat up slowly—careful, knees wide, no sudden movements. The diaper squished loudly under his weight. He crawled to the door on hands and knees, stopping a foot short of it. He reached up tentatively, fingers brushing the handle. It did not budge. Solid. Locked from the outside via Mommy’s app.

A chime sounded—not the usual warning, but a different tone: lower, longer. Confirmation.

Mommy’s voice came through the speakers, calm and matter-of-fact.

“Baby, the nursery is locked until further notice. No leaving. No standing at the door trying to get out. The cameras will see every attempt. And every attempt earns escalation.”

He froze, hand still on the handle.

“Back to the mat,” she continued. “Crawl. Now.”

He obeyed, retreating slowly, the thick padding forcing an awkward waddle even on all fours. When he reached the center he lowered himself to his stomach again, face turned toward the main wall camera—the one with the clearest upward view.

“Good boy,” she said. “Mommy has to finish some calls. You’re going to stay right there. Quiet. Still. If you need comfort, rock gently. If you need to use your diaper again, do it. No holding. The system knows when you’re trying to control anything adult.”

The audio clicked off.

Silence returned, heavier now.

He lay still for as long as he could—perhaps ten minutes, perhaps twenty. The mess pressed insistently against him, the wetness cooling in patches. His bladder ached again, full from the earlier forced releases. He tried to relax into it, to let go without thinking, but the adult part of him still fought: clenching, delaying, resisting the inevitable.

Chime.

The estim unit activated at level six: a slow-building ramp that targeted the perineum pad directly. Pressure mounted in his gut and bladder simultaneously. His body clenched involuntarily—then released in a sudden, uncontrollable flood. Urine poured out, soaking what little dry core remained. The diaper swelled further, tapes pulling dangerously tight at the sides. A small trickle escaped at the leg gather, dampening the foam mat beneath him.

The ramp held at six for another ten seconds, forcing every last drop, then dropped to idle.

He whimpered into the mat, face burning. The escape had been small but humiliating—proof that even sealed in the nursery he could not hide from the system.

Minutes later, another chime. This time for movement: he had shifted his hips slightly, trying to ease the pressure of the mess against his tailbone.

The estim fired again: level seven, three sharp pulses in quick succession. His pelvis seized hard; another small mess pushed out, warm and spreading. The diaper could barely contain it now—the bulk felt like a water balloon on the verge of bursting.

He curled tighter, knees to chest, rocking in tiny motions. The motion triggered yet another chime—too close to adult fidgeting.

Level eight this time: a sustained shock that made his entire lower body convulse. He cried out around the pacifier—high, broken, infantile. The estim held the shock for fifteen seconds, long enough to force one final involuntary wetting and a small additional mess. When it finally released he collapsed flat, trembling, tears streaming freely.

The audio came back on.

“See?” Mommy said quietly. “Every time you fight the diaper, every time you try to adjust like a big boy, the cameras notice. The estim corrects. And you leak more. That’s how we break the last bits of resistance.”

She paused. He could hear faint typing in the background—her working, multitasking his regression.

“You’re going to spend the next hour edging,” she announced. “No release. Just building. The estim will cycle patterns. You’re allowed to hump the mat if you need friction, but only in baby rhythm—slow, needy, no thrusting like an adult. If the cameras detect anything too purposeful, escalation.”

She tapped something. The estim hummed to life at level three: a gentle, rolling wave that teased without overwhelming.

“Start,” she said simply.

He lowered his hips, pressing the sodden, messy front against the mat. The first rock sent slick friction through the padding. The estim synced perfectly—rising slightly with each forward motion, dropping during the backswing. Pleasure built slowly, agonizingly. His locked cock throbbed uselessly inside the cage, straining against the bars.

He rocked for minutes—slow, desperate, whimpering with every pass. The estim climbed to four, then five. The edge approached fast.

He froze instinctively—curled up tight to stop the motion.

The estim dropped to idle for three seconds—then ramped back to five.

“Keep going,” Mommy’s voice instructed. “No stopping. Edge for Mommy.”

He resumed, hips moving again. The cycle repeated: build, near-release, curl, punish-and-restart. Each time the estim adjusted—sharper when he hesitated, more teasing when he obeyed. By the tenth cycle he was sobbing steadily, body shaking, the diaper so full it squelched with every rock.

The hour passed in a haze of denied arousal and forced leaks. When the estim finally cut to zero he collapsed forward, hips still twitching, no climax, just aching need.

Mommy’s voice returned, softer now.

“Good boy. You stayed in the nursery. You used your diaper when told. You edged without finishing. Mommy’s proud.”

A soft click sounded—the door lock disengaging.

“But you’re not coming out yet,” she added. “Mommy’s going to bring dinner in. Bottle and spoon-fed mush. You’ll eat on the mat, right where you are. Then back to edging until bedtime. The lockdown stays until you’ve proven you only feel safe inside these walls, under these cameras, in that diaper.”

Footsteps approached again. The door opened.

She entered carrying a tray: warm bottle, small bowl of oatmeal-like mush, bib. She set it down beside him, knelt, and clipped the bib around his neck.

“Sit up,” she said. “Knees wide. Open.”

He obeyed, the diaper squishing loudly as he shifted.

She lifted the bottle first, pressing the nipple to his lips.

“Drink,” she murmured. “And wet while you do. Show Mommy you don’t even think about holding anymore.”

He sucked. Warm formula filled his mouth. He relaxed completely—no clench, no resistance. Warmth trickled out steadily into the padding as he drank.

She smiled—small, satisfied.

“That’s my baby,” she whispered. “Locked in. Watched. Owned.”

The feeding continued slowly—bottle, then spoon, then bottle again. Each swallow earned a gentle vibration reward. Each hesitation earned a warning pulse.

When the tray was empty she wiped his face, removed the bib, and patted his cheek once.

“Back to edging,” she said. “Mommy will be right outside the door. The cameras never leave.”

She stood, walked out.

The lock clicked back on.

The estim hummed to life at level three again.

He lowered his hips. Rocked once—slow, needy.

The nursery was sealed.

The cameras watched.

And for the first time, the locked door felt less like a prison and more like safety.


Chapter 9: Public Edge Tease

The lockdown on the nursery door lifted shortly after dinner. Mommy had returned with the empty tray, wiped his face clean of mush residue, and patted his cheek once before tapping her phone. The smart lock disengaged with a soft click, red LED turning green. She did not invite him out immediately. Instead she crouched in front of him on the mat, phone still in hand, and spoke low.

“You’ve been very good in here today,” she said. “No big escapes. No big fights. The cameras saw everything. Mommy’s going to reward that… but not with a change. Not yet.”

She stood and motioned for him to crawl after her. He followed slowly down the hallway, the massively swollen diaper forcing an exaggerated waddle. Each knee forward made the padding squelch and shift, the mess and wetness redistributed in thick, clinging waves. The estim unit jostled inside, a constant low reminder.

They entered the living room. The space felt almost foreign after days confined to the nursery—larger, brighter, with the big sectional sofa, the television, and the wide windows looking out onto the quiet street. Evening had fallen; streetlights glowed softly outside. The curtains were half-drawn, but not enough to block all view from the sidewalk.

Mommy pointed to the center of the rug in front of the sofa.

“Kneel there. Knees wide. Hands behind your back.”

He obeyed, settling carefully. The diaper compressed under his weight with a loud, wet sound. She sat on the sofa facing him, legs crossed, phone balanced on her knee.

“Mommy has a friend online who’s been asking about your progress,” she explained. “She’s in the same lifestyle—very strict, very creative. I’ve shared a few stills from the feeds. Blurred face, of course. Just enough to show how well you’re doing.”

He swallowed around the pacifier. The idea of someone else seeing—even anonymously—sent a fresh wave of heat through his cheeks.

“Tonight,” Mommy continued, “she gets to help with a little session. Not full control—just guest zaps. Mommy keeps the master remote, but she can send patterns through the shared link. You’re going to perform for both of us. On camera. Right here.”

She tapped the phone. A small tripod-mounted webcam she must have set up earlier whirred to life on the coffee table, lens pointed directly at him. A red recording light blinked on.

“The nursery cams are still running too,” she added. “But this one is for her. Blurred feed, private stream. She’ll see the diaper. The position. The reactions. Nothing more.”

She lifted the phone so he could glimpse the screen: a chat window open, a username he didn’t recognize—something like “MistressLiora”—and a live preview of himself kneeling, padded bulk obscene between his thighs.

“Wave hello,” Mommy instructed.

He lifted one hand tentatively, fingers wiggling in a small, babyish wave.

A soft chime sounded from the phone—not the nursery system, but the guest link. The estim unit activated at level three: a gentle, circling vibration that made his hips twitch forward.

“She says cute,” Mommy translated with a small smile. “And she wants to see you rock.”

Mommy set the phone down and leaned back.

“Rock for us, baby. Slow. Show how full that diaper is.”

He began to rock—tiny forward-and-back motions, hips pressing the sodden padding against the rug. The mess shifted with each pass, squishing audibly. The estim stayed at three, teasing, building slow heat.

Another chime. The vibration jumped to four—sharper pulses mixed in.

“She likes the sound,” Mommy said. “Keep going.”

He rocked harder, whimpering softly. The diaper crinkled and squelched in rhythm. Pleasure mounted fast, the friction through the thick layers maddening against his caged cock.

Chime.

Level five now—rolling waves that synced with his motion. He gasped around the pacifier, hips jerking involuntarily. A small spurt escaped into the already saturated front.

“She’s asking if you can edge without permission,” Mommy read aloud. “Let’s find out.”

The estim climbed to six. Sharp, insistent pulses. He rocked desperately, body trembling, the edge rushing up in terrifying speed.

“Hold it,” Mommy ordered. “No finishing. Not for her. Not for me.”

He whimpered—high, pleading—but kept moving. The pulses intensified. His vision blurred with tears. The diaper felt like it might split at any second.

Chime. A new pattern: long, slow climbs followed by sudden drops. Tease and deny, over and over.

“She’s very good at this,” Mommy murmured. “She’s sending custom sequences now. You’re going to feel every one.”

The estim cycled through torment: a steady build to near-release, then abrupt cut-off; quick zaps that forced clenches and leaks; rolling waves that kept him hovering on the brink. Each time he neared climax the pattern shifted, yanking him back. He sobbed openly now, rocking without control, the diaper a heavy, leaking prison.

Minutes stretched. The guest zaps kept coming—unpredictable, merciless. Mommy watched the chat, narrating softly.

“She says you’re leaking so prettily. Wants to see a bigger mess.”

The estim ramped to seven: rapid, deep pulses targeting the perineum. Pressure built in his gut, unstoppable.

He tried to hold—old reflex—but the pulses were too strong. A soft, wet sound escaped as another small mess pushed out, warm and spreading through the overloaded padding.

Mommy smiled. “Good boy. She’s pleased.”

The vibration dropped to a gentle hum—reward for obedience.

“She has one more request before she logs off,” Mommy said. “A wetting demonstration. On command. For the camera.”

She leaned forward.

“When I say ‘wet,’ you let go completely. No holding. Show her how trained you are.”

He nodded frantically, tears streaming.

“Wet.”

He relaxed instantly. Urine poured out in a steady, helpless stream, swelling the front further. The diaper absorbed what it could; a faint trickle escaped at the leg gathers, dampening the rug beneath him.

Chime—one last time. The estim gave a final, soft pulse—gratitude from the guest.

“She’s signing off,” Mommy said. “Says you’re a perfect little mess. Wants to see you again soon.”

The chat window closed. The webcam light blinked off.

Mommy set the phone aside and knelt in front of him, lifting his chin.

“You did beautifully,” she whispered. “Even with a stranger watching. Even in this state. The cameras caught every second. Nursery ones too.”

She stroked his hair once.

“But the diaper stays on tonight. No change. You’re going to sleep in it—full, messy, leaking. And tomorrow we’ll see how much more you can take before you truly break.”

She helped him crawl back to the nursery. The door lock disengaged long enough for him to enter, then clicked back on behind him.

He lowered himself onto the crib mattress, curling around the heavy bulk between his legs. The estim stayed quiet now, but the memory of the guest zaps lingered—sharp, foreign, humiliating.

Above him, the ceiling camera blinked once.

The public edge had been crossed.

And the watching never stopped.


Chapter 10: Sleep Training Cycle

The nursery lights had dimmed automatically at nine-thirty, shifting from warm amber to a faint blue glow designed to signal bedtime. The crib rail was already raised and locked; Mommy had done it after the final bottle feeding in the living room, carrying him back on her hip like an oversized infant, the sodden diaper sagging heavily against her arm. She had laid him on the mattress, clipped a fresh pacifier to his onesie collar (the previous one slick from hours of sucking), and tucked a thin blanket over his legs—more symbolic than necessary in the heated room.

“Sleep training starts tonight,” she had whispered, brushing hair from his forehead. “The cameras will watch your posture all night. No rolling like a big boy. No stretching out. Curled, knees up, thumb or paci in mouth. If the AI sees anything else, the estim wakes you. Gentle at first. Harder if you don’t correct.”

She had tapped her phone once—the estim unit gave a single soft pulse, level one, confirmation that the overnight protocol was active—then left without another word. The door locked behind her with that now-familiar thunk.

He lay on his back now, staring up at the ceiling camera. Its green LED blinked slowly, almost soothing in the low light. The diaper beneath him was beyond full: the double-layer core saturated from the afternoon and evening sessions, the mess thickened into a heavy, clinging mass that shifted with every breath. The estim pads clung stubbornly to his skin, their edges slightly irritated from days of constant wear. Sleep felt impossible. Exhaustion pulled at him, but the fear of the next chime kept his body tense.

The first cycle began forty minutes after lights-out.

He had drifted toward the edge of unconsciousness—shoulders relaxing, legs straightening just a fraction. The motion was tiny, instinctive, the kind of unconscious adjustment any adult makes in sleep.

Chime—soft, muffled through the speakers so as not to startle him awake too violently.

The estim activated at level two: a gentle rolling wave that circled the pads, teasing rather than punishing. His pelvis clenched involuntarily; a small spurt escaped into the padding. The wave held for fifteen seconds, then faded.

He jerked awake, heart pounding. The position correction registered in his mind too late. He pulled his knees up immediately, curling tight, pacifier bobbing as he sucked hard for comfort.

No further zap. The system accepted the correction.

He exhaled shakily through his nose. The diaper squished as he settled. Sleep tugged again.

The next cycle came two hours later.

This time he had rolled halfway onto his stomach—adult sleeping posture, hips twisted, one leg extended. The AI detected it instantly.

Chime.

Level three: sharper pulses, three in succession. Each one forced a hard clench, pushing more mess and wetness deeper into the padding. He woke with a muffled cry, body jerking back into a curl. Urine trickled out in response to the shocks, warm against already cold skin.

Mommy’s prerecorded voice played through the speakers—soft, looped lullaby mode, triggered by the infraction.

“Shhh, baby. Knees up. Stay little. Mommy’s watching.”

The words repeated three times, synced with gentle level-one vibrations that eased the aftershocks. Soothing. Coaxing. Conditioning.

He curled tighter, thumb slipping into his mouth beside the pacifier. The combined sucking helped anchor him. Sleep returned slowly.

The pattern repeated throughout the night—every ninety to one hundred twenty minutes, like clockwork. Each time the infraction was slightly different: a shoulder dropping too far, an arm stretching overhead, a leg kicking out in a dream fragment. Each time the response escalated just enough to wake him without full panic: level two to four, short patterns, always ending with the lullaby loop and reward hum.

By the fourth cycle—around three a.m.—the diaper had begun to leak in earnest. Small damp spots darkened the onesie at the leg gathers and lower back. The mess had spread further, warm in places, cooling in others, the smell inescapable in the enclosed crib.

The fifth cycle hit harder.

He had been dreaming—fragmented images of standing upright, walking freely—and his body mirrored the dream, legs straightening fully, back arching slightly off the mattress.

Chime—louder this time.

Level five: a sustained ramp that climbed to seven over ten seconds. His body seized violently; the estim forced a full clench from pelvis to abdomen. Urine gushed out in a helpless stream, overwhelming the remaining dry spots. A thicker push of mess followed, the padding unable to contain it all. Warmth seeped onto the sheet beneath him.

He woke sobbing, curling instantly into the tightest ball possible. The estim held at seven for another ten seconds—enough to empty him completely—then dropped to a low, comforting hum.

The lullaby played again, slower, softer.

“Curled and safe. Diaper full. Baby small. Mommy’s good boy.”

It looped until his breathing evened out.

He stayed awake after that, afraid to drift too deep. The leaks had turned cold against his skin; the mess chafed with every tiny shift. The estim stayed at idle but never powered down completely—ready for the next slip.

Dawn light began to filter through the blinds around six. The final cycle came as the room brightened.

He had relaxed too far again—exhaustion winning, legs extending, shoulders dropping.

Chime.

Level six: rapid pulses that clenched and released in quick succession. His body bucked; another involuntary wetting and small mess escaped. The diaper was past capacity now—dampness spreading across the crib sheet in a visible wet patch.

He curled immediately, crying into the pillow. The estim dropped to reward mode: slow, soothing circles that eased the cramps and edged him gently without pushing toward release.

Mommy’s live voice came through the speakers—first time since bedtime.

“Good morning, baby. Mommy sees you made it through the night. Lots of corrections. Lots of leaks. But you always curled back. That’s progress.”

Footsteps approached. The lock clicked open.

She entered, still in sleep clothes, hair loose. She lowered the rail and knelt beside the crib, lifting the blanket to inspect the damage.

“Very wet. Very messy. Perfect for a little one learning to sleep right.”

She reached in, patting the front of the diaper—firm, assessing. The padding squished under her palm.

“No change yet,” she decided. “You’re going to wear this one through breakfast. Let it remind you how safe the crib feels. How watched you are.”

She helped him crawl out, guiding him to the mat in the center of the room. He knelt there, knees wide, the leaking diaper sagging low.

She clipped a bib around his neck and fetched a bottle from the warmer.

“Drink,” she said. “And wet one more time while Mommy holds you. Show the cameras you don’t fight it anymore.”

He took the nipple, sucking slowly. Warm formula filled his mouth. He relaxed completely—no clench, no resistance. Warmth trickled out steadily as he drank, adding to the mess.

Mommy stroked his back in slow circles.

“That’s my baby,” she whispered. “Diaper trained. Sleep trained. Watched every second.”

The ceiling camera blinked once above them.

The night’s cycle had ended.

But the training—and the surrender—continued.


Chapter 11: Desperation and Denial

The nursery air felt thicker on the sixth morning, heavy with the accumulated scent of powder, plastic, and the inescapable musk of prolonged diaper use. The crib sheet beneath him was damp in irregular patches—cold spots from overnight leaks that had seeped through the leg gathers during the sleep training cycles. The diaper itself had reached a grotesque state: the core swollen to bursting, the tapes stretched to their limit, faint yellow stains darkening the once-pastel prints along the front and sides. The mess had hardened in places, softened in others, creating an uneven, chafing texture that made even the slightest shift painful.

He woke before the lights brightened fully, body aching from the enforced curl position. His bladder throbbed with pressure—full again, despite the repeated forced releases through the night. The estim unit rested silent against his skin, pads slightly loosened from sweat and movement but still functional. He stayed motionless for as long as possible, knees drawn high, pacifier bobbing slowly, trying to delay the inevitable chime.

It came anyway.

A soft chime—posture detection. His shoulders had dropped a fraction during the drift toward wakefulness.

Level three: gentle rolling waves that teased the nerves without forcing anything immediate. But the vibration pressed the swollen padding tighter against his caged cock, friction building instantly. Arousal flared—sharp, unwanted, trapped.

He whimpered, hips rocking once before he caught himself. The motion triggered another chime.

The estim jumped to level five: alternating pulses and waves, designed to edge without mercy. His body responded against his will—hips twitching forward, grinding the heavy bulk against the mattress. Pleasure mounted fast, the denial from the previous days amplifying every sensation. The edge hovered close, terrifyingly close.

Then the estim cut to idle.

He gasped, hips still moving in small, desperate jerks. No release. Just aching frustration.

Mommy’s voice came through the speakers—live this time, soft and close.

“Good morning, baby. Mommy sees you’re already desperate. That’s perfect. Today we’re going to play with that desperation. No change. No mercy vibrations. Only edging. Over and over. Until you can’t think of anything but begging in baby talk.”

Footsteps approached. The lock clicked open.

She entered carrying a tray: fresh bottle, small bowl of thinned oatmeal, wipe packet. No fresh diaper in sight.

She lowered the rail and helped him crawl out, guiding him to the center mat. He knelt there, knees spread wide, the leaking diaper sagging low enough to brush the foam.

“Drink first,” she said, clipping the bib around his neck and pressing the bottle to his lips.

He sucked slowly. The formula was warm, slightly sweet. Halfway through she spoke again.

“Wet while you drink. Slow. Let Mommy feel it spread.”

He relaxed. A thin trickle escaped, then steadied. The front swelled further, warmth creeping higher. The estim hummed to life at level four—reward for obedience—circling the pads in slow, maddening loops.

“Good boy,” she murmured. “Keep going.”

He drained the bottle. She set it aside and lifted the spoon of oatmeal.

“Eat. And edge for Mommy. Rock gently. No humping like a big boy.”

He opened for the spoon, swallowing the mush while rocking tiny circles with his hips. The estim climbed to five—steady pulses that synced with each swallow. Pleasure built again, fast and relentless. His breathing hitched around the pacifier still clipped to his collar.

“Stop rocking,” she ordered when the edge neared.

He froze. The estim dropped to idle.

Tears pricked his eyes. The denial burned.

She fed him another spoonful.

“Resume.”

He rocked again. The cycle repeated—build, near-climax, freeze, denial. Spoon after spoon. By the time the bowl was empty he was trembling, hips twitching without permission, sobbing softly.

She wiped his face and removed the bib.

“Now the real game,” she said. “Mommy’s going to leave for an hour. You’re going to stay on this mat. Edging on command. The estim will run random patterns—tease, edge, deny. If the cameras catch you stopping without permission, level eight. If you try to finish, level ten until you’re soft again.”

She tapped her phone. The estim activated at level three—gentle, persistent.

“Start rocking,” she instructed. “Slow. Needy.”

He obeyed. Hips moved in small circles, grinding the sodden padding against the mat. The estim rose gradually, building him toward the brink.

She stood and walked to the door.

“I’ll be watching from the other room,” she said over her shoulder. “Beg in baby talk when you’re close. Loud enough for the microphones. If you beg nicely, maybe Mommy sends a mercy pattern. Maybe not.”

The door closed. Lock engaged.

Silence except for his own breathing and the faint hum of the estim.

He rocked. The vibration climbed to five. Pleasure spiked. The edge approached in terrifying waves.

He whimpered—high, broken.

“Mmm… mmm-ma… pwease… edge… too much…”

The estim held at five—no mercy, no cut-off.

He rocked harder, desperate. The diaper squelched with every motion. Another spurt escaped—warm, helpless.

The estim ramped to six. Pulses sharpened. He sobbed louder.

“Pwease… Mommy… need… stop… pwease…”

No response.

The pattern shifted: long, slow climbs to the brink, then abrupt drops to two. Over and over. Each denial left him shaking, hips jerking, tears streaming.

An hour passed in fragments—endless cycles of build and deny. His voice grew hoarse from babbling pleas. The diaper leaked steadily now, damp spots spreading across the mat.

Finally the lock clicked open.

Mommy returned, phone in hand.

She knelt in front of him, lifting his chin.

“Look at Mommy.”

His eyes were red, vision blurred.

“You begged so prettily,” she said softly. “The cameras recorded every word. Every leak. Every denied edge.”

She tapped the screen. The estim rose to level seven—deep, rolling waves that pushed him right to the edge again.

“Last one,” she whispered. “Edge for Mommy. Right here. No finishing. When you’re right there, babble ‘I need diapee forever.’ Loud.”

He rocked frantically. The estim pulsed harder. Pleasure crested—agonizing, unbearable.

“I… need… diapee… foweva…”

The words tumbled out, slurred and broken.

The estim cut to zero.

He collapsed forward, hips twitching, no release, just raw, aching need.

Mommy stroked his hair.

“Good boy,” she said. “That’s what surrender sounds like.”

She helped him crawl back to the crib, tucking him in without a change.

“The diaper stays,” she told him. “The edging continues tonight. Until you truly believe you only feel safe when denied, padded, and watched.”

The rail locked.

The lights dimmed.

The ceiling camera blinked once.

Desperation had become the only constant.

And denial—the final chain.


Chapter 12: The Surrender Ritual

The nursery lights remained at their soft blue dim throughout the morning of the seventh day. No bright daylight was allowed to intrude; Mommy had adjusted the smart blinds remotely to keep the room in a perpetual twilight that matched the haze settling over his mind. He had spent the night in the same massively overloaded diaper—leaking, chafing, the estim unit cycling through denial patterns until exhaustion finally pulled him under around four a.m. He woke to the faint chime of posture correction, knees already curled tight, no further zap needed. The system knew he was too broken to fight it now.

Mommy entered without announcement. The lock disengaged silently; the door swung open. She carried nothing—no tray, no bottle, no fresh padding. Only her phone, gripped loosely in one hand, and a small black folder tucked under her arm.

She lowered the crib rail and stood beside the mattress, looking down at him. He remained on his back, legs parted slightly, the diaper sagging low enough that the front panel hung away from his skin in places. Damp spots darkened the onesie across his thighs and lower stomach.

“Up,” she said quietly. “Crawl to the center of the mat. Kneel. Face the main camera.”

He obeyed without hesitation. The crawl was slow, painful—the padding dragged against the floor with every movement, squelching wetly. When he reached the center he knelt upright on his heels, knees wide, hands resting palms-up on his thighs. The position exposed the full ruin of the diaper: tapes pulled to their breaking point, faint brownish stains seeping through at the back, the front swollen and discolored.

Mommy sat cross-legged on the foam directly in front of him, close enough that her knees almost touched his. She opened the black folder and laid it flat on the mat between them. Inside were several printed sheets—thick paper, formal layout. At the top of the first page, in clean black font:

Surrender Protocol – Permanent Regression Contract

Below it, bullet points in her handwriting:

●        Acceptance of lifelong diaper dependency

●        Surrender of adult posture, speech, and autonomy

●        24/7 camera monitoring with AI enforcement

●        Estim device permanent integration

●        Denial as default state; release only by Mommy’s whim

●        No change without full infantile submission

She tapped the phone screen. The estim unit activated at level two—gentle, constant hum, enough to keep him aware, aroused, but nowhere near relief.

“Read it,” she instructed. “Aloud. In baby talk. Every line. Look at the camera while you speak.”

His throat was raw from days of whimpering and pleading. He swallowed, then began, voice high and broken.

“Mmm… baby… accept… diapee… foweva…”

The estim rose to three in reward. He continued, line by line, stumbling over the longer phrases, forcing them into infantile lisps.

“Suwwendew… big boy… postuwe… speech… all gone…”

Level four. Pleasure circled slowly, edging him without mercy.

“Cameras… watch… always… estim… stay inside…”

He rocked forward once—instinctive—grinding the sodden padding against the mat. The estim climbed to five. Tears welled.

“Denial… foweva… welease… only Mommy say…”

By the final line his voice cracked completely.

“No change… without… full… baby… submission…”

The estim held at five—deep, rolling waves that made his hips twitch helplessly.

Mommy lifted the last page: a single signature line at the bottom, space for his name (or mark) and hers.

She handed him a thick crayon—red, baby-safe.

“Sign,” she said. “Right here. Then look up at the camera and repeat after Mommy: ‘I surrender everything. Diaper is my world. Mommy owns me forever.’”

He took the crayon with trembling fingers. The paper crinkled under his palm as he made a shaky X—simple, childish, unmistakable. No real name. Just a mark of capitulation.

He lifted his face to the ceiling camera. The green LED blinked once, as if acknowledging.

“I… suwwendew… evewything,” he whispered. “Diapee… my wowld. Mommy… owns me… foweva.”

The estim surged to level six—sharp pulses that forced his hips to buck forward. A fresh wetting escaped, warm and unstoppable, soaking what little dry core remained. The diaper leaked openly now, dampness spreading across the mat in a slow circle.

Mommy smiled—small, satisfied—and signed her own name beneath his mark in smooth, flowing script.

“Contract sealed,” she said softly.

She closed the folder and set it aside. Then she reached forward, cupping his face in both hands.

“Time for your reward,” she whispered. “One ruined release. In the diaper. While I watch. While the cameras record. No touching. Just hump and leak until it happens.”

She tapped the phone. The estim shifted to a new pattern—long, slow climbs to near-climax, then slight drops, building inexorably.

“Start,” she commanded.

He lowered his hips, pressing the ruined front against the mat. The first rock sent slick friction through the mess and wetness. The estim synced perfectly—rising with each forward motion, pulsing deeper.

He rocked slowly at first—needy, desperate—then faster as the pleasure mounted. The diaper squelched loudly with every thrust. The estim climbed to seven, then eight. His body shook; tears streamed freely.

The edge arrived—terrifying, overwhelming.

He whimpered—high, pleading—“Pwease… Mommy… wet… come…”

She leaned closer.

“Let go,” she whispered. “Ruin it. Right now.”

The estim hit level nine: rapid, deep pulses that clenched every muscle. His hips jerked forward one last time. A weak, stuttering release pulsed through the cage—ruined, unsatisfying, spilling into the already flooded padding without pleasure peaking. Just leakage. Just surrender.

He collapsed forward onto his elbows, sobbing, hips still twitching in aftershocks.

Mommy stroked his back in slow circles.

“That’s it,” she murmured. “All out. All gone. No more big boy left.”

She helped him lie flat on his back, legs spread. The diaper clung to him—sodden, messy, leaking. She did not change him. Instead she tucked the thin blanket over his lower half and raised the crib rail.

“Rest now,” she said. “The contract is signed. The cameras have the proof. Tonight we begin the permanent phase. Thicker diapers. Longer denials. Deeper conditioning.”

She leaned over the bars, kissing his forehead once.

“You’re safe now,” she whispered. “Completely owned. Completely little.”

The lights dimmed further.

The ceiling camera blinked once.

The ritual was complete.

And the rest of his life—padded, watched, denied—had just begun.


Chapter 13: Reinforced Dependency

The nursery remained locked through the rest of the seventh day. Mommy did not return after the ritual until late afternoon, when the blue dim had deepened into early evening shadow. The crib rail stayed raised; the estim unit idled at a constant level one—barely perceptible, but enough to keep a low hum of awareness pulsing through his lower body. The diaper had not been changed since before the signing. What had once been massively swollen was now a grotesque, leaking mass: the core compressed into a dense, sagging brick, the plastic backing stretched thin and translucent in places, faint streaks of yellow and brown visible through the material. Every breath made it shift with a slow, wet squelch against his skin.

He had spent the hours since the ruined release drifting in and out of shallow sleep, curled tightly on his side, knees to chest, pacifier bobbing rhythmically. The cameras watched without pause. Minor posture slips triggered soft chimes and level-two corrections—gentle enough not to wake him fully, but sufficient to pull him back into the required fetal position. Each correction reinforced the message: only small, infantile shapes were safe.

When the door finally opened, Mommy entered carrying a fresh stack of supplies: an ultra-thick overnight diaper with triple boosters, a packet of wipes, a new onesie in pale lavender, and a small bottle of lotion. She set everything on the changing table, then lowered the crib rail.

“Time to come out, baby,” she said quietly. “Crawl to the table. Slowly.”

He pushed himself up to hands and knees. The movement sent a fresh gush of trapped wetness leaking out the leg gathers, dampening the sheet further. He crawled across the mat, the ruined diaper dragging heavily, forcing him to spread his knees wider with each forward motion. When he reached the table he climbed up carefully, lying back, legs parted automatically.

Mommy stood beside him, inspecting the damage without expression.

“Look how far you’ve come,” she murmured. “This diaper held for days. Leaked, yes. But held. That’s what dependency looks like.”

She peeled the tapes open one by one—slow, deliberate. The front panel fell away with a wet slap against the table. Cool air hit his irritated skin; the cage glistened with residue, the estim pads red-rimmed from prolonged adhesion. The mess had caked in places, smeared in others. The smell rose sharp and unmistakable.

She wiped him down methodically—front to back, fold by fold—using wipe after wipe until the skin was raw but clean. Powder followed, thick clouds that made him cough softly around the pacifier. Lotion next, her fingers massaging it in with clinical care, lingering just long enough to make his locked cock twitch uselessly.

Then the new diaper: she slid it under him, centered the estim unit precisely (fresh pads applied), pulled the front up high, and fastened the tapes with firm pulls. The thickness was immediate—legs forced apart, bulk pressing against every sensitive spot. She snapped the lavender onesie over it, the fabric stretching taut across the obscene swell.

“There,” she said, patting the front twice. “Much better. This one is permanent for now. No changes without begging in full baby talk. And only after you prove total submission.”

She helped him down to the mat and knelt in front of him.

“Rules have tightened,” she explained. “The contract is active. Every adult thought, every big posture, every attempt to hold anything—bladder, bowel, orgasm—triggers escalation. The cameras listen for full sentences. They watch for standing, even partial. They detect clenching. And the estim responds instantly.”

She tapped her phone. A new chime sounded—different tone, lower pitch. System update confirmation.

“Test,” she said simply.

He stayed kneeling, knees wide, hands in lap.

“Think something big,” she instructed. “An adult word. Say it in your head.”

He tried. The word “freedom” flickered through his mind—brief, unbidden.

The AI caught the subtle tension in his shoulders, the slight quickening of breath. Chime.

Level four: sharp pulses that forced an immediate small wetting into the fresh padding. Warmth spread across the front.

“Good,” she praised. “It works even on thoughts. No hiding anymore.”

She stood and walked to the door.

“You’re going to practice now,” she continued. “Crawl around the nursery. Stay low. Babble only. If the cameras detect anything adult—posture, sound, even a sigh too deep—escalation. Wet or mess on command when I check in. Prove you associate safety only with the diaper and my remote eye.”

The door closed. Lock engaged.

He began to crawl—slow circuit around the room, knees wide, hips rocking slightly with the bulk. The new thickness made every movement pronounced: crinkle, squish, the estim shifting inside. He babbled softly as he moved—nonsense syllables, high-pitched, repetitive.

“Mmm… ba-ba… diapee… safe…”

No chime. No zap.

He continued. Minutes passed. The nursery felt smaller again, but safer. The walls, the cameras, the padding—they were all that existed now.

An hour later the two-way audio crackled.

“Check-in,” Mommy said. “Wet for Mommy. Right now. Show the main camera.”

He stopped crawling, knelt facing the wall lens, looked up.

He relaxed. Warmth trickled out steadily, soaking into the fresh core. The diaper swelled slightly, tapes pulling taut.

“Good boy,” she purred. “Now mess. Small one. Prove you don’t hold.”

He pushed gently. A soft, warm push escaped—contained, controlled by the thickness. The padding absorbed it without resistance.

“Perfect,” she said. “That’s dependency. You wet and mess because Mommy says. You feel safe because the diaper catches it. Because the cameras see it. No more fear of accidents. Only fear of displeasing Mommy.”

She paused.

“Edge now. Rock gently. No finishing. Just build. Show me you need denial to feel little.”

He lowered his hips, rocking slow circles against the mat. The estim rose to level five—steady, insistent. Pleasure mounted, the fresh padding slick against his cage. He whimpered, hips twitching.

“Stop at the edge,” she ordered. “Curl up. Beg.”

He froze. Curled tight. Babbling frantically.

“Pwease… Mommy… need… diapee… denial… safe…”

The estim dropped to idle.

“Very good,” she whispered. “Rest now. Mommy will check again soon. Remember: only the diaper and the watching make you safe. Nothing else.”

The audio clicked off.

He stayed curled on the mat, rocking gently for comfort. The diaper hugged him—thick, warm, inescapable. The cameras blinked above.

For the first time, the thought of standing felt distant. Wrong. Dangerous.

He babbled softly to himself—reassuring syllables.

The dependency had rooted deep.

And the reinforcement continued.


Chapter 14: Final Day of Trials

The eighth day began without ceremony. No bright lights. No gentle wake-up chime. Only the slow brightening of the nursery’s smart bulbs from deep blue to pale gray, mimicking a reluctant dawn. The crib rail remained locked until the ceiling camera detected his first stir—knees curling tighter, then loosening slightly as consciousness returned. A soft chime acknowledged the movement. No zap followed. The system had learned his rhythms by now; it no longer needed to punish every twitch.

He lay still for several minutes, breathing shallowly through the pacifier. The fresh overnight diaper from the previous afternoon had already absorbed two involuntary wettings and one small mess during the night. The bulk pressed high against his waist, forcing his legs apart even in the fetal position. The estim unit idled at level one—perpetual background hum, never enough to edge, just enough to remind him of its constant presence.

Mommy entered at what felt like mid-morning. She wore casual leggings and an oversized sweater, hair pulled into a loose knot. In her hands: a tray with a large bottle, a small bowl of mashed banana mixed with formula, and a fresh wipe packet. No diaper stack. No lotion. Only maintenance supplies.

She lowered the rail without speaking, then pointed to the mat in the center of the room.

“Crawl. Kneel. Face the main camera.”

He obeyed. The crawl was automatic now—slow, wide-kneed, hips rocking with the exaggerated bulk. When he reached the mat he knelt upright, knees spread as far as the diaper allowed, hands resting on his thighs. The lavender onesie stretched tight across the front swell.

Mommy sat cross-legged in front of him, tray balanced on her lap.

“Last full day of trials,” she said quietly. “Twenty-four hours. Nonstop. The cameras run at maximum sensitivity. Every posture deviation, every adult sound, every attempt to hold or clench—escalation. No breaks. No mercy patterns. Only random zaps, forced releases, and edging cycles. By midnight tonight, you either break completely or prove the dependency is permanent.”

She lifted the bottle first.

“Drink. All of it. Wet continuously while you do. No stopping the flow once it starts.”

He took the nipple. The formula was thicker today—more filling, more urgent. He sucked steadily. Warmth trickled out almost immediately, soaking into the front of the diaper in a slow, steady stream. The padding swelled visibly, tapes pulling tighter with each swallow.

She watched the main camera feed on her phone, glancing up occasionally.

“Good,” she murmured. “No holding. Just let it happen. The diaper catches it. The cameras see it. Safety.”

When the bottle was half empty she set it aside and spooned the mashed banana into his mouth.

“Eat. Rock gently. Edge without asking.”

He opened for the spoon. The sweet mush coated his tongue. He rocked tiny circles with his hips, grinding the sodden padding against the mat. The estim rose to level four—steady pulses that synced with each swallow. Pleasure built fast; the denial from the previous days had left him hypersensitive.

“Stop at the edge,” she ordered after the third spoonful. “Curl. Babble.”

He froze. Curled tight. High, broken syllables spilled out.

“Pwease… Mommy… edge… too much… need diapee…”

The estim dropped to idle.

She fed another spoonful.

“Resume.”

The cycle repeated through the entire bowl. By the end he was trembling, hips twitching without permission, tears tracking down his cheeks. No release. Just aching, leaking need.

She wiped his face and removed the bib.

“Now the endurance phase,” she said. “You stay on this mat. All day. Crawl only when told. Rock when told. Wet and mess on command. The estim runs random patterns—tease, punish, edge, deny. The cameras monitor everything. If you collapse, if you beg too incoherently, if you try to stand even once—maximum escalation until you correct.”

She tapped her phone. The estim activated at level three—gentle, persistent.

“Begin,” she said simply.

She stood and walked to the door.

“I’ll be in the house. Watching. Checking in every hour. By midnight, you’ll either be fully broken or fully mine. No in-between.”

The door closed. Lock engaged.

Silence.

He rocked slowly. The estim climbed gradually—four, five, six. Pleasure mounted. The edge approached. He whimpered.

“Pwease… edge…”

No response.

The pattern shifted: sharp zaps that forced clenches, then long waves that teased. He leaked steadily—small spurts with every pulse. The diaper swelled further, leaking at the gathers now, damp spots spreading across the mat.

Hours blurred. Random chimes interrupted every attempt at rest. A posture slip earned level seven pulses that forced a full wetting. A soft sigh triggered eight—rapid shocks that pushed out a small mess. Each correction left him sobbing, curled, babbling pleas into the air.

Mommy checked in hourly—audio only at first, then in person for the later ones.

At noon: “Wet on command. Show the camera.”

He relaxed. Flooded the front. The diaper sagged lower.

At two: “Mess. Small. Controlled.”

He pushed. Warmth spread. The padding absorbed it without protest.

At four: “Edge. Five minutes. No stopping.”

He rocked frantically. The estim hit nine—deep, merciless. He reached the brink, sobbing.

“Stop.”

He curled. Denied again.

By six the diaper was leaking constantly—cold dampness against his thighs, mess smeared across the back. He barely moved anymore; every shift triggered escalation.

The final check-in came at ten p.m.

Mommy entered, knelt in front of him.

He was sprawled on his stomach now—too exhausted to kneel—face pressed to the mat, hips still rocking weakly.

“Look at me.”

He lifted his head. Eyes red, unfocused.

“You made it,” she whispered. “Twenty-three hours of nonstop trials. Leaking. Messing. Edging. Begging. No standing. No adult words. Just baby.”

She tapped the phone. The estim rose to level ten—maximum, sustained pulses that seized his entire pelvis.

“Last test,” she said. “Wet and mess everything left. Right now. While I watch. Then curl and babble ‘I am Mommy’s forever baby.’”

The pulses clenched him hard. Urine poured out in a helpless gush. A thick push of mess followed—final, complete. The diaper could take no more; leaks spread in a wide circle on the mat.

He curled tight, sobbing.

“I… am… Mommy’s… foweva… baby…”

The estim cut to zero.

Mommy stroked his hair.

“Perfect,” she whispered. “You passed.”

She lifted him carefully—cradling the leaking bulk against her hip—and placed him back in the crib. No change. Just the thin blanket tucked over him.

“Sleep now,” she said. “Tomorrow the permanent phase begins. Thicker. Longer. Deeper. But you’re ready.”

The rail locked.

The lights dimmed to near-dark.

The ceiling camera blinked once.

The final day had ended.

Exhaustion claimed him instantly—deep, dreamless.

And when he woke tomorrow, the trials would be over.

Only ownership would remain.


Chapter 15: Eternal Remote Bond

The nursery lights rose slowly on the ninth morning, shifting from deep night blue to the softest possible gray-white glow. No harsh brightness. No abrupt awakening. Only gradual awareness, as though the room itself was coaxing him back to consciousness.

He stirred in the crib, knees still drawn high, the ultra-thick diaper from yesterday’s change hugging him tightly. The new padding had absorbed everything the night had thrown at it—three forced wettings, two small messes, a long edging session that ended in another ruined leak—but it remained secure, no leaks, no overflow. The tapes held firm. The bulk pressed high against his waist and forced his thighs apart even in sleep. The estim unit rested at a perpetual level one, a faint, warm background pulse that had become as familiar as his own heartbeat.

Above him, the ceiling camera blinked once—slow, deliberate, almost affectionate.

The crib rail clicked open without him needing to move. Mommy had already disengaged it remotely. Her footsteps approached down the hallway, soft and unhurried.

She entered wearing a simple silk robe, hair loose, no phone visible in her hands. For once, she carried nothing—no tray, no bottle, no supplies. Just herself.

She lowered the rail fully and sat on the edge of the mattress, close enough that her knee brushed his padded hip.

“Morning, baby,” she said quietly.

He looked up at her, eyes still heavy with sleep, pacifier bobbing once.

She reached down and brushed a thumb across his cheek.

“Yesterday was the last trial,” she continued. “You passed. Completely. The cameras have every second of it—every leak, every edge, every babble, every moment you chose the diaper and the watching over anything else. The contract is fulfilled. The dependency is permanent.”

She patted the front of his diaper—firm, possessive. The padding crinkled under her palm, still dry enough to make a clean sound.

“Today there’s no more testing,” she said. “No more escalation ladders. No more forced endurance. Just the life you asked for. The one you signed for. The one you broke into.”

She lifted him carefully—arms under his back and knees—and carried him to the changing table. He did not resist. He did not tense. He simply let her lift him, let the heavy diaper sag against her forearm, let his head rest against her shoulder.

She laid him down gently, legs parted, arms at his sides.

“No change yet,” she said. “We’re going to do one last thing first.”

She tapped her phone—still no visible screen, just a quick gesture—and the estim unit rose smoothly to level four. Not punishing. Not teasing. A steady, rolling wave that circled the pads and made his hips rock once, small and needy.

“Look up,” she instructed. “At the main camera.”

He turned his head. The wall-mounted lens stared back—unblinking, green LED steady.

Mommy leaned over him, one hand resting on the swollen front of his diaper, the other stroking his hair.

“Say it,” she whispered. “One more time. Loud enough for the microphones. Loud enough for the recording. Loud enough for every time you ever doubt again.”

He swallowed. Voice came out high, soft, cracked from days of babbling.

“I… suwwendew… evewything.”

The estim pulsed gently in reward.

“Again.”

“I suwwendew… evewything.”

Level five now—deeper, warmer.

“More.”

“I… suwwendew… evewything. Diapee… my wowld. Mommy… owns me… foweva.”

The estim climbed to six—slow, rolling circles that made his whole pelvis hum. Warmth trickled out without command, soaking into the front of the fresh padding. He did not clench. Did not fight. Just let it happen.

Mommy smiled—small, genuine.

“That’s my baby.”

She kept her hand on the diaper front, pressing just enough to feel the spreading warmth through the plastic.

“Wet again,” she said softly. “Right now. While you look at the camera. While you say it.”

He relaxed completely. The trickle became a steady stream. The diaper swelled under her palm, tapes pulling taut. He kept his eyes on the lens.

“I am Mommy’s forever baby.”

The stream continued. The padding absorbed it greedily. No leak. No resistance. Just surrender.

The estim held at six—reward without edge, comfort without climax.

Mommy leaned down, kissed his forehead.

“You don’t need trials anymore,” she whispered. “You don’t need to prove anything. The remote isn’t a punishment tool now. It’s your safety. Your boundary. Your heartbeat.”

She tapped the phone once more. The estim softened to level three—gentle, constant, like a lullaby in his nerves.

“From this moment,” she said, “the diaper is permanent unless Mommy decides otherwise. The cameras are permanent. The estim stays inside—new batteries, new pads, but never removed. You crawl. You babble. You wet and mess when I say, when your body says, when the need says. No holding. No adult thoughts. No standing. No big words unless you’re begging in the only way that matters.”

She lifted him again, carried him back to the crib, and laid him down.

The rail rose and locked with a quiet click.

She tucked the blanket over him—thin, soft, symbolic.

“Rest,” she said. “When you wake up, we begin the rest of forever. Breakfast on the mat. Bottle in my lap. Rocking for comfort. Edging because it keeps you little. Leaking because it keeps you mine.”

She leaned over the bars, brushing his cheek one last time.

“You’re safe now,” she whispered. “Completely. Eternally. The remote isn’t something I hold over you anymore. It’s the only thing holding you together.”

She straightened.

The lights dimmed to sleeping level.

The ceiling camera blinked once—slow, steady.

Mommy walked to the door.

Before leaving she paused, turned back to the main lens.

“Cameras,” she said clearly. “Permanent protocol. Full monitoring. Notify me of any deviation. Reward submission. Correct resistance. Keep my baby safe.”

Three soft confirmations chimed in unison.

The door closed.

The lock engaged.

He lay in the crib, knees drawn up, pacifier bobbing slowly. The diaper pressed against him—warm, thick, constant. The estim hummed gently, a quiet reminder of ownership.

For the first time in eight days, no fear flickered through him.

No dread of the next chime.

No panic at the thought of another leak.

Only warmth.

Only safety.

Only the knowledge that the cameras were watching, that Mommy held the remote, that the diaper would always catch him, that surrender was no longer a breaking point—it was home.

He closed his eyes.

The green LED blinked once more.

And the nursery settled into quiet, endless care.
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