
        
            
                
            
        

    


ABDL Nursing Clinic: ABDL regressing Men into Helpless Babies




Forced Regression, Adult Baby Training & Mommy’s Control




Introduction: The Clinic’s Experiment










Logan Cole had always been a man of

 

logic and control


 
—a realist who prided himself on his ability to

 

analyze risk, assess outcomes, and make smart decisions.


 
When he saw the advertisement for

 

The Monroe Institute's highly paid behavioral study


 
, it seemed like an easy win.










The contract was dense, filled with

 

pages of medical jargon, legal waivers, and confidentiality agreements.


 
He skimmed through it, signed his name at the bottom, and shook hands with the

 

smiling receptionist


 
who assured him he would be

 

well compensated for his participation.











The last thing he remembered was

 

drinking a complimentary "nutritional preparation formula"


 
before the world tilted sideways and

 

darkness swallowed him whole.











When he woke up,

 

everything was different.











Gone were his

 

clothes, his sense of control, his dignity.


 
He lay strapped to a

 

softly padded surface, his limbs sluggish, his mouth dry, his body weak.


 
The sterile white walls of the room were

 

lined with shelves of diapers, bottles, pacifiers, and plush toys.


 
The air was thick with the scent of

 

powder, milk, and something else—something final.











That was when

 

Dr. Monroe stepped into his life.











Cool, professional,

 

her green eyes sharp with clinical interest,


 
she stood over him and delivered a simple truth.











"Welcome to the study, Logan."












"You belong to us now."











Over the next few weeks, Logan would

 

fight, struggle, and beg for answers.


 
He would

 

curse the day he signed that contract.


 
He would

 

watch his body betray him as their treatments stole his control, stripped his mind, and reduced him to something smaller, something softer, something helpless.











Until one day, he wouldn’t

 

remember why he ever wanted to fight at all.











Because babies don’t

 

think.











Babies don’t

 

choose.











Babies

 

just obey.











And in the end,

 

Logan would be no different.
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Chapter 1: The Contract He Shouldn’t Have Signed










Logan adjusted his tie as he walked through the pristine glass doors of

 

The Monroe Institute


 
, a state-of-the-art research facility known for its cutting-edge medical advancements. The lobby was sleek and sterile, every surface gleaming under the fluorescent lights. A receptionist greeted him with a polite smile, sliding a clipboard across the desk.










"Mr. Cole, correct?" she asked, barely glancing up.










"Yeah," Logan replied, scanning the paperwork. The

 

contract


 
was thick, filled with complex legal jargon he didn’t have the patience to read. He had already been briefed—

 

a simple behavioral study, a few weeks of observation, and a hefty paycheck at the end.


 
It was an easy decision. The money was too good to pass up.










"You can take a seat while we finalize your intake process," the receptionist said, motioning toward the waiting area.










Logan signed the last page with a flick of his wrist and handed it back. "When do we start?"










She smiled. "Right now."










Two orderlies in

 

immaculate white uniforms


 
appeared at his side. Before he could react, a

 

sharp prick


 
pierced the skin of his neck. His vision

 

blurred


 
, his body

 

swayed


 
, the sterile world around him spinning.










His limbs felt

 

heavy


 
, his mind sluggish. The last thing he saw was a

 

woman in a crisp lab coat standing over him, her sharp green eyes filled with clinical curiosity.











Then everything went dark.















The Awakening











Logan woke with a

 

dull, floating sensation


 
, as if his body no longer belonged to him. The room around him was

 

bright and sterile, the scent of antiseptic thick in the air.


 
He tried to sit up, but

 

his arms wouldn’t move.


 
His legs wouldn’t move.











Restraints.











Panic surged through him. He jerked against the bindings, his breathing ragged. A

 

soft crinkle


 
sounded beneath him, and as the fog in his mind cleared, he became

 

horrifyingly aware of the thick, padded bulk around his waist.











He was wearing a

 

diaper.











His breath hitched.










The door hissed open, and

 

she


 
walked in.










Dr. Monroe.










She was tall, poised, with dark auburn hair swept into a perfect bun. Her lab coat was crisp, her lips painted in

 

a deep shade of red that felt entirely too indulgent for a medical professional.


 
She held a clipboard in one hand, tapping her pen against the surface as she approached.










"Good morning, Logan," she greeted, her tone

 

too calm, too controlled.











His heart pounded against his ribs. "What the hell is this?" His voice cracked, still groggy from whatever they had given him.










Dr. Monroe didn’t flinch at his anger. She simply flipped through her notes, as if

 

he weren’t thrashing helplessly beneath her.











"You’ve been selected for a

 

specialized behavioral regression study


 
," she explained. "We’ll be monitoring your physiological and psychological responses to a controlled environment, tracking how the mind and body adapt to a prolonged state of dependency."










Logan clenched his jaw. "I didn’t agree to this."










She

 

arched a brow


 
, amusement flickering in her green eyes. "You did. You signed the contract."










His blood ran cold. "That was for a behavioral study," he snapped. "Not... this."










Dr. Monroe smiled, the kind of smile that made his

 

skin crawl, slow and knowing.











"The contract you signed granted us full control over your

 

environment, physical state, and mental conditioning.


 
In simpler terms, Logan—

 

you belong to us now.


 
"










His breathing turned shallow, panic pressing down on his chest. He tugged at the restraints again,

 

fingers curling into fists


 
, but the leather cuffs held firm.










"Let me out of this," he growled, his voice

 

shaking despite the anger.











Dr. Monroe exhaled through her nose, as if dealing with a

 

petulant child.


 
"Logan, do you really think struggling is going to help you?"










She set her clipboard down and leaned over him,

 

her perfectly manicured fingers trailing down his arm, a slow, patronizing touch.











"You’ve already been sedated. Your muscles are weakened. Your body is adjusting to the neurological dampeners we’ve introduced into your system.

 

You won’t be able to stand, let alone fight back.


 
"










His stomach

 

twisted violently


 
.










"What—what the fuck have you done to me?" His voice cracked, his pulse roaring in his ears.










She tilted her head, studying his reaction like a scientist observing a test subject. "We’ve started the process of reconditioning," she explained, her voice

 

infuriatingly gentle


 
. "Your body has already begun to weaken, and in time, your control will deteriorate completely."










She smiled, reaching for something on the tray beside him.










A

 

baby bottle.











The plastic gleamed under the bright lights, filled with a

 

milky white liquid.


 
Logan’s gut twisted.










"You can either drink from this, or we can administer your feedings another way," she said simply.










Logan’s

 

stomach churned with revulsion


 
. "You’re fucking insane if you think I’m drinking that."










Dr. Monroe simply sighed, setting the bottle aside. "I had a feeling you'd say that. Fortunately, we have other options."










The door opened again, and a

 

woman in a white nurse’s uniform entered.











She was

 

beautiful, soft, with blonde curls framing her face, a deceptive warmth in her blue eyes.


 
She carried herself with

 

the confidence of someone who had done this before.











Dr. Monroe gestured toward her. "Logan, this is

 

Nurse Evelyn.


 
She’ll be responsible for your

 

daily care, feedings, and psychological adjustments.


 
"










Nurse Evelyn smiled as she moved closer, dragging a chair beside the bed and

 

sitting down beside him.











"Shhh, sweetheart," she cooed, running her fingers through his hair as if he were

 

nothing more than a fussy infant.


 
"There’s no need to fight. It’ll be much easier if you just relax."










Logan

 

flinched at her touch


 
, his stomach lurching as her

 

other hand traced along the thick padding of his diaper.











He wanted to scream, to

 

kick and shove her away, to demand his freedom.











But

 

his limbs were weak, his body sluggish.











Nurse Evelyn sighed, shifting closer. "It’s okay, baby," she whispered. "Mommy will help you drink."










Before Logan could

 

process what she meant,


 
she reached for the buttons of her uniform, undoing them one by one.










His stomach

 

plummeted.











The fabric slid down, exposing

 

her full, bare breasts


 
, her skin warm and smooth.










Logan’s

 

throat tightened.











She cupped the back of his head,

 

gently guiding his face toward her chest.











His entire body

 

locked up in sheer panic.


 
"N-no, don’t—"










But his voice

 

was muffled


 
as she pulled him closer, pressing his lips

 

firmly against her breast.











"Shhh, baby," she cooed, stroking his hair,

 

holding him in place.


 
"Good boys drink from Mommy."










Logan

 

shuddered, his breath ragged


 
, his body

 

betraying him, weak and pliant in her grasp.











The moment he

 

felt the warm milk against his tongue, his stomach twisted violently.











And he realized—

 

there was no way out of this.











Dr. Monroe simply watched, a pleased smirk playing on her lips.










"The first feeding is always the hardest," she murmured. "But don’t worry—

 

you’ll get used to it.


 
"










Logan let out a

 

broken whimper


 
, his body

 

shaking, every last piece of his dignity slipping away.











Because deep down,

 

he already knew she was right.










Chapter 2: The First Accident










Logan had always thought of himself as strong, independent,

 

a man in control.


 
But as he lay strapped to the sterile white crib, his

 

limbs weak, his stomach churning from the warm milk still settling in his gut


 
, he felt anything but. The soft hum of the facility's machines was the only sound in the room, save for the

 

occasional crinkle


 
from the thick diaper wrapped humiliatingly around his waist.










Nurse Evelyn sat beside him, her hand

 

absentmindedly stroking his hair


 
, her soft fingers

 

trailing along his scalp


 
like she was comforting a child after a nightmare. But this

 

wasn’t comfort.


 
This was

 

conditioning.











"There we go," she murmured, her voice thick with

 

warm, condescending affection.


 
"See? That wasn’t so bad, was it?"










Logan wanted to spit in her face.










The memory of the

 

forced nursing session


 
was still fresh, his lips

 

tainted with the warmth of her milk,


 
his throat

 

tight with humiliation.


 
He had

 

resisted at first, twisting, whimpering, trying to fight


 
, but his body had

 

been too weak


 
, his muscles

 

too sluggish


 
, and when she had cooed, "Good babies don’t fight Mommy,"

 

something inside him had shattered.











She had

 

held him there, cradling his head against her breast


 
, whispering soft, soothing encouragements,

 

stroking his back in slow circles.


 
His

 

stomach had rebelled


 
, but eventually,

 

he had swallowed.











And now…










Now, he could still feel

 

the weight of it sitting in his gut


 
, unnatural, heavy. His body

 

felt strange, different.


 
His limbs

 

ached


 
, his head

 

foggy


 
, and worst of all…










His bladder

 

felt full.











Logan tensed, his jaw

 

clenching, his muscles instinctively tightening as he tried to hold it in.











No.










No, he wouldn’t

 

let them do this to him.











He was a

 

grown man, not a baby.











But Nurse Evelyn saw it immediately.










Her

 

knowing smirk


 
sent a shudder through him as she trailed her fingers

 

down his chest, past his stomach, stopping just above the waistband of his diaper.











"Something wrong, baby?" she asked sweetly, tilting her head as her fingers pressed lightly against his belly.










Logan

 

flinched


 
, the pressure sending a

 

sharp, unbearable pang


 
through his lower abdomen.











Fuck.











He

 

bit down hard


 
, his teeth clenched as he

 

squeezed his thighs together


 
, trying desperately to maintain control.










But Evelyn just chuckled, dragging her nails

 

in slow, teasing circles over the plastic.











"Oh, sweetheart," she cooed. "It’s already happening, isn’t it?"










Logan's

 

stomach churned


 
, his body

 

betraying him with every passing second.











"No," he rasped, shaking his head, but his

 

bladder throbbed painfully,


 
the muscles already trembling from exhaustion. The drugs they had given him were

 

weakening everything


 
—his strength, his resistance, even his

 

most basic bodily functions.











Evelyn leaned down, her lips brushing against his ear, her breath

 

warm and taunting.











"Just let go, baby," she whispered. "Mommy will take care of everything."










Logan

 

squeezed his eyes shut


 
, a wave of sheer

 

humiliation and panic crushing his chest.











"Come on, sweetheart," she murmured, pressing her palm

 

firmly against his bladder,


 
rubbing in slow, deliberate circles. "Let Mommy help you."










The pressure was

 

too much.


 
His body,

 

already weakened


 
, could only fight for so long.










And then…










The first

 

warm trickle


 
escaped.










Logan let out

 

a choked, horrified gasp, his breath hitching sharply


 
as he felt the humiliating warmth

 

spread beneath him


 
, soaking into the thick padding, his body

 

giving in despite everything.











Evelyn

 

sighed in satisfaction


 
, her hand still pressed against him, feeling every

 

shameful pulse


 
as he completely

 

lost control.











"There it is," she whispered,

 

stroking his cheek as if he had just done something precious.


 
"That’s my good boy."










Tears

 

burned at Logan’s eyes


 
, his

 

entire body trembling


 
from the sheer weight of his degradation.










He was a

 

grown man. A man.











But now, he was

 

lying in a soaked diaper, helpless and weak, being praised for something he had once taken for granted.











Evelyn patted the front of his diaper,

 

soft, patronizing.











"See? That wasn’t so bad," she teased. "And don’t worry, baby… soon, it won’t even feel like an accident anymore."










Logan let out a

 

soft, broken whimper


 
, knowing deep down...










She was right.









Chapter 3: Enema Training Begins










Logan lay

 

completely still


 
, his body

 

paralyzed with shame


 
, the

 

warm, damp bulk of his diaper pressing against his skin


 
. The reality of what had just happened

 

settled over him like a thick, suffocating fog


 
. He had

 

wet himself.











Not in the privacy of a drunken night, not in some fleeting moment of weakness.

 

He had lost control completely, lying in a crib, watched by a woman who now saw him as nothing more than a helpless baby.











Evelyn

 

sighed in satisfaction, patting the front of his diaper with slow, deliberate motions, letting him feel every humiliating crinkle beneath her touch.











"There, there," she cooed, her voice

 

soothing, condescending.


 
"That’s my good boy. I know it feels strange now, but soon, you won’t even think about it."










Logan’s

 

stomach twisted violently


 
, the words crawling under his skin like

 

poison.











This wasn’t just

 

a one-time humiliation


 
. This wasn’t some

 

sick test before they let him go.












They were changing him.











Breaking him.










Evelyn tapped a finger against her lips, her blue eyes gleaming with

 

a thoughtful amusement.


 
"But you’re still holding back, aren’t you?" she murmured. "Still clenching, still trying to fight it."










She trailed her fingers down his

 

bare stomach


 
, stopping just above the

 

swollen, aching weight in his lower abdomen.


 
Logan’s breath hitched as she

 

pressed down gently, applying the slightest amount of pressure to his belly.











His

 

muscles tensed, his body recoiling from the intimate contact, but it wasn’t just her touch that made him panic.











It was the sudden,

 

sharp pang deep inside him.











Evelyn smiled.










"You don’t even realize it yet, do you?" she whispered.










Logan

 

swallowed hard


 
, his heart

 

pounding violently


 
in his chest. He didn’t want to ask.

 

Didn’t want to know.











Evelyn simply

 

sighed in mock disappointment.


 
"Looks like we’re going to have to take the next step, then."










She reached over to the small table beside the crib, and when Logan saw what she picked up,

 

his blood ran cold.











A

 

red rubber enema bulb.











His

 

stomach twisted violently


 
, a fresh wave of

 

panic gripping his chest.


 
"No," he rasped,

 

his throat tight, his body twisting weakly in protest.


 
"You—you can’t—"










Evelyn clicked her tongue, setting the bulb down as she peeled on a pair of latex gloves, her movements

 

calm, practiced, completely unbothered by his struggling.











"Oh, sweetheart," she cooed, shaking her head. "Of course we can."










She reached for the waistband of his

 

soaked diaper


 
, undoing the tapes with

 

slow, deliberate care


 
, peeling it open

 

like she was unwrapping a present.


 
Logan

 

shuddered


 
, his skin

 

flushing hot with humiliation


 
, but he

 

was too weak, too exhausted, too broken to fight back.











Evelyn took her time,

 

wiping him clean with warm cloths


 
, her touch

 

firm, clinical, yet undeniably possessive.











"You don’t get to hold it in anymore, baby," she murmured, rubbing a small amount of

 

cool gel


 
onto the tip of the bulb. "Mommy decides when you go."










Logan

 

twisted, gasping sharply as she spread his legs apart, his breath coming in fast, shallow pants.


 
"Please," he whispered, his voice shaking.










Evelyn’s eyes

 

softened slightly


 
, but it wasn’t with kindness. It was

 

with satisfaction.











"Shh, sweetheart," she soothed, pressing a kiss to his

 

heated cheek.


 
"Good boys don’t beg. They just let Mommy take care of everything."










And then—










She

 

pushed the nozzle inside.











Logan’s

 

back arched violently


 
, a choked

 

gasp escaping his lips


 
, his entire body

 

going rigid


 
as the first

 

warm, soapy rush of liquid filled him.











He

 

squirmed weakly


 
, but Evelyn simply held him still, stroking his thigh, whispering

 

soft, hypnotic reassurances.











"That’s it, baby," she purred. "Nice and full. Just relax for Mommy."










Logan

 

shook violently, tears burning at his eyes


 
, his

 

stomach swelling with unbearable pressure.











She wasn’t stopping.










The liquid

 

kept coming


 
, filling him, stretching him, forcing his body into

 

a new level of submission he had never imagined.











Evelyn

 

sighed, finally pulling the nozzle out, rubbing slow circles over his tense, trembling belly.


 
"You’re doing so well," she murmured. "Now, let’s see how long my little one can hold it for Mommy."










Logan

 

whimpered


 
, his hands

 

weakly grasping at the sheets


 
, his

 

breath coming in desperate little gasps.


 
His body

 

ached to release, but he knew—he knew he wasn’t allowed.











Not until she said so.










Evelyn watched him carefully, her fingers

 

massaging his swollen stomach


 
,

 

keeping the pressure there, keeping him on edge.











"Ten minutes," she mused. "I think that’s fair, don’t you?"










Logan

 

squeezed his eyes shut


 
, his

 

entire body trembling.











He couldn’t do this.










He

 

couldn’t.











But he had no choice.










Evelyn leaned down, her lips

 

brushing against his ear, her voice thick with amusement.











"Try not to cry too much when you lose control, baby," she whispered.










And Logan knew,

 

with every humiliating pulse of heat beneath his skin, every soft stroke of her fingers keeping him trapped in this unbearable moment—











He wasn’t leaving this place as a man.










Not ever again.









Chapter 4: Mommy’s Final Rule










Logan

 

shuddered


 
, his body trembling, his stomach

 

stretched unbearably full


 
as he lay strapped to the changing table, Evelyn’s hands

 

gently massaging his swollen belly


 
. He had never felt so

 

helpless, so weak, so completely dominated.


 
The pressure inside him was unbearable, his muscles

 

clenching desperately, fighting to hold it in


 
, but he knew—

 

he wouldn’t win.











Evelyn’s

 

soft laughter


 
sent a fresh wave of

 

humiliation through him


 
, her fingers

 

trailing teasingly over his skin, pressing down just enough to make him squirm.


 
"You’re doing so well, sweetheart," she murmured, her voice a

 

sickeningly sweet melody


 
. "I bet you’ve never held something this long before."










Logan whimpered behind his pacifier, his eyes

 

blurry with shame


 
, his mind

 

clouded with the reality of what was about to happen.


 
His

 

entire body betrayed him


 
, muscles trembling violently, stomach cramping, sweat

 

trickling down his back


 
as his control slipped away, little by little.










Evelyn

 

sighed contentedly


 
, brushing her nails down his thigh, watching every twitch, every soft whimper, every pathetic little movement he made as he

 

fought to hold onto his last shred of dignity.


 
But there was no dignity left. Not anymore.










"Poor baby," she whispered, her hand pressing

 

firmly against his bloated stomach.


 
"You’re trying so hard, but it’s just too much, isn’t it?"










Logan let out a

 

choked gasp


 
, his fingers

 

weakly gripping the edges of the table


 
, but

 

his body had already given up.











A

 

soft, humiliating warmth spread beneath him


 
, the

 

flood releasing in slow, unbearable waves, completely soaking into the thick padding wrapped around him.











Logan

 

let out a broken sob


 
, his face burning, his entire body

 

shaking as the last remnants of his control disappeared forever.











Evelyn moaned softly, dragging her nails up his stomach, reveling in his

 

humiliation, his surrender.


 
"That’s my good boy," she whispered, her lips curling into a slow, indulgent smile. "Mommy’s so proud of you."










Logan

 

whimpered


 
, his breath hitching, his body

 

sinking into the helpless, shameful warmth of his own defeat.











Evelyn leaned closer, cupping his

 

heated cheek, forcing his teary eyes to meet hers.


 
"You don’t have to fight anymore, baby," she murmured, brushing her thumb over his lips, her touch

 

soothing, condescending, completely in control.











Then she

 

delivered the final blow.











"From now on, you’ll never hold anything in again," she whispered. "Your body isn’t yours anymore, baby. It belongs to Mommy now."










Logan

 

shuddered violently


 
, his mind spinning, his

 

entire being collapsing into itself.











There was

 

no escape. No freedom. No way back.











Mommy had decided.










And he would never be a man again.











Ever.










Chapter 5: The Final Regression Begins










Logan lay in the

 

soft, squelching warmth of his own humiliation


 
, his

 

breath coming in shallow, broken gasps


 
, his body

 

shuddering from the sheer weight of his submission.


 
The diaper

 

sagged heavily


 
beneath him, the full weight of his

 

accident pressing against his skin, sealing his fate completely.











Evelyn

 

sighed in satisfaction


 
, her fingers

 

trailing lightly over his trembling stomach


 
, her nails

 

dragging slow, taunting circles over his flushed skin.


 
She was

 

soaking in his shame


 
, watching him with that same

 

infuriatingly gentle smile


 
as if this were

 

normal, as if this was always how things were meant to be.











"That’s my good baby," she cooed, pressing a

 

soft, wet kiss to his forehead, her tone thick with condescension.


 
"You don’t even realize how easy this is for you now, do you?"










Logan

 

let out a muffled sob


 
, his pacifier still locked firmly in place, his

 

body sinking further into the reality of his new existence.


 
He wanted to

 

deny it, to fight, to cling to the last threads of his former self.











But what was there left to fight for?










He had just

 

filled his diaper like an infant,


 
lying in a crib, completely helpless,

 

while a woman praised him for doing it.











He had nothing.










No dignity.










No control.










No escape.










Evelyn stroked his hair, her fingers

 

curling in soothing motions


 
, rocking him slightly,

 

treating him as if he were nothing more than a fussy newborn.











"Shhh, baby," she murmured,

 

dragging the back of her hand down his damp cheek, wiping away his tears.


 
"You don’t need to think anymore. Mommy will take care of everything."










Logan

 

whimpered


 
, his eyes squeezing shut as

 

his body trembled against hers.











She

 

tilted his chin up


 
, forcing him to meet her gaze, her

 

fingers pressing gently into his cheeks.











"You don’t have to pretend anymore," she whispered, her lips curling into a

 

slow, indulgent smirk.


 
"It’s already happening, isn’t it?"










Logan

 

swallowed hard


 
, his stomach twisting.










He didn’t know what she meant.










Not yet.










But she did.










And soon, he would too.










Evelyn reached for the

 

soft, pink bottle sitting beside the crib,


 
tipping it slightly, letting the warm milk inside

 

swirl lazily against the plastic.











Logan’s

 

stomach twisted violently, his breath catching in his throat.











No.










Not again.










Not so soon.










But

 

Evelyn saw the panic in his eyes before he could even move.











She smirked, leaning down, pressing a

 

soft, patronizing kiss to his lips, muffled by the pacifier.











"You know what happens when you drink your milk, baby," she whispered. "You get

 

so sleepy, so soft, so weak.


 
"










Logan

 

let out a helpless whimper


 
, but he knew—

 

he wouldn’t win.











Not this time.










Not ever again.










Evelyn pressed the nipple of the bottle against his lips, her fingers stroking his cheek, her

 

voice laced with absolute authority.











"Drink, baby," she cooed. "Let Mommy’s milk make you forget."










And

 

he did.











He

 

suckled obediently


 
, his body

 

fading further into submission, his mind slipping deeper into helpless, infantile dependence.











Because

 

Mommy always knew best.











And

 

babies never disobey.










Chapter 6: The Final Transformation










Logan

 

lay still in his crib


 
, his body wrapped in the warmth of a thick,

 

wet diaper


 
, the soft pacifier between his lips moving rhythmically as he

 

suckled without thought.


 
The world around him was

 

dim, quiet, comforting


 
, the faint scent of baby powder and warm milk filling the air. He should have felt disgusted. He should have felt humiliated.










But he didn’t.










Because

 

he wasn’t Logan anymore.











At least, not the Logan he once was.










The man who had entered

 

The Monroe Institute


 
, convinced he would be walking away with

 

a large paycheck and his independence intact,


 
was gone. What remained was

 

a small, helpless, obedient baby


 
, perfectly trained to do exactly what he was told.










Evelyn sat beside him on the edge of the crib, her fingers

 

trailing through his hair,


 
nails softly scratching against his scalp as she cooed down at him. "My sweet baby," she murmured. "Mommy is so proud of you."










Logan let out a soft, muffled whimper around his pacifier, but he

 

didn’t fight.


 
He hadn’t fought in days.

 

Or was it weeks?


 
Time had stopped meaning anything to him.










"Let’s check those diapers," Evelyn hummed, already peeling back the snaps of his onesie,

 

exposing the swollen, sagging padding beneath.


 
Logan

 

didn’t flinch, didn’t react, didn’t protest.


 
This was normal now.

 

Mommy always checked. Mommy always decided when he was wet, when he was messy, when he needed a change.











Her fingers pressed gently against the warm bulk,

 

testing the wetness, feeling how completely soaked he was.


 
She sighed happily. "Just as I thought. My little one can’t even feel when he goes anymore."










Logan should have

 

felt something at those words.











Shame.










Humiliation.










Panic.










But there was

 

nothing.











Evelyn leaned down, pressing a soft kiss to his forehead, her voice thick with

 

pride and possessive affection.


 
"You’ve come so far, sweetheart. You’ve been such a good boy for Mommy."










Logan

 

whimpered


 
, his

 

body sinking further into the crib’s soft embrace,


 
his eyes fluttering as exhaustion and warmth

 

wrapped around him like a blanket.











Evelyn reached for a

 

warm bottle sitting beside the crib, tipping it slightly, letting the milk swirl inside.











"You know what happens when you drink your milk, baby," she whispered. "You get

 

so sleepy, so soft, so weak.


 
"










Logan let out a muffled whimper, but when she pressed the

 

bottle’s nipple against his lips


 
, he

 

latched without hesitation.











The warm,

 

thick liquid trickled into his mouth, coating his tongue, settling in his stomach.


 
He suckled

 

slow, rhythmic, obedient.











"Good boy," Evelyn praised,

 

stroking his cheek.


 
"That’s it, drink it all up."










And as Logan

 

drifted further and further away from who he had once been


 
, as his muscles

 

grew heavier


 
, his thoughts

 

slowed into nothing more than soft, infantile contentment


 
, he realized...










There was no fight left in him.










There was no

 

Logan Cole.











There was only

 

Mommy’s baby.











Forever.









Epilogue: Baby Logan’s Forever Nursery










Weeks had passed, though Logan no longer had a concept of time. Days, nights, routines—they all blurred together in the

 

soft, pastel-colored haze of his new world.


 
There were no responsibilities, no choices to make, no expectations beyond

 

being a good baby.


 
His body

 

no longer remembered how to hold anything in,


 
his mind

 

no longer fought the warmth of his diapers, the comfort of his pacifier, or the sweetness of Mommy’s milk.











He had been

 

rewired, reshaped, and regressed until nothing remained of the man he once was.











Dr. Monroe stood outside the glass window of his nursery, her clipboard in hand as she spoke with a

 

wealthy woman in a sleek white coat.


 
The woman’s expression was unreadable, but there was something

 

hungry in her gaze


 
as she observed him.










"He’s fully trained now," Dr. Monroe said, gesturing toward Logan, who lay on the floor,

 

dressed in only a thick, sodden diaper and a soft onesie, happily suckling his pacifier.


 
His eyes were

 

glassy, unfocused, completely immersed in the infantile world they had built for him.











The woman hummed in approval. "He’s adorable," she murmured, her lips curling into a pleased smile.










Dr. Monroe nodded. "He’s ready for adoption. He no longer retains any cognitive resistance, his muscle control has fully atrophied, and he’s developed complete dependency on both nursing and scheduled feedings. His

 

emotional attachment to caretakers is solidified, and he is no longer capable of forming independent thoughts outside of his regression conditioning.


 
"










The woman turned to her, eyes gleaming. "I’ll take him."










Dr. Monroe signed the paperwork with a satisfied smirk. "He’s all yours."










Inside the nursery,

 

Logan didn’t hear them.











He didn’t care.










He lay on his back, gazing up at the soft glow of the mobile above him, the pastel-colored shapes spinning lazily in the air. His world was

 

small, warm, and safe.











His world was

 

Mommy’s arms, Mommy’s milk, the soothing crinkle of his diaper, the rhythmic suckling of his pacifier.











His world was

 

forever.
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