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Introduction 

 
hen we contacted Rosalie and Michael Bent in 2018 
about the possibility of writing a book about our 
lives as a daddy/daughter couple they encouraged 

us to do more than that and to make it part biography and part 
instructional book on just how it can work in other people’s lives. 

Over a very long time as a couple, we have worked out the 
problems, discovered a lot about each other and learned about the 
infant in all of us and how for some – like Melinda – it is no longer 
hidden, but open and active. Without intending to do so, we actually 
found a bit of a blueprint for making this most extraordinary lifestyle 
work and flourish. 

Melinda has been a baby her entire life and has no memory of 
not being so. I wet the bed and had to wear diapers throughout a lot 
of my teens and while not an adult baby, I can feel some of the 
emotions that are involved. 

We both hope that this book encourages and instructs you as 
you seek to build this wonderful type of relationship, just as we have 
done. 

We have deliberately tried to make this book widely targeted 
to more than just the strongly babyish woman and include any 
couples who are broad-minded enough to experiment with the joys 
of infancy and diapers. Because women and men are so different and 
AB men and women are no less so, we decided that a book 
specifically about baby women was necessary. 

Enjoy the book and most importantly, enjoy each other! 

Ben McMahon 
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If you enjoy this book there is a companion book 
written by a woman regarding babying her male partner 
– A Woman’s Guide to Babying Her Partner. Check it out at 
www.abdiscovery.com.au 
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Ben’s Story 

 
o explain where I came from requires me to 
retrospectively change my opinion of how things were 
growing up. At the time, I thought my parents were 

unnecessarily harsh and that as kids, we were ‘deprived’ of the things 
that my peers had. 

Now, with the benefit of time, my own family and a lot more 
maturity, I have had to grudgingly admit that my parents - and 
especially my dad – were pretty damned good at parenting and what 
I thought was ‘being deprived’ was just responsible management of 
resources, financial and otherwise, at the time. I have four siblings 
and so family resources were always being shared about a sizable 
crew. 

My father was an engineer who rose through the ranks of his 
company into management and throughout my childhood and teens, 
we truly wanted for nothing that we actually needed. But when I 
wanted the latest game system, the latest basketball shoes or later, a 
new car, that was when I was often denied. And I resented it 
because… I was a child. 

To put some context into this, I am one of five boys in a family 
and at 6’3” I’m the ‘shortie’. My brothers and I all played basketball, 
some football and a lot of high school athletics.  This meant three 
different shoes for five different boys, several times a year. Now that 
I buy my own shoes (and clothes) I am aware of the thousands of 
dollars per year they spent on shoes alone. 

So, sorry dad! (Hopefully, he doesn’t actually read this!) 

We were solidly middle-class, going to a middle-class school 
and college, in a middle-class area and were blithely unaware of 
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much of the trials and tribulations of any other segment of society. It 
was the American Dream, mixed in with the American Nightmare 
that we slept through. 

I was quite athletic and tall for my age during most of school 
and excelled on the track and would have probably done quite well 
if I had trained as hard as I should. I was fast, had a good action, and 
was competitive, but I lacked that killer instinct that takes 
champions to the top. I didn’t really care enough to do the hard work 
and literal yards (and miles!) 

We were also Catholic by the very broad definition that we 
went to Mass twice a year but took no notice of what was said and 
ignored it for the rest of the year. But on the census we were Catholic.  

I was also straight and liked girls. Because I was tall and 
muscular, moderately good looking, and confident in myself, I was 
popular with the girls. I dated and hung out in peer groups like most 
boys my age in high school. One thing though that separated me from 
some of my peers as I entered college was sex. 

My Catholic background permeated me a little more than I 
realized and my mother’s constant reminder of the ‘evils of sex’ made 
me reticent about sex. I loved girls and like any other 18-year-old, I 
thought about sex a great deal and masturbated daily and then some. 
I remained a virgin until I was twenty-one although I crossed the line 
many, many times but kept one part of me behind that line. My 
brothers mocked me for this (in private) but I am still pleased that at 
least I showed some restraint. 

College was a part-athletic scholarship since I was good at 
track. My basketball skills were largely because I was tall in 
Highschool but by college, everyone else on the team was at least as 
tall and my skills were very average. My grades throughout all of my 
schooling were good to occasionally very good, but nothing 
spectacular. There are no academic prizes in my cupboard, just a 
college degree and a good academic record. 
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But in the middle of all this fairly good, happy and successful, 
high school and college career, there was a constant dark cloud. 

I was a bedwetter. 

Yes, a bedwetter. The typical image of a high-school 
bedwetter was one of a wimpy, skinny, undersized kid in glasses, 
afraid of his own shadow. Other than the glasses which I had to start 
wearing in college, I was the complete opposite. But I still wet the 
bed. And not just a little. It was every night with the occasional miss. 
Looking back, I suspect one of the reasons I was reluctant to have full 
sexual intercourse with a girl was related to my bedwetting. Not that 
I was planning to sleep the night or anything, but my self image 
suffered by virtue of it. If I wet the bed, I can’t be truly a man and if I 
am not a man, then I have no right to have intercourse with a girl. Of 
course, I didn’t actually think it through like that. I blamed the 
Catholic Church and my mother, but the real reason was my 
bedwetting. 

And my brothers teased me, right? 

Well no, because their own experience of bedwetting was 
hardly spectacular. While I was the worst, finally stopping at the age 
of twenty-one, my brothers all wet their beds during high-school. It 
was the family shame which despite my questions, has no apparent 
familial history. I don’t believe it. For five boys to wet the bed until 
ages 14 to 21 must indicate some family history. But back to me… 

I wore diapers every night to bed until I was twenty-one. That 
was twenty years ago. I am the youngest of my brothers and the older 
ones of them began wearing cloth diapers to bed because 
disposables were expensive and multiplying them by five got really 
expensive. I was spared cloth, but by the time I started school, there 
were five of us in wet night diapers every morning. Many times, I 
heard my exasperated mother refer to it as “as unlikely as winning 
the lottery, but without the money”. 
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Wet sheets were also regular events as the poor quality of 
many store diapers were exceeded by growing boys. 

My brothers teased each other about everything from height, 
to strength, to skills with a basketball and our grades. But never did 
we tease each other about bedwetting. When Cade stopped his 
nightly diapers at fourteen, a month after stopping bedwetting, we 
were pleased for him, but he never teased any of us for continuing. If 
for no other reason than mutual destruction, the heavy bedwetting 
remained a tightly held family secret. 

In the twenty years since I officially stopped, we still get along 
well and although live apart, we talk often about pretty much 
anything and everything except…you guessed it - bedwetting. As far 
as I know, none of my nieces and nephews wet the bed, but then 
again, I wouldn’t know since they wouldn’t talk about it and I don’t 
ask. 

I have one child – a daughter – and I feel blessed that her night 
diapers ended at age seven. A little older than average perhaps, but 
in the scheme of things nothing even worth mentioning. It was a 
great relief for me when she finally got out of diapers. Obviously, our 
family life is exceedingly complex and atypical, but I wanted her to 
be like her peers – able to go on sleepovers and not be held down by 
the limitations of bedwetting like I was. 

Sleepovers were rare for me – as they were for my brothers. I 
did go on them, but I had to handle my own diapers as discreetly as I 
could and I had one friend that knew I wore them and so could sleep 
over there, but any other places meant discretion and… fear. It was 
the same for all of us and so we never teased anyone. Ever. It was all 
too close for all of us. 

It must sound like this was a major trauma for us and the 
reality is that it truly wasn’t. From early days, our parents 
encouraged us to simply deal with it and ignore it and to, therefore, 
have a good attitude about it. And this surprisingly pro-active and 
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helpful advice was further evidence that I suspect my family history 
includes other long-term bedwetters! Both Mom and Dad were 
surprisingly good about it, not yelling and screaming at the workload 
and expense. When I look back, that is even more surprising. 

As a result, I had a good attitude about it as well. Every 
morning – EVERY morning – I awoke to a soaking wet diaper. Most 
times, the sheets were dry, but not always. And I was used to it. While 
acutely aware that most of my peers did not do so prior to going to 
high school, I knew that probably none of my high school peers did. 
It is ironic that I knew of a few bedwetting incidents in college, but 
they were all put down to excesses of alcohol and that was probably 
true, but you never really know. I was the only real every-night 
bedwetter in college – not that anyone talked about it. I had long ago 
developed a discreet diaper regime and since I was at a local college 
(not by accident), it wasn’t too difficult to be wearing night diapers 
without discovery. 

So, it makes sense that I avoided full sex with any of the many 
girls that hung around our group. Something about a bed still made 
me nervous. I only ever wet while in a bed. I never wet anywhere 
else. Groping in a car or on a sofa was fine. Lying in a bed meant I was 
at risk. I know that sounds excessively cautious, but I grew up with 
falling asleep watching TV as a teenager and wetting myself. I had 
experienced waking to a wet diaper just half an hour of sleep in bed. 
The moment my eyes closed; I was at risk. 

So, I remained uber-cautious and very virginal until the 
relatively old age of twenty-one. 

Since that life-changing experience of dry night diapers which 
morphed into dry beds, a lot has changed. But the bedwetting has 
never fully left me. About 3-4 times a year, I wake up to wet 
bedsheets and so the waterproof mattress protection has never left. 
I don’t even wear diapers on traveling any more although I did for a 
few years. My fear of having a wet bed is now pretty low and if 
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sleeping elsewhere, I don’t drink after 6 pm like every other pre-teen 
child does now.  And it works. 

Since meeting Melinda and learning about adult babies, I 
realise just how much at risk my brothers and I were. It seems that 
long-term bedwetting is a common antecedent for being an adult 
baby and all five of us certainly fit that criteria and yet, none of us are 
AB. Not that I would really know, and I’m certainly not going to ask. 
That is information I don’t want to know. 

But now it is Melinda’s turn to tell her story of growing up 
which is far more complex than mine. And if you are complimenting 
my writing prowess, don’t. Melinda has taken my poorly-written, 
grammatically-incorrect scribblings and turned them into 
something readable. She can’t throw a basketball and is the height of 
a twelve-year old, but she is an English Lit, graduate, voracious 
writer and wonderful weaver of tales. 

So, over to Melinda… 
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Melinda’s Story 

 
s Ben mentioned in his story, I am short. At just five 
feet, two inches, he and all of his family tower over me. 
Our now-sixteen-year-old daughter – Felice – doesn’t 

exactly tower but is six inches taller than me and so I am once again, 
the tiny one in our home. In some ways, my short height and 
diminutive size were prophetic in that it spoke to my ‘littleness’ 
inside. While it isn’t true, I can imagine that at some stage, toddler-
me decided to literally not grow up and remain small. I don’t usually 
mind being short except when trying to reach items on high shelves. 

Ben and I are polar opposites in many ways but in the things 
that matter, we are on the same planet at least and in some areas, we 
live in the same skin. 

I am one of two children, the youngest daughter to parents 
who were much older than the average at 41 and 38 respectively 
when I was born. While not ancient, at school, my parents were 
typically fifteen years older than most of my friends’ parents. I’m not 
sure if that affected me in any way, but when you start casting about 
for reasons as to why you are so ‘damned weird’, you do start to 
wonder. 

I am very much an Adult Baby, perhaps more so than most 
and to such an extent that I prefer to call myself a Baby Adult, 
recognizing the hierarchy that I experience in my personal identity. 
Am I more baby than adult? In my internal psychology, I would say 
that it is a close thing. Some of you reading this will go “that’s me 
exactly!” while others will not completely understand what I am 
saying. We are all very different and we need to always remember 
that and respect the differences as much as we enjoy the similarities.  
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But before I was a Baby Adult, I was a Baby Teenager and 
before that, I was a Baby Preteen and even before that, I was a Baby 
Toddler. It seems redundant to call myself a one-time Baby Baby, but 
it also confirms what I have always known – that I am a baby first. 

I am blessed/cursed with a superb memory that while not 
quite eidetic (photographic memory), is extremely good and very 
precise. It has helped me enormously in my academic studies and 
especially when needing to quote large amounts of poetry or other 
literature in exams. I remember most of what I read, see, and hear 
with little trouble. 

Another aspect of a memory like mine is accuracy. Typically, 
human memory is a little loose on accuracy - especially over time - 
which is why witness testimony in courts is never taken as perfect 
(or shouldn’t be!). Most people remember events in fragments and 
the human brain extrapolates and fills in the rest of the details. The 
problem is that these details may be quite incorrect and over time, 
they can get worse. There is the phenomenon of ‘false memory’ 
where we literally remember things that didn’t happen. I am less 
prone to that problem because I tend to remember far more of the 
detail of an incident and therefore, there is less (or none) for my 
brain to extrapolate. 

I am saying all of this as a prelude to my claim that I actually 
remember a fair amount of my infancy. Typically, an adult can only 
remember back to the age of around three or a little younger as the 
earlier memories have long since faded. Sadly, however, traumas 
that happened before this time may be forgotten, but the impact it 
had, remains. It is perhaps an ironic cruelty therefore that the 
memories that could be handled and dealt with to repair traumas are 
gone while the trauma itself remains fresh and wounding. 

I remember images and experiences from around twelve 
months old. 
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I can feel your disbelief from here so let me expand. It is not 
as if I can remember day-by-day experiences from my first birthday 
onwards. Rather, I remember ‘internal photographs’ of events and 
situations from that time on and improving in quantity and quality 
until I was about two years old, after which I have fairly 
comprehensive memories. I maintain also that I can recall ‘feelings 
and emotions’ from even younger, but that is subjective and 
impossible to prove. I have, however, stunned my mother by 
memories of my second year of life that she confirms are accurate. 

My superb memory is a gift for sure, but at times, also a curse. 
The ability to put behind us traumas or unpleasant experiences relies 
not just on acts like forgiveness but allowing ourselves to put those 
memories in cold storage where they may still exist but need some 
effort to recover. My memories are always there ready for near-
instant recall. So, before you long for eidetic (or close to) memory, 
remember there is a flipside. Being able to forget some unpleasant 
things is a gift I have not been granted. 

Now you know why I studied English Lit. I can rave and 
ramble on with the best long-winded philosophers! 

I am a Baby Adult. This is not a new thing. From my earliest 
memories and awareness, I knew I was a baby. This is why I went on 
at length about my memory skill. I have read the stories of many who 
stated that they wanted to wear diapers or be a baby again at around 
three or four years old. They wanted to return to infancy. I, on the 
other hand, had the dubious distinction of being aware that I wanted 
to remain an infant while I was, in fact, still one. My older sister was 
almost five years older than me and to this day I still remember 
thinking that I never wanted to be so big and to not be the baby I was 
at the time. I was still crawling when I thought that and since I was a 
somewhat delayed 16 months old when I began walking, it puts the 
memory as one of the earliest I have. 

Like so many others who have recollected that among their 
first memories, mine was the desire to wear diapers or to be a baby 
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again. And I was still a baby at the time. The power of the Adult Baby 
drive is sometimes indicated by how incredibly early it begins and 
that it is so significant as to be among the first memories that remain. 
And so it was for me. 

To underline just what being a baby means to me is this 
statement:  

I have wanted to be a baby for every single 
moment of my life. There is no pre-AB time for me. 

Even my excellent memory cannot find a time when 
I didn’t want to be or to remain… a baby. 

The reason this book is called The ABC of Baby Women instead 
of the ABC of Women Babies is that for me, ‘baby’ is the more 
important attribute and certainly the most powerful. I know that this 
is not true for all Adult Babies or perhaps even most, but I want to 
speak out for people who like me, live as babies in adult bodies. I will 
be honest and say that it is a complex and difficult experience. The 
world at large does not understand, never mind accept, Adult Babies, 
never mind baby adults. 

As I wrote previously, I was sixteen months old before I was 
walking. That’s only partly true. My mother, in particular, has told 
me how I was able to walk from about thirteen months, but I chose 
to crawl in preference. New walkers often do this briefly as their 
wobbly walking is often slower than the rapid crawling they were 
used to. My own daughter, Felice, did that after she started walking 
at an impressive ten months and for a couple of weeks, sometimes 
crawled instead.  

Even now as an adult, I still crawl at times.  

Is it faster? No. Is it more comfortable? Generally not, 
although on some very soft rugs, it is a tie. But does it make more 



The ABC of Baby Women 

  

20 

sense to me? Most times, absolutely yes. Some of you intrinsically 
understand what I am saying. I can walk and run and jump and be 
athletic, but at times, crawling along the floor like a baby makes 
perfect sense. 

If you think that my growing up was complicated by my very 
strong baby side, you would be right. Most people who have the drive 
to wear diapers or be a baby work out very early on that it is 
something to hide. I was no different. I forget (ironic, huh?) exactly 
when it was that I worked out that this was something to keep to 
myself but sadly, it was after I turned five and not before. 

When I was coming up to my fifth birthday, school beckoned 
soon and I was asked by my parents with big smiles on their faces, 
what I wanted for my birthday. 

I asked for a crib. 

That did not go down well. I saw their faces drop and my 
mother looked ready to cry. You see, this was not the first time I had 
asked to have a crib again. It was an ongoing battle from the time I 
was three and I was finally dragged, literally kicking and screaming, 
out of my old baby crib and installed in a toddler bed that even had 
sides on it in a desperate attempt to mimic the crib I refused to leave. 
They sold the crib immediately so that it wasn’t even around for me 
to get into. I cried and cried for many nights in the toddler bed and 
repeatedly crawled out of it and went to my parent’s bed which was 
the only place of night-time solace I had left. 

Over the ensuing months, I cried and complained and chewed 
through endless pacifiers in rage and frustration. I wanted my crib 
back, but it wasn’t coming back - ever. I missed my crib terribly. I 
missed the bars and the bumpers and the solid ends and the feeling 
that I was safe. All these things were important to me but also the 
knowledge that it made me dependent on one of my parents to get 
me out. Yes, I could probably climb out and a few times did, but I 
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craved that dependence on even the tiny things like getting me up in 
the morning. 

Did I mention that I was still using a pacifier at three? Well, 
that is not all that rare, even for daytime, but what about still using a 
pacifier in bed at nine years of age? That was me and if you think my 
parents were lazy or ultra-permissive, that was not at all the case. I 
gave them hell. 

If the crib was a battle, the pacifier was the war. The crib was 
easy to remove, the pacifier, not so much. Like every other set of 
parents, they tried to take the pacifier away in stages. Take it away 
at mealtimes, then some playtimes and eventually, just at night and 
then mysteriously… it disappears. This is the parental playbook and 
with some variation on ages, works in every case. Except for me and 
as I now understand, some others as well. The pacifier stayed firmly 
in my mouth and any attempt to remove it for any reason other than 
drinking or eating brought tears and more than a few tantrums.  

It is easy to forgive my parents for letting me keep a pacifier 
at night in my bedroom until I was nine. Not that I gave it up even 
then without a fight, but by that age, I was powerfully aware of the 
baby within and was trying to deal with it, and giving up a pacifier 
made a degree of sense. A week of bad sleep, complete with tears, 
nightmares, and a feeling of great loss ensued but as a family, we 
succeeded and shortly after I turned nine, every one of my many 
pacifiers mysteriously disappeared. 

My older sister was not like some who torment and terrify 
their younger siblings. Carter was pretty cool about it and while a lot 
older than me, she had an understanding of my struggles that 
exceeded even my parents. She rarely teased or mocked me (she 
wasn’t a saint after all!) but tried to just be a good older sister to me. 
She was the first person I told that I wasn’t really a preteen at all. I 
was still a baby. I still remember her face when I told her that. It was 
a face of ‘as if I didn’t know!’ 
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But if Carter knew, my parents did not. In their 
understandable desire to have children as normal as possible, they 
ignored the signs that something was indeed different about me. And 
so, on my fifth birthday, after making multiple hints about a new two-
wheeler bike (with requisite trainer wheels) and a new ‘big girl bed’ 
to replace my still present toddler bed, I instead asked for a crib. 

Looking back now I cringe at my uncaring and ridiculous 
response. I was never going to get a crib, no matter what and I only 
made it harder for everyone by asking for one. I did get my two-
wheeler bicycle even though I was more than happy on my little 
toddler three-wheeler, but after trying it, I was quite enthusiastic 
about it. Not so much with my ‘big girl bed’. It had no side rails, was 
higher up, seemingly huge to my still very small frame and it terrified 
me. I tried to be calm the first night, but I cried a little and for the first 
time, my sister slept with me the first few nights. She was almost ten 
years old by then and even now, still my best friend and helper. By 
the end of the first week, I was able to sleep in my new bed along 
with a pile of soft toys and a doll. Along with my pacifier and a night 
light, I was able to somehow convince myself that my enormous bed 
was, in fact, still a crib. I just told myself that I was in a crib and 
surprisingly, it helped. The secret was that Carter would whisper in 
my ear when the light went off that “You are still in your crib, Mel. 
You are still a baby in your crib.”  

Carter understood what was going on and at almost ten years 
old, she knew how to help me. She touched my pacifier with her hand 
and reminded me that I was in a crib and I would drift off happily – 
in my ‘crib’. 

The skill that Carter unintentionally gave me was to help me 
through the traumas of the baby teenage years and the even more 
difficult baby adult years. By telling me to imagine a scenario that 
was different from physical reality, she helped me create my own 
internal baby world that helped me cope. If only some therapists 
would take hold of a ten-year-old’s wisdom and help others like me 
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to find a way through a world that we don’t fit into very easily. Then 
came the diaper issue. 

Diapers - the nuclear baby experience. 

We all want to wear diapers and I was no different. Carter 
potty trained at the inconvenient (for me) age of two and not long 
after, at night. By the time I was born, diapers were no longer even 
in the house. I went through the rigors of toilet training at a similar 
time and it is probably no surprise to anyone that it was not 
successful early on. I turned three still fully untrained and in diapers 
and with absolutely no intention of ever leaving diapers behind. The 
connection of my babyhood and diapers was absolute and I even 
remember that moment of monumental stupidity at the age of three 
and a half informing my mother that I was never stopping wearing 
diapers! 

I may have been quite smart for my age, but that was as dumb 
as it gets. From that moment on, toilet training started in earnest and 
I fought it just as hard. By my fourth birthday, my friends were now 
out of day diapers and so the peer pressure finally convinced me to 
acquiesce and to give them up during the day. I was paradoxically 
very proud of myself and my parents were even happier.  

Nights, however, were still wet and I knew that it was more 
socially acceptable to wear diapers to bed, even at school age. I had 
a seven-year-old cousin that I learned still wore them for bed and so 
I figured I had until then at least to still wear them. Again, my 
motivation was largely infantile. They just made perfect sense to me. 
I was so tiny for my age that baby or toddler diapers still fit me, and 
I didn’t even need to wear the larger ones for ‘older kids’. It was still 
the era of plain diapers and not the best fitting or performing ones 
either, but I didn’t start off in cloth diapers like so many others did. 
Carter wore cloth. I wore disposables.  

They were comfortable and still in my toddler bed at that 
time, I felt safe and infantile. The arrival of the ‘big bed’ was 
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traumatic as I mentioned, but I started sleeping in it still wearing 
diapers and so there was some comfort flowing through, but as soon 
as I was comfortable in there, the night time diapers became an issue. 

The truth is that I was blessed with good bladder and bowel 
control and so should have been toilet trained as early and as easily 
as Carter, but my babyness refused to let go. I was five and a half, 
sleeping in a big girl bed and still wearing diapers when my parents 
announced that it was time to stop needing them. At that age, we 
think we are very clever when in truth, we are transparently obvious. 
I had actually stopped wetting at night a year before and I would 
wake in the morning in a dry diaper and then wet it deliberately. Not 
every morning at first, but there was the occasional dry morning, 
followed by dry diapers regularly and finally, never wet. 

What I didn’t know though is that my parents were way ahead 
of me. In discussions with them since – the more embarrassing kinds 
of chats that can be had – I discovered that my mom would come into 
my room at 5 am and check my diaper before I awoke at the God-
ordained preteen time of 6 am and discover I was dry. The gig was 
up! 

To their credit, they took their time about it and by the time 
they took diapers away, I was no longer a bedwetter and hadn’t been 
for some months. The first few nights were another flurry of tears 
and wet beds. I hated not being diapered and decided to ‘punish’ my 
mother by wetting my bed.  

She never said a word.  

She just changed my sheets when they were wet in the 
morning. The weakness in my rebellion is that wet beds are very 
uncomfortable, and a bit of extra washing was no big deal to her. My 
mutiny was short-lived, and the wet beds ended as quickly as they 
had begun. I was now formally a ‘big girl’, albeit one still with a night 
pacifier and it certainly ‘pacified me’. 
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Many of you reading this know how you tried desperately to 
hide your diaper/baby side from parents and indeed, everyone and 
was largely successful. A lot fail to completely hide it but try and 
laugh it off or ignore it if caught out. My infancy was so obvious and 
problematic that not even my parents could just ignore it. By the time 
I was nine years old  and I finally had pacifiers taken away, they were 
aware that something was very definitely not ‘right’. I was showing 
my academic smarts and topping the class mostly and making them 
proud. But at home, I was still sucking my thumb, playing with toys 
well below my age, and showing baby traits and while I tried to hide 
them, I was unsuccessful. 

My parents were excellent to me during this time even though 
they did not understand it and as they later admitted, feared it 
greatly. They tried to transition me slowly into adulthood and in 
looking back, admit that this was a great strategy in that it more-or-
less worked. To that end, I was allowed to keep my childhood toys in 
my room and to retain some of the trappings of childhood well into 
my teens all to simply assuage the worst of my ‘troubles’. With lesser 
parents, my growing up could have been an endless nightmare and 
traumatized me like some adult babies are today. But it was still a 
frustration for us all. I have since thanked them for their 
understanding as my babyness is still apparent, if under better 
control. 

We didn’t have a name for it, and we didn’t explicitly talk 
about it. They had gotten me out of diapers, ended my pacifier use 
and I now slept happily in a big-girl bed. It was a victory of sorts for 
all concerned, but internally, I was still as much a baby as I was when 
I was one-year-old and craving intimate contact with my mother via 
the breast and then bottle. Even today, breast and bottle feeding 
takes me right back to that moment of ultimate intimacy of mother 
and baby. Being able to remember it, even if a little blurry, only 
cements that intimacy as the ultimate expression of babyhood and 
dependence. 
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I was not given the choice to end bottle-feeding. A night-time 
bottle was granted me until I was three and a bit, but then it was 
withdrawn. Like every other aspect of the hated ‘growing up’, I 
complained – often, but to no avail. 

I went to high school as one of the smallest, but also smartest, 
students. I was feeling confident, happy, and reveling in my new-
found independence as a young teenager. For a while, I felt as if I had 
conquered the ‘hulk’ within me which instead of being a green 
monster, was a six-month-old, non-verbal, diapered infant. I felt 
relieved because I was more than aware that the powerful drive to 
be a baby again was usually a negative force. And then it happened. 

I remember the day like it was yesterday and, in some ways, 
it was. Part of me still lives there. 

I was fourteen years old and I felt as if I had conquered the 
beast inside but during that night, I dreamt about being a baby again. 
It was powerful, full-color, detailed and I was wearing diapers again, 
sucking my pacifier, sleeping in a crib, and cuddling my favorite 
teddy bear. I was one year old again and it felt oh so real. Way too 
real. 

The monster had re-awakened. 

When I awoke that morning, I was confused and unsure 
where I was for a short time while I tried to understand what was 
happening. And then I wet my bed. I was awake, but it wasn’t 
deliberate. It was infantile. I laid there trying to find myself but all I 
could do was respond like an infant and I began by wetting myself. 
My thumb was in my mouth, I was hugging my bear and desperately 
wanting the baby rattle which I knew was discarded at the back of 
my cupboard. But I dared not get out of bed. It was still my crib as far 
as I understood. I needed mommy. 

I began to cry. I cried softly at first, but insistently, and I 
remember being surprised at how I sounded. My sister – who was at 
college by then but was serendipitously home that week – heard my 
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cries and came into my room. She pulled back my sheets and saw 
what had happened and went to get mom. The two of them managed 
to get my wet pajamas off and dress me in fresh ones while the bed 
was stripped, and the mattress flipped. There was an even bigger 
problem because, despite their constant questions and concerns, I 
was not able to answer them. I was effectively non-verbal. Even 
though my mind was functioning, I was existing as a baby and the 
baby was very much in control and I was unable to speak. 

My mom refers to that day as the scariest time of her life 
because she thought I had suffered a mental breakdown but while I 
sobbed, she just hugged me tightly while Carter remade my bed and 
mom put me back to bed. The two of them sat with me as I played 
with some toys, sucking my thumb and I was finally settled and 
happy. While I was not aware of the passage of time, I was apparently 
in my baby state for around four hours and unable to speak for three 
of them before I could manage baby speech. It was my first 
experience of full, uncontrolled regression with all the bells and 
whistles. I spent the remainder of the day in a semi-teen, semi-baby 
state and I did retrieve my old rattle and play with it on the floor for 
a while. 

Things changed after that as they clearly had to. I was taken 
to a number of psychologists, all of whom were completely ignorant 
of what was happening to me, but I persevered because the ‘hulk’ 
was something I desperately had to learn to control. But the 
experience had also re-ignited the flame of my infancy and it would 
not be doused. And the first fires were called… diapers. 

The nuclear baby desire for diapers was back. 

I was fourteen and interested in clothes and boys and bands 
and makeup but above all of those came diapers. I wanted diapers 
desperately above all else. I wanted a pacifier again. I also wanted a 
crib again, but I knew that wasn’t going to happen. I might be able to 
hide a pacifier and a few diapers, but not a crib. 
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But that reminds me of a time when as a family we visited 
some friends who had a baby and I took that rare opportunity to get 
in her crib. I was eleven at the time and could still fit with a bit of 
effort. To me, it was like floating on clouds – a perfect experience. 
Carter saw me and dragged me out before I was discovered. I was 
actually floating back to infancy in the crib - the early onset of 
regression, I imagine. It was glorious and until I went back into a crib 
again many years later, it was the experience I wanted desperately 
to repeat. 

But diapers could be hidden – or at least I surmised they 
could.  

My parents were well-off, but that financial freedom did not 
extend to me. I received a small amount of pocket-money similar to 
most of my friends, but it was trivial compared to my desires and 
wants. Diapers were now my passion above all other things. At 
thirteen, I finally bought my first pack of baby diapers while riding 
home from school on my bike. I was as nervous as a shop-lifter when 
I picked up a pack of baby diapers, assuming my minuscule frame 
could still fit into them. I was right – more or less. 

I was excited beyond belief as I rushed upstairs with my 
backpack and diapers. I remember deliberately leaving some of my 
books at school to leave room for the diapers so mom wouldn’t see 
them bulging in my backpack. I felt giddy as I tore open the packet 
and slipped on my first diaper in years. They were too small really, 
but I didn’t care. I could make them fit by stretching them and when 
I finally had it on, I felt weak with excitement. I danced around the 
room wearing them underneath my mundane school uniform feeling 
the best I had in a long time. Then I wet them. 

Oh, the joy! 

The bliss I experienced as I wet my first teen diaper is a 
memory that is still complete for me.  

I felt right. 
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I felt safe. 

I felt complete. 

I was a baby again. 

I had a large bedroom with a lot of cupboards and nooks and 
crannies for storing ‘stuff’ and so my first packet of 16 baby diapers 
lasted… 16 days. One a day, every afternoon after school and on the 
weekend, I put one on in the early hours and then faked sleeping-in 
for a few hours of infantile bliss. The wet diapers were successfully 
dumped on the way to school and my attention to detail and personal 
hygiene meant I was undetected. 

My next pack of diapers was the result of a bit more 
investigation and a size bigger, meaning that while still tight, they fit 
better. This was before the widespread advent of the internet and so 
my research was largely limited to visiting stores and trying not to 
be obvious when shopping with my parents. 

Then I found Goodnites… They were diapers not just for 
babies but for older kids and that was me! When I first pulled on a 
Goodnite, I felt a rush of what I now would describe as… reality or 
authenticity. The Goodnites fit me perfectly with no stretching and 
while I was older than what they were marketed at, the sizing was 
perfect. I wore it to bed that night. All night. When I woke in the 
morning it was the first thing I realized and so naturally, I wet it. The 
excitement filled my body as I was able to experience being in a bed 
in a wet diaper that properly fit me. 

My pocket money was sparse and I couldn’t buy anywhere 
near the number of diapers I wanted without my financial lack being 
noticed and questioned. Then came the disaster that all of you knew 
was predictable and unavoidable. 

I was caught. 

That night I decided to yet again wear a Goodnite to bed and 
enjoy its tender embrace and then wake and allow it to absorb my 
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pee just as any baby would – which is exactly what I did. What I didn’t 
plan on was my mother barging in to remind me to get ready for 
school. My right to absolute privacy as a thirteen-year-old was not 
yet in existence and so she saw me wearing only my pajama top and 
a very soggy diaper. 

I won’t go into too much detail on the ensuing conversation 
because many of you as adult babies – or teen babies – have been 
through a variation on the theme. She asked if I was having ‘trouble’ 
– a euphemism for bedwetting. I briefly thought of lying, but my mom 
was very smart and very sharp. She knew I had had no problems in 
the preceding years and so I said wasn’t. The next question was 
obvious – why? My answer was the same one every teen gives when 
caught doing something they shouldn’t be doing. I just wanted to. It 
didn’t wash of course and when I came home that night, my secret 
stash of diapers was gone.  

I wish Rosalie Bent’s book - So, your teenager is wearing 
diapers! – had been available then for my parents to read. It wasn’t 
that they were mad or that I was being punished. They were better 
than that. But they had no idea what was going on with me and I 
couldn’t explain it to them either. I was smart enough to not say ‘I 
want to be a baby again’ to them. That was only going to freak them 
out. But my mom knew anyhow. She had seen me up close for over 
thirteen years and traversed the challenges of cribs, pacifiers, and 
late potty training. She knew something was not quite right. It was 
six months later that I had my big regression experience and from 
then on, my ‘problem’ was out in the open. It was not fun because up 
until then, I took solace in the secrecy of my feelings. Now, they were 
out in the open and parents are not who you want to discuss your 
deepest, inner secrets with. 

My desire for diapers didn’t ebb, but rather as puberty hit, 
exploded with a fury that was unquenchable and caused me to do 
things like steal and hide diapers, buy secret pacifiers and spend 
hours in the middle of the night lying in bed sucking on them, wetting 


