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Introduction 

 
t was a couple of decades ago now, back in the antiquity of the 
20th century, that a newspaper story caught my attention. It 
would have been ignored by most people as an oddity that 

consumed their attention for a few seconds at most. But for me, it 
spoke to a deeper and hidden truth. 

In the news-story, it referred to a man in his 80s who had 
just died, but who had spent many decades living as an infant and 
who had been cared for by his sister. Instantly, I knew what they 
were talking about. In the brief article, it spoke of how the man had 
given up being an adult decades before and had reverted to the full-
time life of a baby, complete with nappies, plastic pants and 
sleeping in a cot. The details were scant, but I am pretty sure both 
you and I can fill in much of the details. Any adult baby who wears 
nappies and sleeps in a cot knows the rest of the story in broad 
strokes. 
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What set this story apart for me was the nature of his 
infancy. It was full-time, unremitting and by all accounts, a 
completely infant lifestyle with little or no adult behaviour at all. 
The only differences between him and a real baby were size and 
actual age. 

I was intrigued and a little incredulous about how being a 
full-time baby would actually work. You see, I am the ‘mother’ of an 
adult baby and so, I was not that far removed from the story. It was 
just the extent of the babying that was different. At that point, I had 
already been mothering my adult baby for over five years in a part-
time capacity. 

But the extent is the point.  

There is a very big difference between a lot of babying and 
nothing but babying. There is a huge difference between being a 
baby in mind and actions a lot of the time and being so all of the 
time.  

I was living as the parent/mother of an adult baby who was 
an infant a lot of the time and something about this story both 
attracted and at the same time, deeply concerned me. A question 
plagued me and refused to disappear. 

What would it be like if my baby/husband were to revert to 
being a baby all of the time? Not simply a lot of the time or even most 
of the time, but all of the time? 

The question concerned me a great deal because I was 
already living with a trend. The Adult Baby I married already wore 
nappies. That was odd enough for most people. Then the baby 
desires and needs got stronger and broader. Despite giving him a 
lot of time as a baby, it was never really enough. I was annoyed at 
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first, thinking it was just a weakness of character or greed that just 
wanted more… 

I was wrong. 

And so, I come to the present day where I do in fact, live with 
a full-time, permanent, adult infant. I never thought it would 
happen and until I read that newspaper article, assumed it didn’t 
actually happen at all to anyone ever. And then, my baby became 
just a baby and in large measure, the adult almost disappeared. 

And as it was happening, I discovered I was not alone. There 
are other ‘parents’ of full-time adult babies. Certainly not many, but 
that they existed at all was a huge shock to me. 

And so here I am, writing a book for a purpose I am still 
unsure of. No one is ever going to actively choose full and 
permanent infancy, either as a parent or as the baby. But it still 
happens, nonetheless. And then there are the much larger group of 
people who are barely adult at all and have just enough adulthood 
to cope with daily basic needs and no more. Most of us know people 
like that. It may, in fact, be you, the reader. 

This book is my journey, but also my help-guide to others 
who may be in this situation already or facing it as a future 
possibility, either as the parent or as the baby. 

The news article I read was brief, but it implied that for over 
40 years, the sister had fully babied the brother right up until his 
death. By the time my husband and I eventually pass away, he too 
will have been a complete infant for forty years. 

Here is my experience and take on the circumstance of 
complete and permanent infantile regression. 
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In the beginning… 

 
y name is Maggie, the short version of a name more suited 
to a grandmother than a happy eight-year-old girl who for 
the first time had met Charlie, an eight-year-old boy. Our 

parents had met somewhere and immediately clicked and so it was 
that we were over at their house on a Saturday night and being the 
same age, played and ran around like the children we were. I was a 
slightly tomboyish girl, so running around, kicking balls and 
throwing sticks or riding bikes was pretty much what I enjoyed 
doing. 

My story with Charlie started that first night when at around 
8 pm a looming bedtime beckoned for us both. I had three older 
brothers who at that time were 12, 14 and 15. They would be 
allowed to stay up later, but Charlie and I were doomed to be sent 
to bed at the still-later-than-usual time of 9 pm.  

I put on my own pyjamas which were disturbingly girlish for 
a tomboy, while Charlie was surprisingly taken by his mother to get 
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ready for bed. It took only a minute after he came out again to work 
out why.  

Charlie was wearing a nappy. 

Being as subtle as all kids were, I asked him if he was 
wearing a nappy and when he confirmed it, he added that he still 
wet the bed. He was unconcerned, as was I. 

There couldn’t be anything less surprising to me than an 
eight-year-old-boy who wet his bed. You see, all three of my older 
brothers still wet the bed although, if memory serves me well, my 
oldest brother had only just ceased wetting the sheets at that stage. 

The only surprising thing was the use of nappies. My 
brothers had wet sheets every single morning, much to the 
frequently expressed frustration of my mother. To me, wearing 
nappies seemed like an eminently practical thing to do and I made 
the mistake of suggesting this to my mother. That did not go down 
well! She was very angry at me, thinking I was somehow mocking 
their bedwetting when my own had ceased at the same time as 
general toilet training at something like the age of two – not that I 
remember. I was not a bedwetter. My brothers all were, and I 
picked up the delicious bit of overheard confession years later that 
my father had also wet his bed until his late teens as well. 

As far as I was concerned, boys wet the bed a very long time 
and so, Charlie being a bedwetter seemed both natural and normal. 
Only the nappy was different, and it seemed like a good idea to me. 
Even at the ridiculously pre-pubescent age of eight, I can remember 
deciding that I would one day keep my own boy children in nappies 
like Charlie. No wet smelly sheets for me to wash! 

Ironically, of course, none of my children wet the bed more 
than once each after nappies were taken away. Their father, 
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however, to this day, has still never had a dry night and now, never 
will. 

There was something else about Charlie that I liked. He was 
an only child and so his parents doted on him and without other 
siblings to push him along, was really quite babyish, and longer 
than normal. I am not saying that Charlie’s babyness came from 
that. Rather, I think his babyness was subliminally overserved and 
catered to. Good or bad idea? I don’t know, but since adult babies 
are who they are with little regard for upbringing, it is probably a 
moot point. He was treated like a baby in many ways, but I doubt it 
affected the ultimate outcome significantly or even at all. 

Charlie had a lot of toys. His parents seemed richer than 
mine at the time, but I now understand they had just one child to 
pander to, while my poor parents had to deal with four of us on 
roughly the same budget. 

Charlie had a lot of teddy bears and soft toys and I enjoyed 
playing with them with him. My tomboyish nature had somehow 
caused many of my childish toys to be discarded or given away and 
so at Charlie’s house, I could indulge my girlish side more openly. Of 
course, I look back now and see that Charlie was doing exactly the 
same thing, but not knowing it at the time. 

We grew up together. We lived close enough that riding our 
bikes to each other’s place was relatively easy, back in a time when 
parents actually allowed their offspring to venture out into the 
‘dangers’ of the wide-open world on a bike. We ended up at the 
same schools all through high school as well. 

While I knew that most kids didn’t wear nappies much, 
Charlie was still wearing them to bed when we were both twelve-
year-olds. By this stage, only my youngest brother was still wetting 
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the bed at age sixteen and so the relative oddness of Charlie being 
in night nappies still didn’t resonate with me. And when that same 
sibling kept wetting his bed until he was twenty, the notion of 
Charlie being in nappies at night seemed almost normal. 

Part of me knew that there was something a little ‘odd’, but 
not enough to think about it or to be concerned. At this stage, I still 
assumed that one of the biggest differences between boys and girls 
was that boys wet the bed and girls didn’t. A boy cousin of mine wet 
his bed until he was ten and that carefully extracted bit of 
scandalous information only confirmed my hypothesis - boys wet 
the bed, but girls didn’t.  

I laugh at that conclusion now, but at the time, can you 
blame me? Most of the boys I knew up close and personal wet the 
bed. The rumour mill of the school playground outed several other 
bedwetters among my peers and all were boys. Not that I thought 
about it for very long, but I assumed that most if not all of the boys 
in my class wet the bed. It was the classic small sample set fallacy 
but I was twelve, so I can be excused! 

We were just good friends for a very long time. I slept over 
more than a few times in the early years because we got on so very 
well together and Charlie didn’t always make friends easily. We 
slept in the same room until the intrusion of puberty, but before we 
were separated by that hormonal process, I often saw Charlie in a 
nappy – both wet and dry. His mother still put on his nappy at night 
behind closed doors until he was at high school and every morning, 
she would come in and remove it and take it off to be washed later 
on. It all seemed quite normal to me and more importantly, it made 
sense. There was no reason to think anything unusual was going on. 
I am a practical kind of person and choosing a wet nappy over a wet 
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bed made a huge amount of sense. Why would any parent not have 
their bedwetting kids in a nappy? 

Now, many decades later, I see that it was far from normal. It 
still makes sense to me, but Charlie was effectively being coddled by 
his parents and not being encouraged to grow up. Even the worst of 
my bedwetting siblings lost the protection of nappies around the 
time they started school when the regular-sized nappies were too 
small. My brothers are all very big men (and boys) while Charlie is 
more ‘economy sized’. But just the same, the continuation of 
nappies was part of his parents’ slowish demand for him to grow 
up. I found out later that he was still sleeping in a cot until he 
started school. I was never around when he was still in the cot at 
night, but a few times, we found his old baby cot in the shed and I 
saw him in it as an older boy. It was perhaps a harbinger of things 
to come. 

I mention Charlie’s slow childhood development as much to 
say how it changed absolutely nothing about what happened in the 
years and decades later. Charlie’s trajectory back towards infancy 
was always there from the first moments I saw him and well before 
that. It was perhaps one of the things I liked best because when we 
were playing Mummies and Babies, he was always the baby and 
happily so and looking back, very authentically as well. 

His parents could have been strict and forced him to act 
grownup and it would have changed absolutely nothing. They could 
have taken away his nappies at age three and there would have 
been (literally) endless wet sheets thereafter. Charlie was a baby 
right from the start and his emotional development was always a 
veneer around a totally infantile core. I was the first to recognise it, 
I think. His parents were doting, but as a result, a little clueless as 
well. Twice as a young girl, I spied on Charlie being nappied for bed 
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and was astonished by how it looked exactly like I had seen babies 
being nappied.  

And so, it was, that when we both graduated high school, 
Charlie was still wearing and wetting nappies to bed and his 
parents had nothing to say about it at all. My parents were a little 
hypocritical and at the same time, understanding about it. Being 
good friends, they were quite aware that at seventeen, Charlie was 
still in nappies. There was some polite questioning of whether or 
not that was a good thing, but as the parents of boys, the last of 
whom had been dry for no longer than a year at that point, they 
weren’t exactly the beacons of hope and change they wanted to be.  

No one expected Charlie to stop wetting the bed any time 
soon. Not his parents, not my parents and most importantly, not 
me. Why would I? For most of my life, I had woken to the visual and 
odour clues of three wet beds every morning. It was not hidden like 
some kind of disease and when I found the waterproof sheet on my 
parents’ bed as a sneaky ten-year-old, I correctly assumed that 
daddy’s bedwetting had only ‘mostly’ stopped. And even when my 
brothers eventually stopped bedwetting, the plastic mattress 
protector remained until they left home and occasionally was still 
dragooned into protective service. 

I hope by now that you realise that my exposure to nappies 
and bedwetting as a growing girl preconditioned me to the concept 
of adult babies, even without knowing anything about them. And of 
course, I didn’t know a thing about them and apparently, neither 
did anyone else. It was the early 1980s, pre-internet and as regards 
uncommon behaviours, prehistoric. 

We were both probably around sixteen when we discovered 
that we were the opposite sex and that there was something 
meaningful to that. Charlie might have been slow to grow up and 
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mature, but I was no textbook example of maturity either. I loved 
reading, I loved schoolwork, I loved bike riding and running and I 
was around sixteen before my hormones finally switched on my sex 
drive and my interest in… boys. Luckily for me, babyness and 
nappies notwithstanding, Charlie began to discover girls at around 
the same time. 

We began to go out together. It was at first, very platonic 
with the occasional holding of hands and even less frequent kissing. 
It felt old, but a good kind of odd. When I talk to others about their 
first loves, I realise that Charlie and I were quite different in many 
ways. He didn’t start masturbating until sixteen and I was even 
later. Our relationship was still largely about having fun and being 
together and while I didn’t notice it until a lot later, I was the one in 
charge. I decided what we did and where we went. It was natural 
and it worked very well. It wasn’t anything like being in a classic 
female-led relationship – even though it was. It was more like a 
parent/child one even then, except we didn’t know it at the time. 

When a couple first has sexual intercourse, it is a big deal 
and an even bigger deal when it is the first time for both people. 
Charlie and I first had intercourse after we had been dating for 
several years. We were home alone at his house and while lying on 
his bed, I could hear the noise of his plastic mattress protector as he 
thrust into me.  

Like most first times, it was exceedingly quick. What I 
noticed though was Charlie’s facial expression when he was making 
love to me. It was a different face to his normal one. It was the face 
of a child. I know that right now, some of you reading this will recoil 
in horror at the notion. I will deal with this question in detail later 
on, but it was the first time I had seen Baby Charlie so powerfully, 
or at least as best I knew.  
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I witnessed an inscrutable face full of wonder and 
excitement and yet, tinged with confusion. When he finally 
orgasmed, he collapsed on top of me and cried. Not just a little cry, 
but sobbing for quite some time. 

That was not how I expected my first time to be! 

It was however still pretty good, but the sobbing child aspect 
was quite unexpected. When I look back, I remember how I wasn’t 
disturbed - only surprised. Deep down inside, I knew that I had 
seen that face before during playtimes in years past. It was the face 
of a child – a much younger child than he was at the time. Sex just 
brought out that baby much more powerfully and obviously. 

It wasn’t the last time that happened. If I am being truthful, 
Baby Charlie made an appearance at every sexual union. He tried to 
fake being an adult, but I knew better. I could see it in his face as I 
took his clothes off. His features softened, his voice grew more 
childish and he even held himself differently. By the time he 
entered me, Baby Charlie was fully in control. 

I had known Charlie for nearly twelve years when I finally 
realised that he was not like anyone else I’d ever met. He was an 
adult baby, but not just an adult baby, but a girl adult baby. 

Up until then, I was on board with my boyfriend being a bit 
different to most, but showing feminine behaviour and the sudden 
appearance of panties… that was my first clue that something very 
big was up. And it really wasn’t what you would call ‘normal’. 
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Panties and Nappies – why do 
they go together? 

 
anties. 

To me, mere underwear. To boys, a covering of that most 
mysterious and sacred location. To boys like Charlie, 
however, they are a badge of honour and a symbol of 

identification. 

Charlie began wearing panties in his late teens. At first, it 
was a secret endeavour, hidden from the world at large, including 
myself and his parents. Except his parents actually knew all along. 

Charlie’s mother did all his washing, tidying and pretty much 
everything he needed to do. As a result, his bedroom was not his 
sanctuary. His mother cleaned every nook and cranny and it took 
only days for his first pair of girl’s panties to be discovered, hidden 
behind a drawer where only an obsessive and overbearing mother 
would find them. That, however, was his mother! 
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It was two years before I was to find he had begun wearing 
panties and if nappies were not really hidden, his panties were. 

Rather than encourage her son to wear boy’s underwear and 
throwing out his panties, his mother bought him more and kept 
them washed and (yes!) ironed at the back of a drawer no one else 
would go to. 

He finished his high school wearing panties to school and 
while a lot of boys wear panties for their own reasons and mostly 
sexual ones, Charlie wore his so he could be who he felt he was – 
part girl. 

We talked about everything. We talked so intimately, that we 
even discussed his occasional problem with nappy rash and 
laughed about it. But in our still-virgin years, we had never seen 
each other’s ‘bits’ and therefore the panties were well hidden.  

Sexual intimacy, however, was the tripwire for his pantie-
wearing. Being a boy and not thinking far enough ahead to wear 
boy’s underwear on a date, I first discovered his panties by slipping 
my hand inside his trousers. I was expecting to be surprised when I 
touched my first penis, but I touched pantie-lace first and the 
adventure ended rather quickly. We said nothing that night, but the 
next time we were together, the topic came up and we talked 
about… 

Panties. 

I was naïve to be sure. My brothers didn’t wear panties (I 
think). My father didn’t wear panties (I hope!). Boys wetting the 
bed was normal to me, but boys wearing panties, however, was not. 
I just didn’t know why he was doing it. 

So, he lied to me. 
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And I accepted his lie, knowing exactly what it was. 

He told me that he liked the look and feel of girls’ panties 
and preferred to wear them. As a girl who wore plain and functional 
underwear, I was taken aback by a boyfriend with not only better 
taste in panties, but a lot more of them as well. Discovering that 
most were bought by his mother actually made sense to me - if you 
believe it. She bought him increasingly large nappies and plastic 
pants and was slow to stop putting them on him. That she would 
buy him pretty (and expensive) panties, somehow fit the profile of 
the obsessive and over-involved mother I had seen at work. I loved 
her immensely, but I think she would have changed his nappies up 
until we were married if he let her. And possibly after! 

And so, it was that when I finally did touch his penis for the 
first time in a teenage grab-fest at a drive-in movie, I had to 
negotiate the lace edging on his panties first of all. When his own 
hand made a move on me, I secretly hoped he would be more 
interested in my body than my panties. Fortunately, he was, but 
right up until the moment of contact, I was not sure. It was our first 
sexual encounter of sorts and we were both wearing panties. Just as 
an aside, I bought new panties for that date knowing there was a 
good chance of ‘touch and feel’. I just didn’t want my boyfriend to 
be wearing better panties than me. It might seem childish, but I still 
giggle at that memory.  

We were both at university although in different courses. I 
studied education and eventually became a middle-school teacher 
while Charlie struggled through to barely pass an Arts degree and 
then land an entry-level job in a bank. It was during university that I 
came to meet and understand Baby Melissa. 

The bedwetter made sense. Even at university, I still 
entertained the notion that boys wet the bed for a very long time 
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and girls didn’t. The fact he wore nappies to bed made perfect 
practical and pragmatic sense to me. Wearing panties was a bit of 
an outlier, but the explanation of ‘more comfortable’ still carried 
credibility with me, even if a bit strained. I loved Charlie and I 
adored him and so, like most women, I was more than a little blind 
to his oddities. 

But in our second year at University, I met him for lunch and 
I immediately noticed that he was wearing a nappy. It was the days 
of thick cloth nappies and plastic pants and the bulkiness was 
certainly visible. Most other people would not have known, but I 
was intimately aware of his shape and size and the nappy was 
blindingly obvious to me. 

I was shocked. 

My atypical experience of family and my pragmatic approach 
to life could explain away many things, but wearing a nappy to 
university, was not one of them. Charlie didn’t wet his pants (or 
panties). He wet his bed. So, nappies for bedtime made sense, but 
not nappies for daytime. And it was at that point that my discovery 
of adult babies began. 

Charlie tried in his halting and unsteady manner to explain 
how he felt like a baby at times. He told me how he had been 
wearing nappies at home outside of bedtime for quite a while and 
his mother had been accommodating him, but he had hidden it from 
me because of embarrassment. Wearing nappies to university that 
day had been not something done on a whim but decided on after a 
long discussion with… his mother. 

I was furious. 

His mother? 
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Yes, I was furious that as his long-standing girlfriend, he had 
hidden ‘this’ from me and worse, his mother knew all about it. It 
was our first argument and it nearly tore us apart. I was trying to be 
the best girlfriend I could be, and we had discussed marriage at 
some stage and so I felt I deserved to be involved in the big issues of 
his life. And then I found out about day nappies and worse. He was 
an adult baby! 

Now, I didn’t know what that actually meant. Explaining that 
ABs are people that like to wear nappies and dress up as babies 
tells you very little about what is really going on. In fact, it is 
probably more lie than truth. I avoided him for a week, fuming 
about the way he had ignored me and not let me in on his ‘baby 
thing’, whatever that was. Obviously, we did get eventually over it, 
but it was a huge moment and something that was a watershed for 
us both. 

Apparently, at the same time as his panties had been 
discovered, he had admitted to his mother that he wanted to be a 
baby girl. Once again, I was angry and heartbroken. How did my 
boyfriend tell his mother of all people, such deep secrets and 
personal struggles and not tell me?  

Charlie had been wearing nappies at home, outside of bed 
from his last year at high school. He made sure I never saw them, 
and his mother simply bought more of them to accommodate 
increased use. At no time did she try and stop him from wearing 
them and I was mystified by that. Why would his mother not try 
and keep nappies to bedtime? Why not try and encourage him to 
stop bedwetting? The truth that eventually dribbled out (yeah, I see 
the irony!) was that neither of his parents ever made any genuine 
effort to stop him from wearing nappies to bed. His bedwetting was 
partly the result of his babyness, but also partly from a lack of 


