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The Book Club 

 
 

 “Welcome, Samantha!” said Chelsea, as she hugged the 
young woman in the doorway of her expansive Los Angeles home. 
“Come on in!” 

“It’s a glorious day outside!” Samantha exclaimed. “Almost 
too good to be inside. What do you think about having the Book 
Club in the pool?” 

“Not sure how that would work, Sam. Come on through to 
the library. You’re the first one here. The others must be running 
late.” 

“Is Baby Emily awake?” she asked, breathlessly. 
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“Yes, she’s in the playpen and it sounds like she is behaving 
herself too. No sounds of crying or thrown toys so far!” she laughed. 

“Has she been misbehaving?” Samantha asked, as they 
walked the long passage of the big house to the library, which was 
situated at the rear. 

“She woke twice during the night and cried, and I had to feed 
her to settle her down. I think it was bad dreams, but she seems fine 
this morning. She doesn’t do that much, so I didn’t really mind. 
Night feeds are a bit of a drag, no matter how cute your baby is!” 

Chelsea pushed open the double carved wooden doors to the 
large library and at one end was a large wooden playpen and inside, 
a baby girl playing happily with a small collection of toys along with 
her favorite teddy bear named Jessica. 

“Emily!” shouted Samantha. “It’s Auntie Sammy come to see 
my favorite little girl!” 

Emily sat up and held her arms up and made some babyish 
sounds that might have been words. 

“Summy, Summy,” the child gurgled, a grin spreading from 
ear to ear. 

Samantha carefully lifted the latch to the playpen, stepped 
inside and sat among the toys with her. 

“Come to Auntie, little girl!” Samantha said, holding out her 
arms. 

Emily crawled over and cuddled Samantha. The woman 
responded by holding her tight to herself. 

“I so love you, Emily,” she whispered into the ears of the 
infant. “You’ve shown me how to be loved. You are my favorite 
baby!” 
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“Do we have two babies today?” shouted one of the three 
other women, as they stepped through the door. 

Samantha grinned back at them, still cuddling the big baby 
girl. 

“Girls, just take a seat while I get Barbara to bring us some 
food and…” Chelsea laughed. “A glass of wine!” 

The three women took a seat in the circle of chairs at the 
other end of the library. 

“Sammy,” exclaimed Donna. “Are you going to get out of 
there and join us or do you plan on doing Book Club sitting on your 
ass in a playpen?” 

“I might just stay here,” she replied with a huge smile. “The 
company is a bit better here! She’s a lot cuter than you and she 
smells of baby powder!” 

“Don’t let Chelsea catch you trying to steal her baby!” 
Elizabeth chimed in. “We all know how much effort it was to get her 
in the first place. If you want one, get your own!” 

“I’m not trying to steal her,” Samantha said, as she carefully 
extracted herself from the playpen and the child’s embrace. “I just 
love big babies and she smells wonderful. There is nothing quite 
like the smell of baby girls.” 

“She isn’t wet or dirty then?” asked Laura, the third of the 
women. “Babies all smell bad to me! Yuck!” 

“I didn’t check, but I think she is still dry. She certainly 
smells clean. All those adorable baby smells!” 

The doors opened again and Barbara, the housekeeper, 
walked in with a tray of small sandwiches and placed them on the 
table in the middle of the circle. 
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“And here’s what you really came for!” announced Chelsea, 
walking in with a bottle of white wine. 

The five women sat down in the circle of chairs, as the 
housekeeper carefully poured them each a glass of wine. 

“It’s a special day soon,” Chelsea announced. “You all know 
that it is almost a year since Emily first came here to be my baby.” 

They all automatically looked over at the infant lying on her 
back and playing with a rattle, sucking strongly on her pacifier. 

“She has changed my life and it was the best decision ever. 
No regrets.” 

“Not even when she has dirty diapers?” asked Laura. “I’ve 
changed her stinky ass a few times and it’s not the biggest thrill for 
me!” 

“Even then,” Chelsea replied. “I love it now I can breast-feed 
her properly.” 

“I bet you do!” said Elizabeth in a cheeky tone. “We all enjoy 
a bit of… ahem… breastfeeding!” 

The other girls laughed. 

“It’s not like that,” Chelsea countered. “When she feeds from 
me, I feel complete. Anyhow, I am planning a private little birthday 
party for Emily next Saturday morning and you’re all invited. 
Nothing big, just a few presents… from all of you!” she hinted. “And 
a few toys for Emily from me. It is a pity she doesn’t have any baby 
friends yet, but perhaps in time.” Chelsea sighed. “I do need to find 
her some suitable friends to play with.” 

“It’s also the second anniversary of my divorce from that 
dickless loser too,” announced Laura. “So even more good news for 
us!” 
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“So, congrats all round,” said Chelsea. “I have three years 
since divorce number three. Laura, two years since your divorce. 
Elizabeth, you are three years since your second, if I am correct.” 

Elizabeth nodded and lifted her glass of wine in an act of 
celebration. 

“Samantha, our group romantic… You are two years now 
since divorce number two?” 

“Three, but who’s counting?” 

“And Donna…” Chelsea said. “Little Donna… Divorce number 
one coming up in how long?” 

“Thirty days’ time,” Donna said.  

“Let me make a toast!” announced Chelsea, holding up her 
glass of wine. “To the many penises we have enjoyed and the 
useless lumps they were attached to!” 

For a few minutes, the five assembled women ate 
sandwiches, drank wine and relaxed. 

“Okay, girls,” said Chelsea, as she picked up her book. “Time 
to start our book club meeting. Has everyone read the book 
completely?” 

“Just the last chapter to go,” Donna interjected. “I was a bit 
busy last night to finish it.” 

“With a man I hope,” Laura interjected. 

“No, it wasn’t a man,” she replied. 

“A date with your vibrator then,” offered Elizabeth, cheekily. 

“No, it wasn’t that either,” explained Laura. “I was binge-
watching some TV. But yeah, I’ve been on that date too.” 

“Haven’t we all,” said Samantha, a sigh escaping her lips. “So, 
how is it that we are five wealthy, single women in our forties – “ 
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“Thirty-nine, thank you!” interrupted Laura. 

“Five wealthy, single women of unstated age!” continued 
Samantha. “How come we can’t find a man who will love us and be 
loyal to us and comes with a penis bigger than an inch?” 

The group laughed together.  

“And that’s why we have this book club, ladies,” said Chelsea. 
“To help fill our days with intellectual discussion.” 

“And wine.” 

“And talking about Laura’s date with her vibrator!” 

“So how about we get away from our penis-free lives and 
discuss Seven Symbols?” 

The novel, Seven Symbols, had been their assigned novel to 
read during the week and to discuss it together that day. 

“I liked the sex scenes,” offered Donna. “I read one just 
before I went to sleep, and I dreamt about it. It was like the best 
date I’ve been on in a year. The sex might have been just imaginary, 
but then, so are most of my dates!” 

For the next hour, the group discussed the merits of their 
book, with regular side discussions of dating, penises and the losers 
they were attached to. 

“Oh-oh,” said Donna, sniffing the air theatrically. “It smells 
like someone needs their diaper changed!” 

“Well, we are just about finished anyhow, so I’ll go and 
change Emily and then I can put her down for a nap and we can 
head out for a quick lunch. Barbara can keep a lookout for Emily for 
an hour while she sleeps.” 

“I’ll give you a hand,” offered Samantha. “Unlike some, a 
dirty diaper doesn’t freak me out!” 
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Chelsea opened the door of the playpen and holding Emily’s 
hand, they walked unsteadily together down the hallway to the 
infant’s nursery. Walking was a relatively new achievement with 
crawling being Emily’s primary mode of transport. 

“You’ve done such a great job with the nursery, Chelsea. It 
truly looks great. Every time I see it, you’ve done something new. 
Are there three dolls over here new?” 

“I saw them online and just couldn’t leave them there. Emily 
loves dolls and while these are a bit old for her, they look fabulous 
on the bookshelf, don’t you think?” 

The two women looked around the large, richly decorated 
room. It was pink themed, with baby girl toys and patterns 
scattered around. In the center of the room was a very large and 
very expensive painted crib in white and pinks. An extra-long 
change table was up against one wall. 

“I love the crib and I bet Emily loves it too,” Samantha 
commented. “Where did you get this new one? I meant to ask you 
about that. I thought the old one was fine.” 

“I found someone who makes fantastic – and very expensive 
wooden furniture - and he designed and made it for me. I think it is 
an absolute work of art, don’t you?” 

“What did you do with the other crib?” Samantha asked. 

“It’s in the other bedroom, the one I have as Emily’s second 
nursery…” 

“The one you want in case Emily has any friends coming 
over to play and sleep?” 

Chelsea nodded. “Emily needs some babies her age to play 
with at times, but that is going to be hard, you know.” 

“I get it Chels,” she replied. “Maybe we can start working on 
that as a group.” 
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“Come on sweetheart,” said Chelsea softly. “Up on the change 
table so we can change your stinky butt. And yes, that might be a 
good idea.” 

Holding Emily’s hand, Chelsea guided her adult-sized infant 
up on to the change table and laid her down.  

“Legs up, sweetie!” she said, and Emily lifted her legs up 
high. 

“Mumma, Mumma,” gurgled the ‘child’. 

Chelsea quickly untaped the soiled diaper and slid it away. 
Grabbing some wet wipes, she proceeded to carefully wipe the 
excess soil away from her bottom.  

“We’ve seen a lot worse than that haven’t we, Emily?” 
Chelsea said to the prone infant. “A lot worse, miss stinky butt! 
Even Auntie Sammy has seen worse I think!” 

“Can I put her new diaper on?” asked Samantha. 

“Sure thing,” she replied. “Be my guest. I never stop anyone 
willing to diaper up.” 

Samantha unfolded the clean, nursery print, adult-sized 
diaper and slipped it underneath her. 

“You can put your legs down now, darling.” 

Emily lowered her legs and Samantha expertly taped the 
new diaper on firmly. 

“Auntie loves you, Emily, my favorite little baby girl! Do you 
love Auntie?” 

Emily nodded her head and grinned behind the pacifier that 
filled her mouth. 
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“Did you point her penis down when you diapered her?” 
asked Chelsea, when she returned from disposing of the baby 
wipes. 

“Of course,” Samantha replied, with faux indignation. “It’s 
not my first time changing an adult baby, remember? I’ve done this 
like a hundred times!” 

“I know, but I don’t need a soaking crib. She leaked a couple 
of nights ago and made quite a mess of everything. Just let me give 
her a light feed before she goes down for her midday nap,” 
explained Chelsea, as she led Emily to a long couch sitting 
underneath the nursery window. 

Emily laid her full-length adult frame along the couch with 
her head in her mother’s lap. Chelsea lifted her top, unclipped her 
maternity bra and guided Emily’s mouth to her engorged nipple. 

The thirty-one-year-old adult baby, now a nine-month-old 
baby girl, slowly began to suckle and the breast milk flowed into 
her. 

“It’s ironic, you know,” sighed Samantha. “The most 
impressive penis any of us have ever seen is trapped inside a diaper 
and the mind of a baby.” 

Chelsea smiled a peculiar maternal smile as the only baby 
she had ever had, sucked gently on her breast and fed from her 
body. 

“She’s my life now. Emily is my little baby girl and I love her 
so much.” 

 The woman looked down at the face of her feeding infant. 
The baby’s eyes were closed and totally engrossed in the act of 
suckling. 

“You both look so happy, Chelsea,” Samantha said. “I am 
super jealous. You are the only one of us with a child. Ever since 
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Emily came along, you’ve been happier and more fulfilled and look 
at you now, breast-feeding! How lucky are you?” 

The feeding mother just smiled back, enjoying the sunlight 
filtering through the window onto the two of them. 

“That’s why I’ve decided to do the same as you.” 

Suddenly, Chelsea turned her face and stared at the other 
woman. 

“You want a baby too?” she asked, hesitantly. 

“Yes, I want an adult baby just like you have. I’ve been 
thinking about it for a couple of months now and seeing how happy 
you and Emily are, I want the same.” 

“Let’s talk about it over lunch with the girls, okay? It’s a big 
decision as you know, and I don’t want you to rush into it. You 
know how involved and how difficult it is to get a baby like Emily. I 
don’t want you to get hurt in the process.” 

“I know. I was there for you, remember,” she replied. “But I 
want what you’ve got, and I think I want to rescue a baby just like 
you rescued Emily.” 

Chelsea smiled as she recalled how Emily had come to be her 
baby girl. 

Yes, I did rescue her. I probably saved her life. 

Five minutes later, Emily had fed and was nearly asleep on 
her lap. Chelsea laid her down in the exquisite crib, lifted the side 
up and turned on the rotating mobile above her head and the two 
women quietly left the nursery after closing the windows. 

Emily, the thirty-one-year-old infant, was asleep before they 
even closed the door.  

Chelsea opened her smartphone and saw the baby monitor 
image of her daughter asleep in her crib. 
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“Emily’s asleep now. Let’s go to lunch and talk about this 
with the other girls. If you want to do this, you need all of us on 
board.” 

 

 
The meal was delicious and low-calorie as befitting five 

women of wealth and good figures. Sitting on the terrace some 
distance from other groups of diners, Samantha made her 
announcement. 

“I’ve already told Chelsea,” she said, feeling a bit nervous. 
“But I’ve decided to tell you all that I want a baby like Emily as 
well.” 

For a few seconds, the other women were silent as they 
digested what she had said. 

“You want an adult baby?” whispered Donna, making sure 
no one else could hear the bizarre question. 

“I do,” she replied with growing confidence. “I’ve been 
thinking about it for a few months and watching Chelsea with Emily 
made me want the same thing. I know I can make it work as well as 
she has.” 

“So, I guess you want us to help you like we did with 
Chelsea?” asked Elizabeth. 

“If you would, that would be wonderful,” she replied. “At 
least we have learned a lot from last time, and we can avoid some of 
the mistakes.” 

“I’ve been thinking about it too,” said Laura, sitting back in 
her chair. 

“You too?” said Samantha. 
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“I have been thinking about it for a while, but I don’t think I 
could parent an adult baby as well as Chelsea. She’s a natural and I 
think my maternal instinct died in my last divorce. But Emily does 
make it feel like an option maybe, perhaps or… who knows?” 

“Seems like I started something!” laughed Chelsea, a little too 
loudly. A couple two tables away turned and looked at them briefly. 

“Samantha wants an adult baby and sounds like Laura does 
too. So, do you two want one too?”  

Chelsea pointed to Elizabeth and Donna. 

“Not me. At least not yet,” said Donna. “I still have hopes of 
landing a man and an adult baby might not make it easier. But if 
that goes badly, yeah, I would seriously consider an adult baby.” 

“What if that baby was as well-endowed as Emily?” teased 
Laura. 

The five women had all seen Emily’s nine-inch, fully erect 
penis during diaper changes and baths. It was hard for them to 
imagine Chelsea leaving it untouched inside a wet diaper every day. 

“Well, maybe if a nine-incher in a diaper came long I might 
be interested!” she said with a smile. 

“I’d sleep in a crib with an adult baby with that equipment,” 
Laura lamented. “I don’t know how you do it, Chelsea, leaving that 
thing unused every day.” 

“Emily is my baby girl,” she explained. “That just makes it 
different. You know how it is. She is very special to me. She is my 
daughter in every way that matters.” 

The other women nodded their understanding. 

“Lizzy?” Chelsea asked. “What about you?” 

“I talked to my therapist about you and Emily and she thinks 
it is pretty odd, but I look at you and sometimes I’m jealous of you 
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having someone completely dependent on you. No one depends on 
me.” 

“Hmmm,” Chelsea commented. “That’s not really an answer, 
you know.” 

“It’s not a yes,” she replied. “But it’s not a no either. Maybe if 
Samantha finds one, I might consider it. I don’t know.” 

“Babies are a lot easier to handle than husbands!” exclaimed 
Laura. “At least the baby won’t cheat on you!” 

“It sounds to me like we all want what Chelsea has and I’m 
just the first to openly say it!” exclaimed Samantha. 

Subtle nods all around the table confirmed that all four 
childless women were potentially seeking adult baby ‘children’. A 
year of watching the remarkable life of Chelsea and Emily had 
changed their minds from what they thought at first was a foolish 
idea. 

“So, Samantha,” said Chelsea, grinning. “Are you ready to go 
hunting for your adult baby?” 
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The Baby of the 
Baskervilles 

 
 

EIGHTEEN MONTHS EARLIER 

Well girls,” Chelsea asked. “What did you think of 
Baby of the Baskervilles?” 

“It was the weirdest book we’ve read yet,” 
exclaimed Laura. “But I couldn’t put it down though. 

I’ve never read a story quite like it before.” 

“Strangest thing of all is that it is all true!” said Elizabeth. 
“We’ve read some pretty odd books before, but knowing it was all 
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true just made it feel really different and compelling in a way. I’m 
not sure how I feel about it.” 

“Just reading how Stella took a young man and made him 
into a baby took my breath away,” added Chelsea. “Can you imagine 
what it is must be like to have a baby that never grows up and 
twenty years later, is still in a crib and diapers?” 

“I think for me it was how they did it that really blew me 
away,” continued Elizabeth. “I’ve heard of adult babies before, but I 
thought they were just weirdos who wanted to wear diapers and 
stuff. All power to them and all if that’s what they want to do, but to 
know that some of them essentially want to be actual babies, really 
surprised me.” 

“But wasn’t it just gripping, in a way you didn’t expect?” 
offered Laura. “I half expected Baby Rachel to just up and leave 
after a while. I didn’t expect him to just stay and be a baby for all 
that time. And he’s still there! I found it hard to fathom though.” 

Baby of the Baskervilles was the true story of one couple’s 
experience with having an adult baby become their almost literal, 
infant daughter. Starting in the late 1990s, Stella and Brian, a 
childless English couple, unexpectedly came in contact with 
Malcolm, a then twenty-two-year-old man who moved into a 
cottage down the road and immediately displayed a washing line of 
cloth diapers and plastic pants, clearly in adult size.  

Over the next few months, they had befriended Malcolm and 
discovered that he was more than just a bedwetter and, in fact, was 
an adult baby – something they knew nothing about and weren’t 
terribly interested in understanding either. 

Stella was childless and desperate to conceive and had 
previously learned that having a baby herself was impossible. In 
her grief, she involved herself in Malcolm’s life, helping him with 
washing his diapers and listening to his tales of how he felt. Even 
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Brian was intrigued by his unusual interests given his wife’s 
involvement in the young man’s babyish lifestyle. He knew she was 
projecting her own grief at being childless onto Malcolm, but as 
long as she was happy and not crying, he was also happy and 
unworried. And then one day everything changed. 

Stella came over that day to help Malcolm wash his diapers 
as she often did, as part of involving herself in his life. Instead of the 
usual experience, she found the young man crawling on the floor, 
diapered and wearing an infantile dress she had not seen before, 
sucking on a pacifier. He was also playing with infant-style toys that 
must have been hidden in previous trips, but what was most 
remarkable was that he was not an adult at all. It was very obvious 
to her that he wasn’t play-acting, but was in what she called a 
‘trance of infancy’. 

Over the next hour, Stella played with him, spoke baby-talk 
to him and taking a huge risk, changed his wet cloth diapers and 
then put him back to bed for a sleep. 

After that, their lives changed as Stella had discovered that 
Malcolm was at times, an actual baby, not a role-playing adult with 
a bedwetting issue. Once Brian had seen the baby out and playing, 
the two decided they would ‘help’ as best they could. A confusing 
issue for them was that Malcolm was an adult male, but was also a 
baby girl called Rachel. However, it didn’t particularly matter, 
because Malcolm became Rachel and a functioning infant during his 
‘trances’. Baby boy or baby girl seemed to be the least of their 
concerns. 

Both adults immediately gravitated to Baby Rachel and her 
needs for love and security. She wanted desperately what they had 
so much of to give. And so, they brought Rachel more and more into 
their orbit and their home. 

Over the next six months, the couple had taken Baby Rachel 
into their home and effectively ‘trained’ her to be their baby 
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daughter. It was no longer a part-time experience or being merely 
partially infant. Malcolm was transformed into a baby girl who 
differed from an actual infant only in size and the fact that she 
would never grow up. Over two decades later, Rachel was still a 
baby, wetting and soiling her diapers and bottle feeding and her 
parents were as proud of their infant daughter as any other more-
normal parents. 

“I cried partway through it,” said Elizabeth, in an emotional 
voice. “Baby Rachel found her life and real parents and Stella finally 
had a baby girl. It was so weird and bizarre, but I felt so happy for 
them all. Everyone found a place for themselves. I wish everyone 
were so lucky.” 

“I did the same,” added Chelsea. “I cried and then cried some 
more. It really got to me right here.” 

Chelsea put her hand over her heart and then she went 
quiet.  

“I want to ask your opinions on something I’ve been thinking 
about. But don’t jump to conclusions. I want you to think about it 
for a while first.” 

The girls stopped drinking their wine as Chelsea asked her 
question. 

“I would like to have a baby like Rachel for myself.” 

The room went deathly silent. No one said a word for what 
seemed like hours but was in fact, only seconds. 

“You want to have an adult baby as your child?” asked Laura. 
“For real?” 

“Yes, I think I do.” 

“Do you think it’s realistic though?” asked Donna. “Do you 
think it could actually work?” 
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“I don’t know, to be honest,” she replied. “But since I read the 
book, I’ve been wondering all about it. I’ve got this house, plenty of 
money and all the time in the world to have a baby. It worked for 
that couple, so why not for me?” 

“But you could never take a baby like that anywhere!” Donna 
exclaimed. “You couldn’t take her to the mall or for a walk in the 
park or daycare or play-dates or anything like that.” 

It was a reasonable objection. 

“Stella and Brian had a village that supported them, and they 
took Rachel out sometimes,” Chelsea answered. “I’m sure we could 
work something out!” 

“But they live in a tiny English village with a few hundred 
people and one main street. We live in Los Angeles with millions of 
people and most of them not very nice to each other.” 

“You know, Chelsea,” added Elizabeth, rubbing her chin in 
thought. “Perhaps we could create a village ourselves for a baby like 
that. We all have big houses and we have some places a baby could 
be welcome. Even a big baby like Rachel.” 

“She might have a point,” argued Laura. “Maybe we could 
have a baby like that welcome in our homes and a few other places. 
If the English can do it, so can we!” She paused briefly. “But the real 
question is where do you find one? I don’t see any English nappies 
hanging out on the clothesline around here!” 

“So, are we actually going to do this?” asked Samantha, her 
voice tinged with incredulity. “Are we really going to help Chelsea 
get herself a fulltime adult baby? Isn’t this just a bit crazy, even for 
us?” 

There was silence in the room for a while as the true import 
of the conversation began to sink it. 
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“I’m in,” said Laura. “If Chelsea wants a big baby, I’m okay 
with that.” 

“Me too, I suppose,” shrugged Elizabeth. “Sounds crazy, but 
we’ve all done crazy shit in the past and we survived that.” 

“A baby is less trouble than a husband,” said Donna, smiling. 
“So, I’m in as well. I never changed my ex’s diaper, and that’s about 
the only shitty thing he didn’t do to me!” 

“Samantha?” asked Chelsea. “Do you want to be part of this?” 

Samantha was silent. She stood up and walked to the other 
side of the large room. 

“What’s up with her?” whispered Donna. 

Chelsea went over to her friend who was visibly upset. 

“What’s up, Sam?” she inquired gently. “Did we say 
something wrong?” 

“No, you were all fine, but it brought up something from the 
past, something that’s a bit uncomfortable.” 

“You can tell us anything. You know that,” she said. “Shit, we 
discuss our sex lives and vibrators. Nothing is more personal than 
that!” 

Samantha looked at her friend. The three other women were 
trying not to look as if they were eavesdropping…  and failing. 

“I wore diapers until I was fifteen,” she said, loud enough for 
the room to hear. “I wet the bed until then, okay?” 

They might have discussed their sex lives and compared 
penis experiences, but this was a new subject. No one had talked 
about their potty-training or bedwetting. No one ever did. Why 
would they? 
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“That’s nothing to be ashamed of,” replied Chelsea, unsure if 
she should hug her friend or not.  

“Well, it was bloody hard then. I couldn’t sleep over and was 
always making excuses. It was killing me and none of you even 
knew.” 

“Forget it, hun,” yelled Donna across the room. “That’s 
twenty-five years ago. I assume you don’t wet the bed now!” 

“Only if a man is involved!” she responded, a weak smile 
returning to her face. “But you don’t understand. There is 
something else that makes all this a lot more confusing for me.” 

“What can be more confusing than Chelsea wanting to have a 
man here so she can change his shitty diapers?” exclaimed Laura. 

“You don’t understand. My brother used to wear my diapers. 
He would steal them and wear them in his room.” 

The room was suddenly quiet. 

“Steve?” exclaimed Donna. “Steve, your brother, wore your 
diapers back when you were a kid?” 

Samantha went quiet. No one said a word. They all knew 
Steve socially and he was polite and exceptionally good looking. 
They were all trying to imagine him wearing diapers while not 
looking like they were imagining it. 

“Shit. He still wears them, doesn’t he?” Donna continued. 

“I think so. We don’t talk about it, but I saw some diapers in 
his house a few years back, so I guess he still does, at least 
sometimes.” 

“Does Caroline know?” asked Chelsea. 

“I presume so. The diapers weren’t really hidden. They were 
in a cupboard in the bathroom, so she must know. I guess it is 
hidden from their kids though.” 
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“Why didn’t you tell us this before?” asked Elizabeth. 

“Because I wore diapers so late, I didn’t want you to think I 
was weird. And when I read the book, I kept wondering if Steve was 
like Baby Rachel or not. I never saw anything baby or what. He just 
stole my diapers and sometimes my panties.” 

“Your panties?” screamed Donna, with a loud laugh. “He took 
your panties to wear or what? Sniff? Jerk off into?” 

“I don’t know. I tried not to think about it! Who wants to 
think about their brother jerking in their panties?” 

The group had reassembled around the table as they 
dissected the news of Samantha’s teenage bedwetting and her 
brother’s diaper and panty pilfering. 

“My brother took my panties sometimes too,” admitted 
Laura. “And my ex. And a friend of mine at school said her brother 
wore hers a lot.” 

For a few minutes, the five women discussed the various 
adventures of their panties among the males they grew up with. 
Each of them had a story or suspicion to share. 

“This is all very interesting and all and maybe something for 
another time, but what about my proposal?” 

Chelsea was the group’s unofficial leader and was usually 
responsible for keeping discussions on-topic – a task that was 
increasingly herculean the longer the days went on and the more 
wine that was imbibed. 

“Are you going to help me select and train a baby?” she 
asked again. 

One by one, the four women said yes to helping Chelsea find 
an adult baby to be her own baby for life. 

“Okay then, I need to give you this to read.” 
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Chelsea handed out the pieces of paper to each of them.  

“I contacted Stella and asked for her advice and she emailed 
this back to me. It is advice on selecting a baby and how to do it.” 

The four women looked at her in shock. If they were unsure 
if she was serious or not before, they no longer were. Chelsea had 
contacted the only expert in the world - as far as they knew - on the 
topic of turning men into babies. 

And she had responded. 
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First Steps 

 
 

Dear Chelsea, 

hank you for your wonderful words about the book and 
thanks for contacting me. You are not the first woman to 
write and ask about how they can have a baby like Rachel. 

I think the idea has hit a chord with a lot of women and I was very 
surprised by the response.  

Ten years ago, another middle-aged woman in our village came 
to me and asked to babysit Rachel for me and I was happy for the help – 
of course! After a few months, I could see that she really wanted a child 

T 
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of her own, but an adult child, not an actual child. I helped her find a 
baby as well and now Rachel has a playmate. It took a while because we 
had to work out how to choose one. Rachel just fell into our laps, so we 
had to learn all this from scratch. But now, she has a wonderful baby 
girl (yes, with a penis!) and is thrilled with her. 

From what you tell me, you have the finances and resources to 
do this and that is important. A number of women have asked me to 
help them, but they don’t understand that having an adult baby is a 
full-time job, just like a regular infant and it can be very expensive. If 
you work, you need a babysitter. If you want to go out at night, you 
need a sitter. If you want to travel anywhere, you need to take three 
times as much gear with you. Nappies take up a lot of room when they 
are adult-sized! 

I was impressed that you told me upfront that you were able to 
afford a baby like this. It makes you sound like you might actually 
understand what is required. There are a lot of wannabes out there. 

This is what I suggest. First of all, think about what kind of baby 
you are after – a boy or a girl baby, knowing that the sexuality of the 
baby is unrelated to the gender. Rachel is a girl in every way but has a 
penis. Other than her regular need to hump her nappy to orgasm, it is 
simply an organ that pees. She has no adult sexual function or desire. 

If you want a boy baby, you will be looking for a man. If you 
want a girl baby, you are looking for a woman or a sissy man.  

And here is the biggest problem: There are many adult babies 
that say they want to be babies full-time, but they’ve never done it and 
have no idea what it means to discard adulthood permanently. They 
might be genuine and honest, but they simply don’t know what is 
involved. That’s kinda fair enough. How would anyone know in advance 
what it would be like? And as you are an attractive woman, they might 
be more interested in having sex with you than being your baby. I’ve 


