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Prologue 

For the billions of years since our galaxy was formed, life 

tried desperately to form on multiple thousands of planets. A brief 

spark and then annihilation. An amoeba there, a two-celled 

organism there, but then… it was gone. But on two planets on 

opposite sides of the Milky Way, life got a hold, fought tenaciously 

and clung on through opposition until sentient life finally appeared 

at around the same time. Thousands of years later, these two 

planets evolved along similar, if unique paths. The sentient beings 

were also near-identical – human beings – with only minor genetic 

differences. 

One planet entered its Dark Period where intellectualism 

was stunted, social development halted and the very fate of its 

culture hung in the balance. On the other, science, technology and 

culture continued their inexorable and unchecked march. But just 

as one planet’s Dark Ages threatened their existence, the onward 

unimpeded march of technology threatened the other. It seemed 

that both a belief in magic and superstition and a belief in the magic 

of technology produced similar threats to existence. 

And so it was that in the 1600s on earth, that a space probe 

from the other side of the galaxy appeared in orbit of the planet 

called Earth. No one saw it, of course, but for the other planet – 

Altrax – it was the first life they had encountered in 500 years of 

space exploration. In the 400 years since, Earth was still the only 

other inhabited planet in the galaxy. 

But just as war and mysticism had wreaked havoc on earth 

and stunted its development, Altrax’s love of technology had 

inflicted a cruel price on its own people. There was no solution to 



 
Infant Utopia 
 

 

 

 
7 

 

the high price they had paid, but it was possible – barely possible – 

that earth may have a bandaid solution for their failings. Not a cure, 

but a small salve to the pain and loss they suffered year on year. 

And so it was that in 1745 - as time is measured on earth - 

that Project Infant was launched and the first visitors from a foreign 

world stepped onto the planet. 

No one knew.  
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Dream Sequence TML#1 

Tilly walked slowly along the second-floor corridor of her 

low-rent apartment building in Toronto. The thirty-four-year-old 

shopping mall cleaner was exhausted from a day of washing floors, 

emptying bins and cleaning toilets. Her thin tall frame just wanted 

to be inside her ‘citadel of privacy’, her one-bedroom flat where she 

could forget the crap of the day – both metaphorical and literal – 

and enjoy the only part of her life she could tolerate.  

Baby time. 

Matilda “Tilly” Marie Lister took out the ponytail in her 

shoulder-length dirty blonde hair and shook it loose. In double-

quick time, she took off her clothes and slipped off her panties. 

Lying on an open shelf were a pile of adult diapers and she grabbed 

one, slipped it under her bottom, spread her legs and pulled the 

front through, taping it together quickly. 

“Finally!” she exhaled, as her body went limp and relaxed. 

Lying on her bed, she slipped her hand under her pillow and found 

her pacifier. The moment it entered her mouth, her bladder relaxed 

and a torrent of pee flowed into the welcoming diaper. 

She sighed again and closed her eyes. Her naked, diapered 

frame grabbed hold of the well-loved and often repaired teddy bear 

she slept with every night and held her tight. Alana was well used to 

the experience and if the teddy bear could talk, she would tell of the 

twenty years of living with at first a teen, then an adult woman who 

was at all times, still a baby. 

Being a baby made her life very solitary, but at moments like 

this, the price was still a bargain. Cuddling her cherished teddy 
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bear, she slid beneath the quilt and let Baby Tilly out with an 

audible sigh. Adult Tilly was dispatched, and Baby Tilly was 

welcomed in for ‘sleep time’. 

The best part of her day was about to commence – baby 

time, sleep time and for her, the only time she could be true to 

herself.  

Sleep came quickly, as it usually did. 

 

DREAM SEQUENCE TML#1: COMMENCE IN FIVE, FOUR, 

THREE, TWO, ONE… 

Baby Tilly awoke with a small cry. She could feel an emptiness in 

her tummy and so she opened her mouth and began to cry. Softly at 

first, then louder. Her room was still dark and only the soft light from 

the nightlight just outside her crib broke the blackness and granted her 

a degree of protection. 

Baby Tilly sat up unsteadily and held onto the bars of her crib 

and peered through. For a few moments, the crying stopped as she 

looked around the crib and her nursery. But the hunger persisted, and 

the cries became more insistent and louder. 

“Dear, dear!” exclaimed the woman who opened the door to 

her nursery. “What’s all the fuss about, Tilly? Is my baby girl hungry?” 

Baby Tilly stretched her arms up in the air and the woman put 

her arms underneath her and carefully lifted her out of the crib. 

“Mumma…” Baby Tilly said. “Mumma…” 

“Sweet little girl,” the woman answered softly. “Mommy is here 

now, so no need to cry anymore. You’re all safe now.” 
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She lifted the tiny nine-month-old baby up high and held her 

tight. Immediately, Baby Tilly felt happy and safe. She could smell her 

maternal scent. It was very familiar and she instantly relaxed into the 

warm body of her mother. 

“Time to feed you, I think,” she said. “You’ve had a very big 

sleep and mommy is very pleased you did. I love you, Tilly…” 

Suddenly, everything completely changed. 

Baby Tilly was now in a different room. Tilly looked up into the 

face of the woman she recognized from a place and time she couldn’t 

remember. Tilly was lying in her arms as the teat of a feeding bottle 

came toward her. 

She instinctively opened her mouth and sucked on the teat and 

a familiar, wonderful taste emerged. Slowly, her tummy began to fill 

before finally, the woman lifted her up and put her over her shoulder 

and patted her firmly. 

Baby Tilly burped. 

She smiled. 

“Mumma…” 

“Yes, Tilly. Mommy loves you, little girl,” she said, as she 

grabbed Baby Tilly’s pacifier and popped it into her mouth. 

“I think it is time I got my little baby girl all clean!” mommy said, 

lifting up the little girl. “Diapee change time!” 

Baby Tilly smiled. Tilly felt happy and loved. Because she was 

loved 

“I love my mommy,” she thought.  
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The woman carried the tiny child over to the large bed and laid 

her on the white change mat. Lifting her arms up, she undid the press-

studs of her pretty white and pink babygro and slipped it off. 

“Now, my little chickadee…” smiled mommy. “Let’s get this 

sticky diapee off my little bundle and get her nice and clean!” 

Baby Tilly recognized the familiar sound of the tabs on her 

diaper being undone and seconds later, the cool morning air could be 

felt on her now naked body. She giggled happily as the baby wipes 

tickled her bottom and legs while mommy cleaned her up. 

“Only wet this morning, Tilly!” she said with a laugh. “That 

makes changing you so much easier, doesn’t it?” 

Baby Tilly giggled and her pacifier fell out. Mommy put it back in 

her mouth. 

Tilly looked down along her body and something inside her 

knew that everything was very different. It was not quite normal. It was 

not exactly as it was supposed to be. But Tilly didn’t care, because 

whatever it was that was different, it was much better now. 

The woman tickled Tilly’s tummy and she laughed again. 

“I better get a diaper on you, young lady, before you pee all over 

the bed or worse… over me!” 

Mommy smiled as she slid the dry diaper underneath her infant 

daughter and taped the sides on firmly. 

“Mumma… Mumma…” Baby Tilly gurgled. 

“Yes Tilly, I am your mommy and here comes…”  

She tickled Baby Tilly again and the infant laughed. 
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“Clean clothes!” she exclaimed. “One day, when you are a 

bigger girl, you and mommy will go buying dresses and shoes together! 

Won’t that be fun?” 

The woman put a plain white onesie on Baby Tilly and then on 

top, a pretty infant dress with smocking and a lace hem. 

“Here comes your shoes, baby girl!”  

White frilly-topped socks and a pair of babies’ first walker shoes 

came next. Baby Tilly laid back on the bed and held her feet close to her 

face and smiled. She didn’t really know what shoes were for. She 

couldn’t walk yet. She was still a confirmed crawler. 

“Now I think you are pretty enough for a Prince!” the woman 

exclaimed. “And I think I know where we can find a Prince, don’t you?” 

Once again, everything changed. 

Baby Tilly was on the floor in a different room. She was crawling 

on a large soft rug. Squatting on the floor not far in front of her was a 

young man. Instinctively, she knew who he was. 

“Dadda…” she squealed, as she crawled as fast as she could. 

“Dadda…” 

“How’s my little Princess Tilly this morning?” he said gently. 

“Mommy dressed you up so pretty!” 

“Dadda…” she said and threw her short arms around his neck. 

“Princess, would you like to go for a walk with Daddy and 

Mommy?” 

Baby Tilly didn’t really know what he was saying and yet, 

somehow, she did. It was all very confusing, but she didn’t care. 
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“I love daddy and mommy,” she thought to herself.  

Baby Tilly tried to say those words out loud, but only managed, 

“Mumma… Dadda… Mumma…” 

Then everything faded away to darkness. 

DREAM SEQUENCE TML#1: CONCLUDED. REPORT IN 

PROGRESS 
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Dream Sequence JSR#1 

Living in a small rural town in the United States was not a lot 

of fun for thirty-seven-year-old Jack Samuel Ronson. He had been 

given a name that would have suited a spy, a test pilot or an FBI 

super-agent. And he had the body that went with it. Six foot six 

inches and powerfully built with dark curly hair, his true nature 

couldn’t be further from the image he projected. He looked tough 

and strong – a man’s man. But inside, Jack wanted anything but the 

masculine tough-guy routine. 

Everyone knew everyone in his town and that was the big 

problem. He didn’t want anyone to know him at all and he didn’t 

want to know anyone else either. He was a loner – and quite happy 

to be so. Who he was inside was a secret and something so bizarre 

and rare that he dared not share it with anyone. And so he shared 

very little of anything at all.  

Jack’s place of abode was little more than a hut off the main 

road behind a row of trees where he couldn’t be easily seen. He had 

chosen the location so no one would ever just ‘drop in’. He didn’t 

want guests, invited or otherwise. His ancient truck was parked just 

behind the hut, after a day of breathtakingly mediocre and boring 

work at a lumber mill some twenty miles away. Working hard 

physically every day, only made him stronger and his substantial 

muscles grow bigger. But unlike most men, his strapping physique 

mocked him endlessly. Everything about him was wrong and he 

wanted the opposite of it all. 

As soon as he slammed the door behind him, he stripped off 

his dusty work clothes, taped on an adult diaper and silently, 

blessedly, wet himself. The stress and angst of his life evaporated 
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instantly as the stream flowed. When he was finished, he picked up 

a favourite soft toy – a pink rabbit – and sat in his favourite chair in 

nothing more than his diaper. 

It was perfect. 

Five minutes was all the soporific effect of the wet diaper 

took to send him off to a deep sleep. 

It was still only 5 pm. 

 

DREAM SEQUENCE JSR#1: COMMENCE IN FIVE, FOUR, 

THREE, TWO, ONE… 

Baby Jack looked around him with an excited and happy look. 

He was in a baby stroller. 

Baby Jack saw the people walking past and looking at him and 

smiling. He could see his pretty powder-blue trousers and a yellow t-

shirt. He had knitted blue booties on. 

Something troubled Baby Jack, but he didn’t know quite what it 

was. 

“Aren’t you a handsome little baby boy!” said a strange woman, 

as her face appeared close to his stroller. 

“He is a wonderful little boy,” another woman said from behind 

the stroller. “He doesn’t cry much. And he took two steps yesterday.” 

Twelve-month-old Baby Jack began to cry. He didn’t know what 

was upsetting him. 

“Oh dear!” said the woman pushing the stroller. “Have you lost 

your paci, my precious bundle?” 
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A pretty hand with pink painted nails appeared, picked up the 

lost pacifier and inserted it back into Baby Jack’s mouth. 

His crying suddenly stopped. 

Jack spotted the row of plastic toys dangling in front of him, 

strung across the stroller and with unsteady movements, reached out 

for them and grabbed one and pulled. It bounced away, so he grabbed 

another one. And another… and another. 

He laughed and smiled. 

Suddenly, everything changed. 

Baby Jack was sitting on the grass outside. He could see his 

mommy, not far away. He could see his stroller and he could saw a 

playground in the distance. 

Jack stood up on very unsteady feet and took a few steps. 

He fell. 

He got up again and took a few more steps and fell again, this 

time on his face. 

Baby Jack began to cry. 

“Jack, my little precious!” mommy said. “You walked three 

steps! Mommy is so proud of you!” 

As the woman held Jack in her arms, wiping the tears away, he 

felt safe and secure and the tears stopped. 

The woman sat him back down and gave him a tiny green 

dinosaur to play with, making sure his pacifier was pinned to his shirt 

and popped it into his mouth. 
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Baby Jack was happy once more. 

He crawled over the grass. 

“Jack, honey,” mommy called. “Don’t go too far, please!” 

Baby Jack stopped and rolled over and giggled. Mommy’s hands 

came close and began to tickle him. He felt his diaper getting wetter as 

he giggled. 

Then, once again, everything changed. 

He was suddenly inside a house, in a room that looked like a 

baby’s nursery. Baby Jack could see the pale blue walls and the toys and 

the crib in the middle of the room. Instantly, he knew it was his crib. 

He was crying. Crying loud. He was very upset. 

“I’m nearly there, Jack,” a distant voice shouted. “Hold on just a 

few more seconds…” Moments later, the face of a man appeared in 

front of him, waving a glass feeding bottle. 

Jack cried even louder. “Dada…” he said between cries. 

“Dada…” 

“He knows who you are!” enthused mommy, over the din. 

Holding him tight, the woman took the feeding bottle in her 

hands and shoved the teat in Baby Jack’s mouth. He sucked quickly and 

strongly. Baby Jack could feel the sumptuous meal of hot formula filling 

him up. The crying stopped and a feeling of happiness and rightness 

overwhelmed him. 

“I love you, mommy. I love you, daddy,” he thought to himself.  

Jack tried desperately to say those words out loud, but he 

couldn’t. His mouth was full of fast-flowing formula. Even when the 
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bottle was empty and mommy removed it from his mouth, he couldn’t 

say the words that formed inside his head. 

“Dada… Dada…” was all he could say. 

Baby Jack felt frustrated. 

“Now it’s time to get that diaper changed, little boy,” said the 

man, as he laid him down on a change table and took off his trousers. 

Something was deeply troubling Baby Jack, but he couldn’t 

work out what it was. 

He heard the familiar sounds of diaper tapes being removed and 

the cold wipes cleaning and then he looked down at his half-naked 

form. 

“No!” he shouted. “That’s not me! It can’t be!” 

Baby Jack rolled off the change table, fell and tried to crawl 

away, screaming… 

DREAM SEQUENCE JSR#1: FAILED. REPORT IN PROGRESS 
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Tilly 

Tilly woke briefly after her dream and laid silently in her 

bed, reliving it over and over again in her mind. 

“That’s the best dream I’ve had in a long time,” she thought 

to herself. “If only I could…” 

Before she could finish her thought, sleep claimed her once 

again and, in the morning, when she awoke, she realized her diaper 

was very wet. 

“I don’t remember wetting during the night,” she exclaimed 

to nobody in particular.  

Nobody was ever there in the morning. Nobody had ever 

been there in the morning or during the night. Tilly was not only 

single, but very single. 

Tilly smiled at the realization that she had wet herself like a 

baby during the night.  

“Perhaps the bedwetting is back for good?” she wondered, 

optimistically. “Damn, that was some dream!” she repeated to her 

teddy bear. “And I can still remember all of it. That’s really odd! I 

usually forget everything.” 

Alana, her teddy bear, was Tilly’s closest confidant. The bear 

was looking a bit ragged now, but she had slept with Tilly since she 

was thirteen. Alana knew all of Tilly’s secrets and all of her hidden 

thoughts. Her parents had given Alana to her as part of a deal when 

she was thirteen to take away night diapers.  

Tilly had still been in night diapers at thirteen and the 

journey to that point itself had been very traumatic. But Alana and 
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she had formed a deep and genuine friendship. They shared their 

days and nights with each other, and Tilly found out that even 

stuffed teddy bears had a lot to say and sometimes had a lot of fun. 

Certainly, more fun than a shopping mall cleaner ever did! 

 

*** 

 

“Now Matilda,” said her mother gently, sitting her down on 

the edge of her bed. “Daddy and I have been talking and we think it 

is time you stopped wearing diapers to bed.” 

“No mommy!” cried Tilly. “I can’t! You know I can’t!” 

“Sweetheart, we need to get you out of diapers. You are ten 

years old next week and wouldn’t you rather not be wearing 

diapers anymore?” 

“No, mommy,” the young girl sobbed. “I don’t want you to 

take them away! Please!” 

“Tilly, we have to do this for your own good. Do any of your 

other friends still wear diapers?” 

Tilly shook her head reluctantly. 

“Then it’s settled. Tonight, you go without diapers.” 

“No, Mommy!” Tilly screamed. “No, Mommy! I can’t do it. I’ve 

got to wear diapers!” 

Despite the screams that morning and the even longer 

screaming and crying at bedtime, Matilda went to bed that night, 

undiapered. The following morning brought a very, very wet bed. 
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“See mommy!” yelled Tilly at both her parents, when they 

came to see her in the morning. “I wet the bed! I have to wear 

diapers! Please!” 

Seven days later, and seven very wet nights, diapers 

reappeared in Matilda’s room. Her exasperated parents had decided 

that between the screaming, the wet beds and even wet pants, it 

simply wasn’t worth it and so, brought the diapers back. 

Tilly smiled to herself that same evening as the light was 

turned off. She quietly wet her diaper, relishing in the feelings of 

safety it gave her. She had won the battle. 

“I’m a baby again, Serena,” she said to the small soft teddy 

bear that had been hers since birth. “I’m back where I belong.” 

And as she drifted off to sleep, she imagined she was in a 

tiny baby crib, with bars around her, protecting her and reminding 

her she was small and very little. It was the image she went to sleep 

with every night. 

 

*** 

 

A year later, almost to the day, her father came to talk to her. 

Tilly always knew when she was in trouble. That was when they 

called her Matilda. Nobody called her Matilda, except her teacher… 

or when she was in trouble with her parents. 

“Tilly, we need to talk about your diapers,” he said, as he 

closed the door behind him in her bedroom.  
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Tilly sat on the bed, folded her arms and looked at him 

defiantly, knowing what was coming. Her impending birthday had 

prompted ‘the chat’ again. 

“You are eleven soon, Matilda.” 

There it was. Matilda. She instantly knew she was in trouble. 

She even knew what she was in trouble for. Diapers. 

“And eleven-year-olds don’t wear diapers to bed, do they?” 

“I have to. I wet the bed,” she spat out. “I can’t help that.” 

“Maybe,” her dad replied. “Maybe you can, maybe you can’t, 

but diapers end now. No more diapers for you from tonight on.” 

There was no negotiation, no discussion. That was her dad’s 

style. She loved him dearly, but there was no arguing with him once 

his mind was made up. She knew the score. Diapers were gone. 

“I want diapers!” Tilly yelled at him. 

“No,” he said firmly and walked out. 

“I need diapers, daddy!” she screamed, but he was already 

gone. 

The first night diaper-free, Tilly sobbed herself to sleep and 

woke up wet. The second night, she cried endlessly, cuddling 

Serena until sleep finally overtook her. The crying started an hour 

before bed on the third night and she began to suck her thumb. The 

bed was very wet the next morning. The fourth day of no diapers 

had Matilda picked up early from school in wet underwear. The bed 

that night was awash. 

On the fifth day of no diapers, Matilda wet herself sitting at 

the dinner table. When her parents went to take her to the toilet at 
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10 pm when they retired to bed, she was already wet, and they 

grudgingly changed the sheets and her pyjamas. She was wet again 

in the morning. 

Tilly won her battle on the sixth day when she cried for an 

hour before bed and screamed at both her parents until they could 

take no more. Perhaps expecting failure, they extracted the remains 

of a pack of diapers hidden in their room and gave her diapers – but 

with one important change. Tilly would no longer be allowed to put 

her diaper on herself. Her mother would do it for her. 

“If you want to wear diapers, young lady,” said her mother 

with an air of disappointment and anger. “Then I will put them on 

you myself. Maybe that will teach you that it’s time to stop wearing 

them.” 

Tilly grinned during every moment of the supposed 

embarrassment of an eleven-year-old girl being diapered by her 

mother. It was better than she could possibly have imagined. To 

Tilly, it was neither a humiliation nor an embarrassment. It was a 

victory and in so many ways, proof that she was in fact, still a baby. 

Her mother was changing her diapers because… 

“I’m a baby. I’m a baby. I’m a baby,” she said silently to 

herself throughout the diaper-fitting. 

As an exercise in stopping Tilly’s diaper-wearing, it was an 

epic fail. She would ask her mother to put on her diaper hours 

before bed and on weekends, would hide and not take it off for as 

long as she could. 

Diapers were back and as far as Tilly was concerned, they 

were never leaving. 

 



 
Infant Utopia 
 

 

 

 
24 

 

*** 

 

As Tilly’s twelfth birthday approached, she expected the 

annual ‘time to get rid of diapers’ lecture, but to her great surprise, 

it did not occur. To her mind, she had won the battle, but what she 

didn’t know is that she had actually lost the greater war. 

Tilly was in high school and finding social interaction with 

other girls her age increasingly difficult. She was a loner to such an 

extent that she essentially had no friends. She didn’t like other 

people and she just wanted to live with her daydreams. She was 

still wearing diapers to bed and was also wearing them at other 

times if she could get away with it. Not a single night-time had ever 

been dry, and she didn’t see any reason why that should stop. 

Wetting during the night seemed not only normal but preferable. 

Even using the bathroom during the day seemed nonsensical to her. 

Matilda had developed a concerning habit of sucking her 

thumb, to the extent that she would get her hand smacked if either 

of her parents saw her doing it. Despairing, her parents could only 

look on as the moment she went to bed, her thumb found its way 

into her mouth and she would curl up with Serena and go to sleep.  

She looked like a large toddler. That was not an accident. It 

was in many ways, the truth. 

The traditional time for the ‘time to stop diapers’ 

conversation had come as she approached her first teenage 

birthday and true to her expectations, both of her parents took her 

to the bedroom for ‘the talk’. Matilda sat on the bed, defiantly ready 

to object to everything they demanded. 

“I think you know why we are here, Matilda,” her mom said.  
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“Yes, I know,” Tilly answered, with more than a tinge of 

defiance in her words. 

“We have to talk about your bedwetting.” 

“It doesn’t matter!” Tilly responded. “I can handle it.” 

“Well, I can’t, Matilda,” her mom replied, surprisingly 

angrily. “I can’t keep putting you in diapers for bed. Now you are 

nearly thirteen, it is completely inappropriate for me to do that. So, 

that is over.” 

“I like our time together, mom,” Tilly answered in a soft, 

childish voice. “You don’t have to stop.” 

Then Tilly began to cry. She hadn’t expected to cry and hated 

it when she did. But the time she spent being diapered every night 

was exceedingly special to her. It might have been an epic fail for 

her parents, but for her, it was the highlight of her day. Many a 

night, she had to pester her mother to diaper her for bed. While she 

could do it herself, she didn’t want to. The attempt at punishment 

had instead, morphed into part of the growing problem. 

“Matilda, we have a different idea to put to you,” said her 

dad. 

Tears were something her father did not understand and 

would run away from in an instant. Her tears had gotten him to 

relent on taking diapers away many times in the past, but now, it 

seemed that even that move was doomed to failure. 

“Matilda,” said her mother, as she took hold of her child’s 

hands. “We know there is a bit of a problem here and we want to 

help you through it.” 
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Over the past couple of months, both parents had spoken to 

a child psychologist about Matilda’s refusal to give up diapers and 

to night toilet-train. He had given them a few ideas to try out. 

“So, hear me out before you say anything, okay?” she began. 

“In return for stopping wearing diapers to bed, you can have a few 

things for your room that I know you might like.” 

Tilly was intrigued. There had never been a bargaining 

session before. It was always no diapers, no diapers, no diapers. She 

had no intention of giving them up, but still, the change in approach 

was interesting. Now she was a teenager, she was being treated to 

an actual negotiation. 

“Serena is getting pretty tatty now, so what your dad and I 

are saying is that in return for giving up diapers, you can have a 

new teddy bear or even two and you know that doll set you love to 

play with at your cousin Angelina’s place?” 

Tilly nodded. Every time she visited her cousin, she would 

seek out her dolls and play with them. 

“You can have the doll and some clothes to dress her in if 

you want.” 

Tilly’s face softened a little and her parents saw that they 

were on the right track of sorts. Her mother improvised, realizing 

they were close, but not yet at an agreement. 

“Tilly, sweetheart, would you like a new quilt cover and 

pillow, like Angelina has?” 

Tilly had not seen that coming. In her dreams, she wanted to 

sleep in a crib again. Desperately so. Angelina was only four years 

old and had only a year before left her crib, but her parents had put 

her in a toddler bed with a very babyish pink quilt cover. She had 
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told her mom several times how much she liked it. It had princesses 

and fairies all over it. 

Tilly nodded. “Yes, mommy.” 

It disturbed both parents that she had used ‘mommy’, but 

they continued. 

“And there is one other thing – a very serious thing. Your 

thumb sucking.” 

Tilly looked away from her mom’s gaze. Sucking her thumb 

was something she knew she was losing control of. She’d done it a 

few times at school and if she was a loner before, she was now the 

butt of jokes as well. 

“I can’t stop it, mommy,” Tilly said, bursting into tears. She 

fell into her mother’s embrace and sobbed. 

“Well maybe we can help that too,” she said after the crying 

had ceased. 

“You can have one of these at night-time.” 

Tilly’s mother pulled out a pink baby’s pacifier. 

“This is only for night-time, Matilda and when you are in 

your room, do you understand?” 

Tilly was transfixed as she looked at the pacifier. She had 

longed for one for years but had never even tried to get one. She 

figured that she would never be allowed one. 

“Matilda!” her mom repeated. “Did you hear me? This is for 

nighttime and your bedroom only, never outside of here. And if you 

suck your thumb again, you will lose it. Do you understand?” 

“Yes, mommy. Yes, daddy.” 
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Tilly was blind-sided by the negotiations. Parents usually 

demanded; rarely negotiated. 

Her mom handed her the pacifier, walked to her cupboard, 

picked up the two packets of diapers and she and her dad went out 

and shut the door. 

Tilly reverently placed the brand-new pacifier in her mouth 

and sucked. Immediately, she was a baby again and she laid back on 

her bed, sucking the paci and day-dreamed of an impossible life. 

As part of the Great Deal that had been struck, Tilly had 

received two new teddy bears, a doll-set with five changes of 

clothes – including a diaper – and a brand-new quilt cover and 

pillow designed for very young children. All in exchange for the end 

of diapers. She pushed her luck and asked for a second doll and was 

successful. She even asked for a doll stroller and once again, was 

successful. It was, however, four more years before the bedwetting 

itself stopped and so fresh sheets every night were part of Tilly’s 

new regime. 

The thumb-sucking ended as quickly as it had commenced. 

However, the price was one of a pacifier every night and a lot of  

‘comfort time’ - as it was called - in her room, sucking on a 

constantly worn out and replaced pacifier. Eventually, it became 

two pacifiers, then three and eventually, a collection of seven 

pacifiers.  

When Tilly was seventeen, she awoke one morning 

completely dry. At first, she was pleased and then terrified by the 

sudden change to her life-long experience. It was to be another two 

weeks before anyone in the household even knew she was finally 

dry at night. For those intervening fourteen mornings, she awoke 

dry and then deliberately wet the bed until she learned to cope with 
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the change. It took some time. It was scary, terrifying and worst of 

all, said that she was growing up. She didn’t want to grow up. She 

didn’t even like being the age she was. She wanted to be a baby. 

Matilda was finally toilet-trained, but her teddy bears knew 

there was a lot more to it. They knew that the girl they all slept with 

every night, dreamt of being a baby and of wearing diapers and 

being rid of all the elements of the burgeoning adulthood she 

disliked so much. And she still slept with her pacifier every night 

and seventeen years later, she still did. 

Alana the teddy bear and Tilly frequently ‘talked’ about 

things like diapers, baby clothes, pacifiers and cribs. They discussed 

how a nursery would look if they could afford to sleep in one. Alana 

shared some of the secrets of other teddy bears she had met before 

who also slept with bedwetters and big babies like Tilly.  

Alana was real to Tilly, possessing a soul and a mind and the 

two became good friends. Teenage Tilly knew she was just a teddy 

bear, but when she became small and tiny and more of a baby than 

a teenager, Alana became a real friend, a companion and someone 

she never wanted to let go of. 

As the years went by, Tilly became more of a baby, more 

often, and Alana more and more real. Even though there was no 

actual crib, due only to lack of money, Tilly made her bedroom into 

a nursery and there was no real difference in her mind from her 

room with scattered baby toys and infantile objects and the lavish 

nurseries of the rich parents she dreamed she was living with.  

Her parents knew something was not quite right with their 

daughter, but nothing they ever tried helped her to be an outgoing 

social teenage girl. They had achieved diaper-less nights but had 

only inspired her to live in a nursery-style bedroom. In a moment of 
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clarity, they both realized they could not really stop the trajectory 

of Tilly’s infancy. They had gotten her out of diapers and to them, it 

was the victory they took solace in. The war, however, was lost and 

had been lost a long, long time ago. 

At night, when the only light left in her room was a 

nightlight, she would imagine and recreate her room into a 

spectacular large nursery with every toy, diaper, clothes and 

furniture possible. And the baby monitor she wished was real was 

being watched over by her doting ‘parents’ in the next room, 

awaiting Baby Tilly’s every move and desire as she laid in her 

exquisite infant crib. 

Mornings always brought a sense of disappointment that the 

image was not real. Each night she wished and prayed to wake up 

as a baby in a real nursery with parents that would never make her 

grow up again. Every morning, she was deeply disappointed and 

only Alana could comfort her enough to get up and go to school and 

eventually, to work. 

As her body grew older, her desire to be a baby again only 

increased. She couldn’t wear diapers to work as she feared losing 

her job. She was qualified for nothing, having left high school 

without completing her final year. Despite the strong desire to go 

back into diapers full-time, she resisted it and only wore them 

outside of work. But the pressure, the incredible drive to be a baby 

again was winning the battle. 

Night diapers were now occasionally wet in the mornings 

signalling the imminent return of her bedwetting. Tilly exalted in 

the feeling of waking up wet, knowing she had done it in her sleep. 

It told her she was a baby. So far, the bedwetting was only one or 

two nights a week. Tilly hoped it would become seven. She no 
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longer had her parent’s well-meaning criticism of her wetting to 

deal with. She did, however, have damp underwear to deal with. 

Despite her best efforts, pee-wet underwear was a growing 

problem for her. She tried not to think of the moment that was 

heading to her like a speeding train – the day she fully wet her 

pants once again. That would mean diapers again. 

I really want diapers again, she would think to herself. But I 

need to keep my job too. 

The conundrum was real, but Tilly also knew that ultimately, 

the decision would be made for her by her body. And as Alana had 

warned her multiple times: you are a baby, Tilly and sooner or later 

you will need to come out and let everyone know. 

Tilly knew that the power of her drive to be a real baby again 

was going to trip her up soon.  

But she had no one to help her when she fell. 

  


