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Chapter 1: Finding Mommy 

 

I checked the message notifications of my YourLife app. I had 

been lurking around the site for some time now and while my 

persona there had been minimal, I was starting to gain some 

attention for my fantasy posts. There was a wide breadth of content 

and fetishes on the site, but I had fallen into one of the more 

frowned upon types, but more on that later. 

The notifications were mostly generic, random username 

like my post, or shared a post, and rarely, I got a comment or two. 

Tonight, however, I got my first direct message that wasn’t scary. A 

lot of them were. There were some creeps out there that wanted to 

do unspeakable things to me or believed that I was some sort of sex 

slave or something. That wasn’t the case, at least not for me.  The 

direct message I received was really simple, but it caught my eye 

because of how simple it was. 

Hi. I like your content. Would you like to talk to me? 

The message was from around 3 in the morning. It didn’t 

strike me as too strange, but I figured, what the hell, I’ll give this 

random person a shot. It was 5 in the afternoon, I was fresh off my 

hellish work week, and I had no plans. So, I typed back a simple 

reply. 

I’ll talk to anyone who will listen. 

I didn’t expect a response. I had switched over to YouTube to 

catch up on my daily videos. There was a live stream starting soon 

and I didn’t want to miss it. It was the highlight of my week. As I 
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was scrolling, my speakers made a weird noise. I looked at them 

and at my volume control. I wasn’t playing a video yet and none of 

my tabs were making noise. Wait a minute, there was a notification! 

My direct message tab was showing a message in the tab that I 

hadn’t seen before. I clicked on it and there was a new message 

from this random person. 

I’d be happy to listen to anything you have to say! 

There was a smiley face at the end of the message and for a 

moment, I was happy. I didn’t talk to people much and certainly 

didn’t get a lot of messages with smiley faces at the end of them. I 

hurriedly typed back. 

Thanks. I appreciate that. 

I stayed on the screen for a moment and was shocked when 

3 little bubbles appeared under my message. The person on the 

other line was writing back! 

You’re welcome! 

I wanted to reach out to you because I saw your content posts 

and it looks like we have a lot in common. 

I sat back in my chair and felt the color draining from my 

face. I had originally started making posts as a joke but as time 

went on, I kept getting more and more elaborate with my stories. I 

didn’t really mean anything I was saying and surely didn’t expect 

anyone to want to talk to me about it. I decided to play it off like I 

didn’t know what was going on by typing. 

A lot in common? 

The response was immediate. 

Are you not interested in nappies? 

I was confused for a moment. Who calls diapers - nappies? 
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Nappies? 

Oh, you must be from the States. ‘Nappies’ is British for 

‘diapers’. I’m from Great Britain. 

I breathed a sigh of relief. At least this person would be easy 

to ghost if the conversation turned sour. It was highly unlikely that 

they would be able to find me or know my real name. 

Are you playing shy? 

I didn’t respond for a moment. Frankly, I didn’t know what 

to say. The person on the other side did though. 

I think shy is adorable! What’s your name? 

I didn’t want to answer that. Giving out personal information 

was never a good idea. For all I knew, the person I was talking to 

was a predator. I paused for a moment. The dangers of online chat 

rooms were far greater than I wanted to admit, and the anonymity 

of the internet made many dangers a true reality. 

My name is Patricia, but you can call me Pat or Patty if you’d 

like. 

I still didn’t respond. Whoever Patricia was really, I doubted 

she wanted anything to do with me. 

Well, it’s late here and I have to turn in. Can we talk 

tomorrow? 

I finally got the courage to respond. 

Sure. 

Awesome! Goodnight, sweetie! 

The chat ended and I sat there. I was flabbergasted at what 

had happened and didn’t really know how to process it. I glanced at 
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the time and realized that my live stream was starting soon. I put 

the conversation out of my mind for the next few hours, closing the 

tab and forgetting it even. It didn’t return to my mind until much 

later that night when the live stream was over and I was closing the 

tabs. I scrolled through the minimal notifications I had, did some 

reposting and for a moment, contemplated going to bed. I don’t 

know what compelled me to click on her profile. There wasn’t much 

to it. According to her profile, she was 30, straight, married, and 

looking for a special one. 

Why she was looking for anyone if she was married was 

beyond me. I didn’t really see anything that put me off. She had 

some posts that I liked and shared, the same kind of stuff that I 

liked. Everything in her profile read innocently enough and as a 

show of good faith, I sent her one last message.  

My name is Chris. 

Morning came. I crawled out of bed at the crack of 11. Living 

by myself, I didn’t have a set schedule. I poured myself a bowl of 

sugar enriched cereal and sat at my computer. I didn’t work again 

until Monday and I had no plans except to play video games all day. 

I logged in to my account to see several new messages from 

Patricia. 

Good morning Chris! 

I see you looked over my profile! 

Aren’t you the curious one?! 

I had barely rubbed the sleep from my eyes and took the first 

crunchy bite of my Lucky Charms when I typed back. 

I was up late. 

Her response was immediate, like she was waiting for me. 
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Not too late, I hope. 

I wasn’t thinking clearly yet. Too busy crunching on my giant 

bowl of sugar. 

Midnight, I think. I just got up. 

Aww! Someone is a sleepyhead. Do you have any plans for 

today? I have to do the shopping in a bit. 

No. Just gonna sit around my place and play some games. 

Board games? 

Video games. 

Tsk. Tsk. 

What’s wrong with video games? 

Nothing is wrong with them as long as they are enjoyed in 

moderation. 

I work all week and my weekend is my unwind time. 

Is that the only thing you do to unwind? 

Pretty much. Don’t go out much. 

No girl/ boyfriend? 

No. 

Family? 

I don’t have a family. 

Aww. I’m sorry sweetie. I didn’t mean to imply anything. 

It’s cool. My parents died when I was young. Grew up in foster 

care. It’s whatever. 
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I’m sorry to hear that. And it’s not whatever. Family is very 

important. It’s the basis on which we learn how to love. 

Whatever 

 

Chris, I don’t mean to offend, I promise. I just have strong 

opinions when it comes to family. I hope one day to have one 

of my own. 

Aren’t you married? 

Married, yes, but with a family? Sadly, no. 

I’m sorry. 

It’s fine, Chris. It really is. We are hoping to start a family very 

soon. 

Good luck with that. 

Thank you. Did you have breakfast? 

I’m eating cereal. 

Good. Breakfast is the most important meal of the day. 

So I’ve been told. 

Do you plan on taking a shower today? Cleanliness is right next 

to Godliness. 

You know you sound like my one foster mom. She harped on me 

too. 

I’m not harping. I’m suggesting. The most important thing you 

can do is take care of yourself. 

I’m sure I can manage. 

Okay, sweetie. Enjoy your breakfast and I’ll talk to you later? 
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I guess. 

My cereal was gone and I noisily slurped the milk. I was 

annoyed at how preachy she sounded. I knew how to take care of 

myself. I’d been taking care of myself ever since I got emancipated 

from my last foster family. I looked around my small apartment. 

Yeah, it was a mess. So what? I didn’t have anyone to impress so I 

cleaned when I felt like it. I had laundry to do, my bed was a mess, 

and I set my empty bowl on top of the pile of dishes that hadn’t 

been done all week. There were flies hovering around my overfilled 

garbage can. 

“I’ll clean tomorrow,” I said out loud and sat on my couch.  

I grabbed the remote and controller for my game system, 

turning it and the tv on. I glanced over at my computer and like I 

normally did, I turned it so that I could see the screen. I put on a 

playthrough video playlist of the game I was trying to beat and 

settled in. I didn’t close the YourLife app, and I was too lazy to do so 

now. 

A few hours into my veg session, the app dinged again. I 

ignored it and continued playing until it dinged for the third time. I 

sighed, pausing my game and reaching for the mouse. I clicked on 

the app and read the messages. 

Good afternoon, Chris! 

How is your day going so far? 

Did you have lunch? 

My stomach growled at the thought of lunch. It was 4 in the 

afternoon and I was getting hungry. I also needed to relieve myself. 

Good. Be right back. 
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I ran to the bathroom and when I came back, there were 

more messages. This lady had to be lonely or something. I did my 

shopping, found a few things to save for later. 

She also sent me a meme of Baby Yoda with a sad face and 

the caption When I ain’t getting no kissies or cuddles. I put a thumb’s 

up icon on the meme real quick before heading to my destroyed 

kitchen. She sent me another message. I could tell by the ding of the 

speakers. I dumped some pizza rolls on a paper plate before 

sticking it in the microwave. I set it for 3 minutes and went to check 

the message. 

What’s for lunch? 

Pizza rolls. 

Ah, someone likes finger foods. 

Who doesn’t? 

My microwave. Honey! Toaster oven! Keeps them from getting 

soggy. 

I don’t have one. 

You need to live more. 

Living is overrated. 

Christopher! I don’t like that kind of talk! 

Whatever. 

I went to my microwave and pulled out my food. She was 

right. They were soggy. I ignored her follow-up message. She said 

something about having so much to live for. I looked around my 

filthy apartment again and scoffed. All I had to live for was 

conquering this boss that I’ve been stuck on. I didn’t look at the app 
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for a while until I had finally beaten the boss and my plate was 

empty. 

Christopher, are you pouting? 

Chris? 

Okay. I guess I struck a nerve and you’re giving me the silent 

treatment. I guess I’ll talk to you tomorrow? 

Exacerbated, I hurriedly typed back. 

I’m not pouting. 

It’s okay to get upset, but if I’ve offended you, you need to let 

me know. 

I’m not offended. I was eating. And playing my game. 

Did you win? 

Yeah, finally. 

Way to go! I’m so proud of you! 

Proud of me? Why? You don’t know me. 

 

No. I don’t. But I’d like to. And I don’t need to know you to be 

proud of your accomplishments. We all need to feel like 

someone cares. 

Her words rang true, but I felt that it was too good to be true. 

There was something there that she wasn’t telling me. 

But why? Why care about me? 

Why shouldn’t I care? Don’t you want someone to care for you? 
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It was all I ever wanted. I couldn’t admit it to her or to 

anyone else, but all I ever wanted was for someone to truly care 

about me. 

Chris? Are you still there? 

Yeah. I’m here. 

Are you going to be getting ready for bed soon? 

No. Why? 

Because I have the house to myself tonight. My husband is 

overseas on a business trip. 

What’s he do? 

He’s an account manager for a big business firm. It’s nothing 

extravagant but it pays well. 

That’s good. 

What do you do? 

I work in a grocery warehouse. It’s a shit job with shit wages but 

it pays the bills. 

Well, I can’t say that I like the language, but a job is a job, right? 

I guess. I mean, it serves its purpose. 

I went back to my game. I wasn’t going to get bogged down 

by having someone lecture me. 

So, are you going to keep me up all night talking? 

I paused my game and scowled at the computer screen. What 

the hell did she mean by that? 

Did you want me to? 

It’ll be good practice. 
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Practice? Practice for what? 

For late-night calls with my husband or for when I have a little 

one. 

Ahh. 

So, can I ask you something? 

I guess. 

What’s with the content on your feed? 

What do you mean? 

Are you into that kind of stuff? 

It's just stuff I post. 

And the stories? You write those yourself, right? 

Yeah. I mean, sometimes. 

You have a very vivid imagination. 

Thanks. I guess. 

Ok. I know we are just getting to know each other, but let’s try 

something. When I give you a compliment, don’t brush it off. If I 

say you have a vivid imagination, you should say thank you. Or 

thanks, Pat. 

Uh, ok. 

Humor me. Just try it. Please? 

I groaned. I hate being manipulated. One, because it makes 

me feel stupid, and two, I was a sucker for being told what to do in a 

passive-aggressive manner. My boss didn’t have a problem taking 

advantage of me with phrases like: Wouldn’t it be nice if such and 

such got finished today? 
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I typed slowly because I didn’t want to give in to some 

stranger on the internet. 

Thanks, Patricia. 

Patty. Call me Patty. Okay. Patty. 

Now put it together. 

I groaned again but typed it out. 

Thanks, Patty. 

You are very welcome, Chris. Was that so hard? 

No. 

Is it something I can convince you to do again? 

Maybe. I mean, if you really want me to. 

I don’t want you to. I want you to want to. 

Why? 

 

Because you should want to be polite to those that are kind to 

you. It’s good manners and it shows that you appreciate those 

around you. 

And if I don’t? 

You don’t appreciate those around you? 

Not really. I work with a bunch of dickheads. My life is a hot pile 

of garbage and I don’t really care. No one cares about me so 

why should I care about them? 

That sounds terrible. Have you considered the way you treat 

others in an invitation to be treated the way you are being 

treated? 
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Yeah, but why should I make the first move? 

Because people won’t know that you want their behavior to 

change if you aren’t willing to change yours. 

She wasn’t wrong, but I didn’t care enough to let her lecture 

me about how to behave to others. Who was she to think that some 

messages from the other side of the big pond would mean anything 

to me? 

Whatever. 

*sigh* I see that you are going to be difficult. 

I am who I am. If you were me, you’d be the same way too. 

I’m not sure about that. If I can make an assumption or two, I 

think you are angry and are lashing out because you feel 

unfulfilled. You lost your parents at a young age and you have 

been unable to find suitable replacements. Now that you are an 

adult, you don’t know what to do with your anger because you 

don’t have anyone to make it better. 

I suppose you think you are clever then? Dissecting my life like it 

has no value. 

Your life absolutely has value. That’s my point. You may be a 

product of your past, but it doesn’t have to define you. 

Unfortunately, it’s all I have. 

And that hurts my heart. Everyone needs someone they can go 

to. 

Everyone needs a parent or parental figure. 

What? Like a mom and dad? No thanks. I don’t need anyone 

else to abandon me. 
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I won’t abandon you, Christopher. 

You don’t know me. And if you really did, you would leave me 

too. 

I was angry because I was hurting. And as she said, I was 

lashing out. It was a sensitive subject for me, and I didn’t know how 

I let the conversation get so derailed. 

Is that how you really feel? I get it. It’s easier to push people 

away than to let them in, even if it’s just a little. And you know 

what, it’s okay. If you need to direct your anger at someone, 

you can point it at me. 

Why are you so nice to me? 

Because I know what it’s like to be angry and I know what it’s 

like to not have an outlet. And I don’t mind being an unbiased 

ear, it’s part of my maternal nature. 

Maternal nature? Are you trying to be my mom? 

Do you want me to? 

I stopped typing. We had been chatting for so long that my 

controller had shut off and my console was in screensaver mode. I 

had to reread her messages for the subtext and throughout our 

whole conversation, she was trying to be a maternal figure for me. 

Her messages came off as caring and gentle and I noted how she 

had pushed me towards changing my language. 

Christopher? 

What? 

Are you okay? 

Yeah. Just thinking. 
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About what? 

What you said. 

About being a mom? It’s my passion. I can’t wait to have a little 

one of my own. 

A real baby? 

All babies are real babies. 

I meant one that you carry. 

Do you mean one that grows inside me? 

Yes. 

There was a long pause before she responded. I felt like I had 

finally hit a nerve and thrown her off her game. 

I can’t have a baby of my own. I’m physically unable to 

conceive. So, I’m looking for alternatives. 

What about adoption? 

Also, not an option. You can’t adopt if you have a criminal 

record of sex offense. And before you get assumptions, it was 

public nudity that happened to occur too close to a coach with 

young kids. I’m in the process of appealing the ruling, but my 

solicitor isn’t making headway. My husband and I have pretty 

much given up on the idea and are looking outside the normal 

means. 

So, you don’t want a real baby? But someone dressed as a 

baby? 

Babies are babies. You don’t need to be a certain age to be a 

baby or not to be a baby. 

But isn’t that weird? 
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I don’t think so. I like to think that somewhere out there is 

someone who wants to have a mom and dad. Maybe someone 

who never really had a mom and dad. 

Like me? Do you mean me? 

I don’t mean anyone in particular. 

But you just offered to be my mom. 

I offered to listen like a maternal figure should. 

No. You asked me specifically if I wanted you to be my mom. I 

can show you the message. 

And if I did, you didn’t answer. 

What was I supposed to say? No, and come off as mean and 

have you dissect my words as a deflection from what I really 

want? Or say yes and have no idea what I’m agreeing to? 

Are you afraid of the answer? 

I’m not afraid of anything. 

Okay. If you say so. If you are not afraid of the answer, then 

answer the question. 

I couldn’t type anymore. I didn’t know what to say. I wanted 

to just say no so that this whole thing would go away but I know 

that it wouldn’t. She would find a way to turn it into some analysis 

of my past. I was honest when I said that I didn’t know what saying 

yes would mean. The things I’ve seen on the internet were far too 

much for me to handle. And I was too introverted to step outside 

the societal norms outside of the anonymity of the internet. 

I can’t answer that right now. 

Because you don’t know, or don’t know what it means? 
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I don’t know. 

Okay. That’s fair. I just want to let you know that there aren't 

any expectations from your answer. I want you to always be 

honest with yourself so you can be honest with me. 

I get that. 

And I know what you are thinking. I’m guessing that you have 

perused the internet enough to know what a Mommy is. That’s 

not what I’m offering. I’m offering to be a friend, who happens 

to be female, and happens to have maternal instincts. The 

reality is that I live thousands of miles away from you so it’s not 

like I can barge into your house and make you my baby. 

You would do that? 

Do you want to be a baby? 

There was another question that I couldn’t answer. There 

were a lot of questions lately that I couldn’t answer. Couldn’t. 

Wouldn’t. Didn’t want to. I hated how I kept getting stuck on the 

defensive. It led to me being easily manipulated. My fingers then 

danced across the keys while my brain was muddled with thoughts 

and emotions. 

What does that mean? 

Well, being a baby has many levels. Mostly, it’s called being 

little as you aren’t a baby in a literal sense. And being little 

could be anything from a childish mindset to wearing child-type 

clothes to even dressing and acting like an infant. It is a loaded 

question and one that has no solid answer. You get what you 

put in and you decide your level of involvement. If you want to 

go full tilt, that’s possible, but if you just want to dabble, that 

can be arranged too. 
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How would that work? 

It depends on your involvement, but as a general outline, I 

would give you rules to follow and a structure to have. It would 

have to go based on an honor system and you would have to be 

honest with me on whether or not you followed the rules. 

Okay. 

In exchange, I will give you the love and support that you are 

looking for in a motherly, maternal sense. I will always give you 

the love and support you deserve as an adult, just to be clear. 

But listen, don’t make any decisions now. This isn’t something 

to jump into without thought. Sleep on it and we can talk about 

it later. 

Okay. 

And don’t feel pressured to answer one way or the other. My 

feelings for you will not change if this isn’t something you want. 

I will stay your friend. 

We are friends? 

I believe so. I know it’s only been a little while and we only 

know a little bit about each other, but I do care for you and 

how you are feeling. 

Thanks, Patty. 

You are very welcome, sweetheart. Get some sleep and we will 

talk tomorrow. 

Night. 

Night night. 

I closed the chat window down and rubbed my eyes. I was 

tired. It was late, and my mind was reeling. I could barely believe 
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the conversation I just had. I couldn’t lie to myself and say that it 

hadn’t been a fantasy of mine to have someone reach out to me and 

offer to baby me. It was, after all, the whole schtick of my YourLife 

profile. I initially thought the whole idea was incredulous. The 

logistics alone made my head spin and what was worse, even if I 

were to say yes, there would be no way to truly make it happen. She 

lived thousands of miles away and if I didn’t like the rules, I could 

just lie about breaking them. She would never know. 

“But is that being honest?” I said aloud. “Wouldn’t the whole 

idea be about being as honest as possible so that I get what I want? 

Is this what I want? To be a little? What the hell is a little, anyway?” 

My eyes burned from staring at the computer screen for so 

long, so I shut it off and headed to bed. I had no idea what I was 

going to say or do about our conversation, and I was frankly too 

tired to care. 

I wish I could say that I got a good night’s rest. Hell, I wish I 

could say that I got some rest. I woke up Sunday morning hating 

everything. I was stiff and sore from sitting on my couch for so 

many hours, I was hungry but had nothing but reheated takeout for 

breakfast, and my place was still trashed and starting to smell. Like 

it or not, I had to be an adult today. I had to clean, I had to shop for 

groceries, and I had to do laundry. 

I started my morning by kicking all the clothes on my 

various floors into a large pile by my washer and dryer. I crammed 

the washer full, dumped some detergent on it, and started the cycle. 

I never sorted my laundry. I didn’t know how, didn’t want to learn, 

and frankly, just didn’t care. 

I reheated the soggy mess that was three-day-old nachos in 

the microwave and after chugging the remains of a flat bottle of 

soda, I choked the mess down as fast as I could so that I didn’t taste 

it. I scraped off the dishes that had been sitting there for over a 


