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Introduction | 1. 

 

It is coming up to three years since I wrote my first book – 

The Fulltime, Permanent, Adult Infant – and that experience was 

both wonderful as well as ‘exposing’. While I wrote under a 

pseudonym and used the same for the people I referenced, I felt like 

I was laying out on the pages of a book the inner story of my baby 

girl (Melissa Annabelle) and myself to public scrutiny and of course, 

that was true. The book sold relatively well within the adult baby 

community which would have understood it best. But while I am 

not naturally a shy person, I am also a furiously protective mother 

and when your life partner has reverted to a sub-12-month-old 

infant, you become even more so. 

The book had some controversy although less than I 

expected because it addressed the extreme version of adult baby 

regression – the type that is permanent and total. I consider Melissa 

to be an infant girl above all else because in most of the ways that 

matter, she is. Adult sized perhaps, but infant nonetheless and to 

my way of thinking, authentically so.  

Because I am reticent to be public about our situation, I do 

not engage in the social media side of the ABDL community. I do 

‘lurk’ around the traps and hear what is being said and done, but 

like so many others – and particularly women – I tend to not engage 

one-on-one. And the reasons scarcely need explaining. But the book 

did garner attention from one subset of the ABDL community – 

those that have a parent/child relationship to some degree or other. 
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I first heard the term ‘parent/child relationship’ in Rosalie 

Bent’s first book – There’s Still a Baby in my Bed! – and I smiled at 

the time because it perfectly explained my own marriage, which 

was then becoming increasingly one of a mother and infant. It gave 

me a simple term to use which described what we were doing. Just 

three words that were powerful and accurate. 

The publishers received a number of emails about the book 

seeking to contact me and knowing my reticence and desire for 

privacy passed on just a few and did so because they were people in 

similar situations. Of course, there were none that had a fulltime, 

permanent adult baby like my Melissa. The rarity of this pretty 

much precludes virtually everyone from it and that is perhaps for 

the best outcome. But what I did discover is something that I 

already knew but gained a new understanding and respect for. 

The parent/child relationship is a spectrum and as such, is 

more common and more available than I had really understood 

before. While my head said that part-time parent/child 

relationships were possible and probable, my heart was so 

overwhelmed by Melissa’s needs that I tended to forget that. 

Over the years, I have communicated with couples who have 

become parent/child to some degree in their relationship and have 

formalised it so that is more than some ad hoc thing that appears 

almost randomly. It has become an integral part of their lives. 

I have gained a new respect for the sheer power of a 

parent/child relationship to simultaneously meet the needs of an 

adult baby and also to strengthen the romantic and partnership 

bonds between the couple. There is a very significant asymmetry 

and power imbalance in how Melissa and I interact since she is an 

infant girl all the time and I am the mother… all the time. But for 
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others, this asymmetry is quite different and the power imbalance 

less pronounced, if existing at all. 

In this book, I would like to present a number of case studies 

of couples with significant elements of parent/child in their lives 

and how it came to be, how it is now and where they see it going. 

These are mainly (but not exclusively) heterosexual couples and 

usually the baby is the male partner. But this does not mean that 

such relationships aren’t for all sexual orientations, genders and 

ages. The purpose of these case studies is to show the variety of 

how it is done in the real world. A parent/child relationship can 

seem impossibly intimidating and seeing others and how they do it 

can help. They struggle, make mistakes and most fought against it 

at first – just like most. 

I hope you enjoy reading of couples who have integrated the 

adult baby side of one partner into their relationship. The case 

studies are all anonymised and edited extensively for content, 

length and spelling/grammar. And for those who need to know, 

there are no underage characters in any of these stories other than 

the occasional mention of how young children or family interact (or 

not) with various adults. While the idea is that underage children 

have zero knowledge of adult babies and their ways, the truth is 

that this is not always the case, and it is how we deal with these 

issues that are the important thing. 

So, let’s talk first about an American woman who actually 

sought out a parent/child relationship. This would be the fantasy of 

many an AB male who seeks a ‘mummy’ who really truly wants an 

adult baby. This is extremely rare, but as you will read, not 

unknown.  
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Madeline Wood | 2. 

 

 

I f irst came into contact with Madeline as a result 
of reading her first f iction book – The Book Club Baby.  
While I enjoyed the book since it was well-wr itten and 
felt pseudo-realistic, what intrigued me was the short 
bio on her webpage. Madeline hinted that she had 
dated other adult babies and ‘lived to tell the tale’. That 
alone was interesting because it was plural adult babies 
and so, I began to wonder if her story was a bit more 
atypical than most. Being a polite and well-educated 
young woman, she took my entreaty to heart and has 
written down her experience of her past, present and 
future with adult babies. 

 

If you ask most people what an adult baby is they will shrug 

their shoulders and either admit they don’t really know or will try 

and fake an explanation. Others will make the absurd ‘pedophile’ 

claim and thus render their future opinions on anything else as 

worthless. And then there will be the third category of people who 

actually have some idea of what adult babies are. They will be 
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people who have read about them or seen something online that 

wasn’t hysterical or ignorant and therefore have some idea what 

they are, even if from a distance. Then there will be adult babies 

themselves who obviously have an in-depth, personal knowledge, if 

not necessarily understanding, And then there are the people who 

know what adult babies are because they personally know one or 

have interacted with one. 

I am that third category of person. I have ‘personally 

interacted’ with an adult baby. ‘Personally Interacted’ is a term that 

promises so much, hints at secrets and yet, is probably 

disappointing. I will let you decide. 

My brother is/was an adult baby. It was my first interaction 

and exposure to such a thing. Coming from my well-to-do, upper 

middle-class, well-insulated family, we were typically not exposed 

to much in the way of violence, racism, sexism or the other ills that 

seem to plague the United States. In latter years I have come to 

realize that I was insulated from reality in a way that took some 

time to repair such that I could truly understand life as it actually 

was for those of different backgrounds and resources. But I 

digress… 

But as we all now know, being privileged does not stop you 

from being an adult baby. Let’s call my brother Mike (not his name) 

and he was my first exposure (literally) to the world of the adult 

baby. Mike is four years older than me and when I was 11 and he 

was a strapping 15-year-old high school A-grader, sportsman and 

well respected by all, I knew him also as a very-recently-stopped-

bedwetter. Yes, he wet his bed until he was 14 or so and being the 

family we were, no bed was going to suffer such indignities and so 

diapers were the nightly fare until he reached 12. At that point, 

regular diapers were simply too small. After that, he apparently 

wore ‘youth diapers’ obtained discreetly by my mother. 
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Now all this information was hardly dinner-table 

conversation. In fact, the mere fact that Mike still wet the bed and 

wore diapers for it was something discussed in hushed tones and 

never to me other than to be informed that ‘family secrets’ were 

never to be discussed with others. That apparently included Mike’s 

bedwetting as well as other family secrets I won’t mention here. I 

was fine with that. I didn’t have any particular secrets but figured 

that one day I might. Actually, I remember hoping I might have 

secrets one day worthy of hiding.  I was 11 and wanted to grow up 

and have stories worth hiding. I look back fondly on such 

innocence. Sigh… 

Like all younger sisters however, I was a bit of a snoop. We 

had a large house, especially for just four people and our (non-live-

in) housekeeper and so I would look around and imagine treasure 

hunts just like others my age. When I had friends over, we would 

imagine spaceships and pirates (my ‘pirate speak’ is still 

legendary!) just like others my age, but on my own, I would extend 

my snooping to places I shouldn’t have gone to. 

I inspected my parent’s bedroom and dressing room and 

found ‘things’ no child should find. I didn’t know it’s purpose, but I 

recognized the shape. (For the clueless among you, it was a penis-

shaped dildo/vibrator). I survived and moved on to the spare 

bedroom which was full of clothes and some old books and quite 

boring other than the spectacular view to our pool and the shape of 

the windows could easily pass for the cockpit of a spaceship (or at 

least when you are nine or ten years old!) 

My brother’s room however was fascinating. 

We had a housekeeper, but we were still expected to keep 

our rooms tidy if not pristine. I remember getting a spanking once 

for suggesting that it ‘wasn’t my job because we had a servant’. 
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Ouch! I got more spanks for the ‘servant’ statement than for the 

untidy bedroom. I learned my lesson, however. My parents were 

determined that we would not be the entitled snobs some of their 

friends and their children were. It was mostly successful although I 

admit to being a bit snobbish through high school. Real life has a 

pretty abrasive way of modifying your self-image! 

Mike’s room was always tidy. He was a bit anal about it if I 

am being honest and if you think that a teenager being obsessively 

pristine about his bedroom smells of something fishy, you are 

absolutely right.  

Another mother once told me that she knew her teenage son 

was hiding something when he started tidying up his bedroom so 

that his mother had no reason to enter and… pry. I smiled inside 

because that was Mike. As an 11-year-old though, I hadn’t yet 

twigged to that and apparently, neither had my parents. 

So, I snooped through his bedroom while he was off playing 

*some sport* after school that interested me not at all. It was all 

stuff to be expected, but nothing exciting. I admit I was hoping to 

find his porn collection, having been told by the truly-worldly-wise 

12-year-old girl from school that ‘all boys have porn’. It was a time 

well before 11-year-olds could find porn on their iphone, ipad, or 

bedroom computer and I wasn’t exactly sure what ‘porn’ even was 

other than it had ‘willies in it’. Naiveté was what I was made of and 

in an aside, it was actually a blessing. There was plenty of time for 

the rest in the years to come. But back to the story. 

What I did find however was… diapers. 

Now this didn’t really surprise me because I knew he had 

stopped wetting the bed at night about a year earlier and at first, I 

assumed they were left-overs from that time. It was a matter of 

pride that he had stopped and even with our family’s habit of 
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avoiding such matters, I picked up how proud my parents were of 

his dryness. Mike also seemed happy about it, but then there were 

the diapers still in his room.  

But also, why were they hidden up on a top shelf behind 

boxes of old stuff he no longer used? I was nothing if not thorough 

in my snooping. I was tall for my age, but I still needed something to 

see inside this cupboard shelf.  We had an upstairs library (it 

sounds pretentious but it was really just the smallest unused room) 

where the bedrooms were and the library had a short step-ladder 

to reach the upper level of (rarely-used) books. I used it as part of 

my snooping. The house was big, and my parents were downstairs 

most of the time and my dad was often not home at all, being out 

earning the big bucks that paid for our well-insulated-from-reality 

lives. 

There was an opened pack of adult diapers and that 

confused me since the pack even said ‘adult diapers’. I never 

thought of Mike as an adult even though at 15, he was as big as my 

father and destined to be even taller and bigger built. So why were 

they there? And that was when I saw the plastic bag next to them 

and I made the big mistake of opening it. I nearly fell off my 

stepladder when I found that it had several used diapers. 

Mike was wearing and using diapers and hiding it! 

My radar went off immediately and I knew something was 

up. I had no idea what, but I left and hoped to eventually discover 

what it was. 

By the way, if you are wondering why I am spinning out this 

story, keep in mind that I am a writer, and we all spin out stories! 

A week later (I think) I snooped out Mike’s room and this 

time checked out the box of ‘old stuff’ in front of the diapers. That 

was even more interesting and confusing. 
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I found a couple of pacifiers, a baby’s feeding bottle and most 

confusing of all… girls’ panties. This made no sense to me since he 

was 15 and the nursery we both had gone through had long since 

disappeared and any baby items given away to other family 

members who might use them. Even the crib I could still remember 

disappeared shortly after I graduated to a toddler bed. So why were 

there baby items and diapers in his closet? 

Rather obviously, Mike was a teen baby. But I had no idea of 

such things and so determined to find out what was going on. Be 

grateful that your younger sister wasn’t the determined snoop I was 

– or maybe she was??. I assumed he was wearing and using diapers 

and somehow playing with the baby items. Naturally, I wanted to 

find out for sure. 

None of our bedrooms had door locks but our privacy was 

more-or-less honored. I was told to never go into my brother’s room 

if the door was shut. I know now of course that I was told this was 

to avoid witnessing the masturbation that all teenage boys indulge 

in with a furious passion. But at the time, I figured the only way to 

find out was to ‘accidentally’ catch him with his diapers. So, I broke 

the rule and while my parents were downstairs and I had already 

been sent to bed, I waited until Mike went to bed (around 9pm) and 

decided to see what was going on. I barged into his bedroom 

unannounced about ten minutes after he had shut his door and in 

an example of exquisite timing, I opened his door and saw him… 

Wearing a diaper. 

And sucking a pacifier and… 

Pulling up a pair of panties with one hand while clutching a 

teddy bear with the other. 

Being less than subtle, my jaw dropped and I was mercifully 

silent (not my best skill). He had that classic ‘deer caught in the 
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headlights’ moment and quickly told me to shut the door but 

notably, not to leave first. 

Just a bit of background first. Mike and I got on very well and 

still do. We liked each other and we would spend time together 

despite our age difference. We would play basketball and while he 

demonstrated his skill, I showed how there was more to being good 

at the sport than just being tall. His imposing size and presence also 

helped me against potential bullies and his rugged good looks gave 

me some kind of ‘cred’ among some of my more single-minded 

friends. We were good friends and closer than most. 

So, I shut the door and he tried to cover up with pajamas, but 

I had seen it all and an explanation was required. 

And what kind of explanation does a 15-year-old boy give to 

his (almost 12-year-old) sister about something like this? 

“I like it. It feels good,” was the extent of his explanation and 

to both of us, it was more than enough. But for me something had 

changed. 

I found the idea of a big person dressing up like a baby and 

enjoying it to be engaging and even… exciting. I cannot quite 

explain how I felt that night other than that I thought it was ‘really 

cool’ what he was doing. Naturally, I told no one and a few times 

over the next few years we talked about it and Mike and I had an 

irregular and somewhat shallow communication about it. By the 

time he was 18 and heading off to college I asked him if he was 

going to still wear diapers there and he told me yes, because he 

couldn’t imagine not doing it. It was ‘too important’ to him to simply 

give it all away. 

By then he had more than a few packs of diapers and I had 

seen most of them but when I asked about the panties he simply 

shrugged, and I telepathically understood. In the three years that he 
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was home after that discovery, I saw him dressed in diapers a 

number of times and even in the panties and using his pacifier. We 

were very close, and I can honestly say that I never judged him for it 

and probably because my own reaction was confusing. 

I liked what I saw. 

It was that simple.  

I liked seeing him in diapers and his pitiful attempts at baby 

clothing because it resonated with me and I was happy for him. He 

was as much of a man as I could know, but I thought that when he 

wore diapers and sucked his pacifier, he made more sense to me. 

My reaction was very definitely the outlier and I know it 

now. Most women (or anyone for that matter) would scream and 

run the other direction but not me. Something was triggered inside 

of me. It was not that I wanted to be an adult baby myself. That 

thought never even surfaced. But something inside of me was 

switched on. 

My first ‘kinda’ boyfriend wasn’t an adult baby (as far as I 

know), but since we were both 16, who would know anyhow? My 

first serious boyfriend wasn’t an adult baby either, but my second 

serious relationship was. I didn’t exactly go searching for it but as 

part of our bedroom play, he ‘suggested’ diapers and role play. I 

was more than a little intrigued because I had assumed that adult 

babies like Mike were very, very rare. 

He brought out the diapers and I smirked inside because it 

was clear he was very experienced with them and it took very little 

time to bring out the pacifiers, teddy bears and some baby clothes 

and toys. 

It was fascinating, but the relationship ended after a 

relatively short time. It wasn’t because of the Adult Baby thing but 
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rather because the rest of our time together wasn’t very good. Okay, 

but not sparkling. 

Because I knew what I wanted, my dating went poorly and 

sporadically. I dated a lot of men (and one woman!) but it wasn’t 

until several years later when I ran into yet another adult baby. This 

one was a lot less subtle and on the first date, he said he liked to 

wear diapers and was wearing one at the moment. Now this was 

incredibly dumb because most women wouldn’t even last the entire 

date after an admission like that, but because of my history, I 

stayed. And that night we had sex with him still wearing a diaper.  

The sex was terrific and frequent and usually involved 

diapers. I was tolerant and also, I kind of liked it mostly, but there 

was still something missing, and we eventually parted ways and I 

was once again, single and really not wanting to date at all. I didn’t 

know what I wanted and yet I also knew I wanted *something* like 

Mike. Now before you get all squirrely, I didn’t want to date Mike! I 

wanted someone like Mike but not related to me… at all. 

When I wrote my book, The Book Club Baby, I was in some 

ways writing my own story or how I wished it would play out, even 

though I shelved it for a number of years because it confronted me. 

In that book, Chelsea wanted to become a mommy but not 

biologically but rather of an adult baby. That was in essence… me. 

A year earlier, a cousin of mind had given birth to a truly 

gorgeous baby girl and being both childless and single, I gravitated 

to this child and was simply entranced. I loved holding her, 

changing her, watching her develop and I wanted the same 

experience. Except not exactly the same. I didn’t actually want a 

biological child. I wanted an adult child. 

And so, we arrive belatedly at the point of this story which is 

that I wanted – actually wanted - an adult baby partner but not 
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simply for some fun bedroom games and baby activity but to be a 

mother to an AB. It was both absurd and embarrassingly desperate 

at the same time. 

I am sure there are a million ABs desperate for a woman to 

be their mommy and change diapers and I knew that, and it was, of 

course, the very worst thing for me to want what I did. It was 

incredibly complex, and I won’t bore you with the details of finding 

my baby, but rather tell you how it developed once we were 

together. 

Finn is a wonderful man and yes, I am a Star Wars fan. Who 

isn’t? Finn is very much an adult baby and has been since he was 

five according to his memory. Like every AB ever born, Finn has 

long wanted a mommy to his baby and that was scary to me 

because I didn’t want our connection to be simply based on… 

diapers. I’d seen that fail before and was in no rush to repeat it. 

We dated for a long time, and he openly wore diapers under 

his clothes, and I was fine with it. He was an active and functioning 

adult baby and I just took the time to check him out. He was not 

only employed but had a solid and promising career. He seemed to 

be sane and not intimidated by me or my family (who can be 

intimidating!) His AB nature also seemed ‘under control’ which I 

think many of you understand.  

When we became intimate, he kept the diapers out of it 

because he didn’t want to scare me (not likely!) or push his desires 

onto me. That level of respect was what tipped me over into moving 

in together and quickly developing a mommy/baby aspect to our 

relationship. 

Finn was somewhat stunned by the speed at which I 

accepted his adult baby side, and I was likewise surprised by the 

ease at which I fell into the role. It was all just flowing naturally and 
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easily because we both were at our core... mommy and baby. That 

was the lesson I learned quickly. We are successful because I am 

very maternal and wanting to express that in a way which was first 

awakened bizarrely by Mike. If I am honest, I think my exposure to 

a teen baby at such a formative time and our continuing solid 

sibling relationship in some ways moulded me into a potential AB 

mommy. 

And I wanted it. 

Once I felt sure that Finn wasn’t a desperate AB trying 

anything for a diaper change, I felt happy to let my own defences 

down. I began changing his diapers, giving him baby bottles of milk 

and then formula and I pushed slightly for him to experience as 

much of infancy as he felt comfortable with. 

As things do, our relationship deepened and with it the baby 

part of it also increased. Finn was actually trying to hold his baby 

side back and after a few chats I discovered that baby Finn had 

torpedoed relationships in the past and he was determined to keep 

his baby either hidden or well under control.  

But I actually wanted more of his baby side. I was in 

unchartered waters as much as he was and we slowly – and with 

great trepidation – added more and more baby activity into our 

lives. I think I began to understand just how strong and 

authentically infantile Baby Finn was as each new aspect of his 

babyness came out naturally. 

My maternal needs were screaming at me as I began to 

embrace his babyness. The more his babyness increased, the more 

my maternal needs grabbed it, held on tight and waited for more. It 

felt like it took forever, but in only three months, Baby Finn was out 

and proud in our home and Mommy Madeline was there to care for 

him. 
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We were both not simply happy – as if happiness were not a 

huge thing – but we were also both… satisfied. Baby Finn finally felt 

contented, and Mommy Madeline finally felt that fulfillment she had 

been searching for. 

Now lest this sound like a fairytale ending of ‘happy ever 

after’, real life has to take its part. Finn still works and is a 

competent and happy adult man. I also had a fulfilling career but 

when at home, we were something very different. 

Finn loves and even idolizes his mother. They are very close 

and the respect he has for her makes me feel a bit ashamed of my 

parents’ more laissez-faire approach to parenting and so when Finn 

finally called me ‘mommy’ I felt truly honored and I admit to some 

tears. It was no mere throwaway line. He had elevated me to the 

status of his much-loved mother, and I was also thrilled to finally 

call him my ‘baby son’. 

It was then that we formally talked about how we had 

moved into some sort of strange mother and baby relationship on 

top of our regular romantic (and carnal) one. It was both bizarre 

and wonderful as we talked of how we had naturally and smoothly 

evolved from one level (romantic) into a dual-level one. 

It has only been two years, but we have deepened into a 

state where he almost always calls me mommy even if he is not 

being a baby at the time. And I use my baby name for him more 

often than not as well. Our mother/child connection is now almost 

the continual default and the romantic one, the top layer that 

everyone else sees. As part of developing our mother/child 

connection, Finn went into 24/7 diapers and has simply thrived. 

Like what I read from so many other adult babies, 24/7 is a most 

natural and releasing experience and it was for Finn. I not only saw 

him happier and more relaxed, I also saw baby Finn truly set free. I 



When Husbands and Wives Become 

Parent and Child 

21 | P a g e  
 

was now a mother to a 24/7 infant… or something like that. 

Defining this lifestyle is a constant challenge and often, a little 

pointless. 

There is one weird aspect to our mommy/baby life and it is 

that its direction is the opposite to regular baby life. Baby Finn is 

going backward! Baby Finn is now noticeably younger than he was 

when we met. His baby play style is also younger as is his interest in 

toys. And in an enormous decision, I put Baby Finn into an adult 

crib. Let me restate what I just wrote. The decision to go into a crib 

was mine not his. This was my very first major one-sided decision, 

and it went wonderfully. Finn doesn’t always sleep in the crib, but 

he does a lot of the time. But what was important to me was that I 

was expressing my parenting role by deciding it was now time to 

regress back to a crib. My decision, my choice, no debate. It was 

huge because it is me that now has to be fully responsible for my 

baby son. 

We essentially have two lives. The adult one where we go to 

work, relate with colleagues and friends and the other where I am 

the mother and he is very much the baby. And both relationships 

are genuine and realistic. And we made the important decision that 

I was always mommy, and he was always a baby no matter where 

we were and what we were doing. It didn’t really change anything 

except that we both now understood that our real roles were 

mommy/baby and our adult lives were the (very significant) 

visible/public overlay over the top. 

Our roles continue to develop slightly as time goes on and 

we learn more about our respective needs and identities. I have 

finally found the ‘scratch’ to the ‘itch’ that developed when I was a 

snooping 11-year-old. 
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It has been a journey well worth having and I consider 

myself lucky to have found the dual-person I was always meant to 

be with. 
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The Parent/Child 

Relationship | 3. 

The parent/child relationship between an adult and their 

natural-born or adopted/fostered child is an incredible one that 

spans from exquisite joy and wonder to frustration, anger and 

sometimes a deep sense of failure. As adult babies, the deep-seated 

desire is to replicate as much of that as possible for a variety of 

reasons. The first is somewhat obvious, if a bit shallow. How 

enjoyable is it at times to have another person assume complete 

responsibility for your care and well-being? On the surface, that 

would seem like quite an attractive proposition but for adult babies, 

it is far more complex and powerful than that. 

The ‘parent/child’ relationship is technically not something 

that can be easily replicated in an adult/adult world. Ironically, I 

live in the rare situation where my partner is a fulltime, permanent 

infant and our relationship is almost entirely genuine parent/child. 

There are some differences of course, but these are largely practical 

matters rather than central to the mother/child interaction. But for 

the vast majority of adult babies who are either in – or crave – a 

parent/child relationship, it is more of a part-time concept than a 

full-time literal reality. 

This does not mean that it is not genuine or meaningful, 

because it is. Rather, it reflects that the reality of the situation will 

always put limits on such an endeavour. Let me give an example 

from my own relationship. While we have the most extreme and 
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permanent mother/child connection, I cannot for example lift her 

up and carry her as I would an infant. That is a big deal because a 

huge part of parent/infant bonding occurs through holding, 

hugging, and generally interacting as a ‘large’ person with a very 

‘small’ person. I certainly hug her but since she is bigger and 

heavier than me, genuine parental holding is simply not possible. 

When I have to move her to another room, she has to walk or crawl. 

The same with bathing. Now, these things might seem minor, but 

sometimes they are not, and they represent some of the facts of a 

parent/child relationship in that there are very real limits, most of 

which cannot be broken, no matter how hard you try. But is this a 

problem? 

No, not really. While Adult Babies try to be as infantile as 

they possibly can with nappies, clothing, nurseries and cots and 

proper baby clothes, there will always be these limits. But these 

limits need not be obstacles. Melissa is very babyish much of the 

time and her limited adult behaviour is for specific needs, largely 

ones out of the home. 

We can talk a lot about what a parent/child relationship is or 

could be and try and define it but truthfully, only you and your baby 

can define what it is for you. 

Everyone is different and everyone’s life is also very 

different and we need to work within those limits. These are 

EXTERNAL limits that we can bend perhaps but that’s about it. The 

other limits are the INTERNAL ones and these are more important. 

Your parent/child relationship needs to meet both of your 

needs. Now right from the start I realise that this is essentially 

asymmetrical and doomed to never be really ‘fair’. While we can 

read the story of a Madeline and Finn in the preceding chapter and 

wish for it, the truth is that the majority of parent/child 
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relationships arrive largely as a result of  ‘the irresistible force 

meeting the immovable object’. 

Most women want to be mothers but to literal babies. But 

where adult babies are concerned, the opposite is true. Very few 

(exceedingly few!) women want to baby their partner. That should 

need no explanation as 99.9% of ABs (mostly men) will tell you of 

their partner’s complete rejection of nappies or baby play or at 

best, their reluctant permission but with no personal involvement. 

It is many things, but a parent/child relationship it is not. 

There are plenty of marriages and relationships that have 

foundered over the nappy/baby issue and it is not because of 

intransigent wives and irresponsible husbands. There are many 

adult babies out there (and you know who you are) where the drive 

to be a baby and wear nappies is not small. It is not something to be 

ignored or even to be indulged in briefly once every 6 months. It is a 

forced in its own right and a need that simply can’t be ignored. And 

as one adult baby once said (more or less): “As I get older the drive 

to wear nappies gets stronger and my willingness to fight it 

becomes weaker. Eventually, it became a lost cause.” This is the 

irresistible force. 

And then there is the immoveable object: the wife/girlfriend. 

Now the dynamic is considerably different if the AB is the woman, 

but the principle still applies. While many men may be more kink-

friendly than women, AB isn’t a kink at its core. It is far more than 

that and so the problem remains. 

As partners to our ABs, we usually don’t want it… at all. That 

is usually the first step: complete rejection. And then comes the 

inevitable conflict that emerges and it can be devastating. The 

immoveable object has arrived and trouble is there. 
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The problem is something far too many ABs and their 

partners are aware of a problem with no seeming solution. Much of 

this of course is the result of ignorance of options from both 

partner.  

So, how do we deal with the problem of the irresistible 

force/immoveable object? 

Let me offer the first part of the solution: reject the idea that 

any force is irresistible and no object is immoveable. The second 

part of the solution is consider that perhaps the conflict is what 

needs to be resolved itself, not necessarily the details of it. 

Let me explain that a little bit better. 

Conflicts sprout up naturally and somewhat easily. 

Resolutions can sometimes become difficult because we list our 

positions, our problems, our needs and demands long before we 

decide on the one immutable desire for both of us. 

Happiness for both and an end to conflict. 

We will look into how we actually do this in our next 

chapter. But first… let’s see how one couple has done this for 

decades without killing each other! 
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Tracy and Greg | 4. 

 

Tracy and Greg are an older UK couple who have 
volunteered their story and part of their history and the 
relationship they now have as mother and… daughter. 
None of this is new to them and they have for a number 
of decades lived as mother and child in essence while 
hiding the truth of it from most around them.  

 

 

I want to just talk about how my baby and I live and the title 

of this book really does mirror who we are and who we became. My 

name is Tracy and my baby was born Greg but her baby name and 

the one I almost exclusively use for her is Justine. 

We are older now and Justine has recently retired from her 

executive job and is now more able to express her true nature as a 

baby girl. A little background first might explain how we got where 

we are. I was born in France to English parents but when I was 9 I 

moved to the UK with my parents while Justine was born here in 

England and spent a few years in the USA in his early teens so as to 

scramble with both his accent and his spelling. But the important 

fact was that while named Greg, his parents raised him as a girl for 

his first few years and throughout much of his preteen and early 


