According to the kids In the area I am the meanest babysitter who ever lived, but according to the Mothers, I am the best.  I am a specialist with problem children.  The ones that most people could not, and would not, handle without a whip and chair.  I got my training taking care of my brother.  I was one of the few people, besides our parents, who could keep him in line.  I did it by diapering him the minute he started to act up.  He hated being diapered but I was older, and stronger, so 1 would wrestle him to the ground and diaper him.  If he took off his diaper I would catch him re-diaper him and throw him out the door wearing just the diaper.  Then I would lock the door and he would have to stay outside where the kids in the neighbourhood could see him.  He quit removing the diapers when I diapered him and sulked around the house instead.  I did not care if he sulked, as long as he behaved himself and did not cause me any trouble.

One day a neighbour asked if I would watch her little brat.  I said I would but that I charged three times the going rate and had to be given complete freedom in handling the monster.  She was startled that I was so blunt but since no one else would sit for her she agreed.  I did not want to watch him and I was hoping my attitude would discourage her.  She wanted to know what I Intended to do.  I said it was a trade secret.  She said she would ask him.  I said I doubted if he would tell her either.  Actually, at that point I had no idea what I was going to do so I could not have told her if I wanted too.

It worked out quite well for me.  I now make a living as a professional babysitter.  When the time came to go to her house I took a sack of diapers, rubber pants, pins, powder, oil, pacifier and baby bottles.  As soon as the brat started to act up, I grabbed him and asked if my brother had told him what would happen if he did not settle down?  He said no, and he did not care, I could not make him behave if he did not want to.  I said all I had to do was to make him want to behave.  I dumped the contents of the sack on floor so he could see The baby things.  I told him that if acted like a baby, l would treat and dress him like one.  He had a foul mouth.  He called me a bitch.  I put him on the floor and started to undress him.  He fought harder than my brother ever did.  I was five years older and 25 pounds heavier so he did not have a chance.  After I got him naked I told him that if he did not lay still and co-operate he would get stuck with a pin.  He continued to fight until he got stuck about twice, then he settled down and I got him diapered.

When I let him up he ran to the other side of the room and started to unpin the diaper.  I told him that if he took the diaper off, I would catch him and put it back on him.  Then I would throw him outside and lock the door so everyone would see him in his diapers.  There was a look of fear in his eyes.  I could tell that he had heard stories about a boy being outside wearing nothing but diapers.  It frightened him that the next stories might be about him.  This is the reaction I get the first time I threaten to expose one of my charges in his diapers.  Just before his parents got home Davey pleaded with me to take the diaper off before his Mother saw it.  I intended to remove it before she got home anyway, but I made him promise to wear diapers, without a fight, whenever I babysat.  He agreed.  I got his diaper off and his pants on him just as his Mom came in.  I told her he had given me a little trouble but we worked it out and he was an angel.  She did not believe me but she still asked me to sit the next Saturday.

The next Saturday, Davey begged his Mom not to let me sit.  She said she would think about it if he [old her what I did that frightened him so much.  The little rugrat actually told her.  She laughed and said if it worked she would call me right away.  She said she thought about calling someone else, for about thirty seconds, reflected on the idea and called me.  I now babysit Davey every Saturday, he knows the first thing I will do is put a diaper on him.  I undress him myself because it embarrasses him for me to undress him.  Even though he Is now 14 I still babysit him and I still diaper him the first thing after his parents leave.  My method is so successful, I have been recommended to the Mothers of other unruly children.

All my charges, boys or girls, get diapered.  At 14, Davey is the oldest of my charges.  The next is a 13 year old girl, her brother and sister.  Most of my charges are only children and the most I handle at one time is the two girls and one boy.  Even though the oldest is the only troublemaker they all get diapered.  My theory is that the younger ones will not tease the girl or threaten to tell other kids that she gets diapered.  You can not blackmail a person for wearing diapers when you do too.  Since I remove the diapers for them to use the bathroom I do not use rubber pants.  I only carry pacifiers and bottles when I have a new charge to break in.

The story of my brother being outside in diapers is far enough in the past that it is a local legend.

The Mothers pretend not to know how I do my job, but it is told around the bridge tables.  The kids are not going to admit that I diaper them.  Most of my charges suspect that I diaper the others.  They are not about to ask the other kids because then they would have to admit to being diapered themselves.  They all ask if I diaper the others.  I answer by saying "I will tell the others that I diaper you.  Then I will ask them if I can tell you whether they are diapered too."  So far, that has stopped any further questions on whether or not others kids get diapered.

I babysit for several reasons.  I make a decent living as I am now getting $5 per hour per child.  I work 40 to 50 hours per week.  I enjoy diapering them, I enjoy seeing the boys get an erection when they reach the age where that is possible.  Even if they do not get erections, the boys and girls both get embarrassed over being diapered and I enjoy that.  Besides, I am the best there is at toning down rebellious behaviour.  So as long as the Mothers will hire me, I will continue being, depending on your point of view, the meanest, or best, babysitter in town.

I realise that with the concern about child abuse these days there are those who will say that I abuse the kids I sit with.  I believe that I do not abuse them, I only diaper them.  That is with their Mothers implied consent.  The Mothers know and accept what I do even if they do not openly admit to knowing it.  True, some of the older boys do get erections and I do like to see them, but I do not try to cause the erections and I never play with them.  I enjoy embarrassing my charges as a way of controlling their behaviour.  As a natural process of physical maturing erections are caused by embarrassment as well as sexual excitement.  While my treatment of the boys causes erections, it is from embarrassment, not sexual stimulation.

Anyone who has studied anatomy will tell you that girls have similar reactions but they are generally not quite as obvious.  In any event, my diapering is as quick and efficient as the child allows.  I never take on a new charge, boys or girls, that is at the age where sexual manifestations caused by being naked and diapered are likely to occur.

It has been suggested that I consider taking on older babies.  That is those over the age of twenty-one.  With those babies, I could expose them in diapers to others.  I would not have to worry about them getting sexually excited because that would be expected, and legal.  I do not know that I want to get into that scene, but I have thought about it.  

The Meanest Babysitter


By Baby Billy
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