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CHAPTER 7 – No rest for the wicked

As always, Aodh woke up with a wet diaper. However, he didn’t want to be changed. His love of diapers focused around him putting diapers on himself – it ended there. He didn’t like being changed by other people, most especially his mum. The other problem he was facing was school. How could his friends come over to visit and find his room like this? Even Mike didn’t know about his DLism, and he was the only person likely to accept it.

Aodh would have to sort that out when he got there. Well, no avoiding the inevitable. She’ll change me one way or the other, and my struggling will just make it take longer. He thought bitterly, as he sat up and stretched.

“Mom!”

In about a minute his mother came in with a bottle, some kind of baby food and a bib. “Morning sweetheart! Mommy’s come to wake her little baby up!”

“Mom, I need to go to school. It’s Thursday.”

“Don’t be silly! Babies don’t go to school!” She fixed him with a playful look, and unlocked the playpen. Lifting her light son, she kept talking. “Babies are taught at home, with bricks and word puzzles. School is way too big for little baby boys like you.” She was strapping him down to the changing table as she said so.

“And what do you think they would say if a little baby like you came to their school?” She removed the diaper, and wiped him all around with a baby wipe. “They’d ask what a baby was doing in their school, and they’d laugh.” She applied the baby powder and slid a new diaper under him.

“Mom! Speak normally would you!?! I just want to know if I am going to school!”

“No, you’re not.” She taped up the diaper, and put back on his sleeper.

“Why are you doing all this? Why ruin my social life just because I’m different?” Aodh was in the mid anger/crying stage, and he was about to explode when she stuck a pacifier down his open mouth and strapped it behind his head.

“I’m not ruining your life. I love you as I always have. But if you want to be treated like a baby, then I’ll treat you like a baby.” Aodh could only mumble unintelligibly through the pacifier. If only she heard what he was saying!

She unstrapped him, and moved him to the chair. When he was strapped in, she took the pacifier out of his mouth and picked up the baby food. When he opened his mouth to speak, she pushed the spoon down his throat, where he automatically swallowed the contents. It didn’t taste bad, even kind of sweet. It slid back his throat easily. Again, there was really no point in fighting, as he’d just get it all over himself. She spooned it all into him, and then gave him the bottle.

When he was finished the bottle, he was sure there was a sedative in it or something, because he felt too tired to fight as she hooked a harness to his sleeper and led him out of the house and into the car.

“So, where do you think Aodh is?” Síle asked. She was in the shop with Mike and Dave, and a few of her friends as well. She had become a better friend with Mike when she got to know him better through Aodh. Dave she was still wary about though.

“I dunno, I think he’s sick. He said he’d be here though, and he’d usually ring me if he was gonna call it off.” They had arranged on Tuesday, all of them, to stay out of school and just hang around the shops for the day, as on Thursdays they had no real classes.

“Dave spoke; “He probably stood you up Síle. I told you about him!”

Síle had to stop Mike from attacking Dave. Since Micheal and Aodh had become almost like brothers over the years they had known each other, and had regular house calls and sleepovers, they were both very protective of the other’s reputation. Many a time had Aodh got into fights to protect Mikes name, and Mike felt he owed him.

Calming down, Mike spoke in a carefully controlled voice to Dave. “If you’ll remember, Dave, he had a very bad fall yesterday, and rumour has it he’s still in hospital.”

“I still think he’s just dossing off at home, laughing at how gullible you are!”

Síle got in a brief struggle with Mike before speaking again.

“No, Dave. I think he’s sick or something. He’d come if he could. Maybe his mom made sure he went to school?” Síle looked hopeful. “He’ll be here any minute, I’ll bet.

Síle didn’t know how right she was. Just then, Aodh’s mother walked in, leading Aodh behind her by a harness, getting stares and jeers from almost everyone in the store. Aodh's mother ignored them, but Aodh’s eyes seemed glazed over, and he looked vacantly at everyone else.

Síle’s mouth looked like it would hit the floor, and she had almost stopped breathing. The sight petrified even Mike, who knew Aodh better than anyone else

“Oh Jesus…” Dave backed away, and stumbled over someone else’s bags, before turning on his heel and running. The shock was too great for Síle and Mike too, who bolted for the exit in horror.

Síle ran home on her own, collapsed on her bed, not telling anyone, and was unconscious as her head hit the pillow, expecting to wake up in the real world.

Aodh, half-asleep from the sedatives in the milk, only saw laughing faces as he walked in the door of the supermarket, led by his mother.

She walked straight up to the counter, and asked the shopkeeper straight out where the adult sized diapers were. The shopkeeper, slightly shocked at the very unusual request, pointed Aoife to the healthcare department.

She walked briskly over there, dragging Aodh behind her, and picked up some depends, some powdered milk, some more “Vita-Food”, the mushy stuff she had fed to Aodh earlier, and some sleeping tablets. Taking these to the counter, she paid with cash and brought her burdens to the car outside.

Aodh’s head cleared during the ride home, and he pieced together parts of the experience like a jigsaw. He remembered the people laughing, the shopkeeper trying to keep her composure, and… Oh shit no! He thought, thinking he remembered seeing Síle and Mike looking at him, horrified. Oh no, no no no this can’t be happening!  The image of Síle looking at him with her mouth open and her wide eyes full of disbelieving fear spun around his head in a whirl.

The dizziness of it all must have let him lax too much, because at that moment he felt his diaper flooding with pee, which only made his thought spin faster, now with thoughts of him being totally incontinent, day and night, haunting his mind.

Calming down a bit, he glumly thought about all this. All he had done was wear diapers, and now all this was happening to him? And why? What did he do?

He thought about it until he got home, when his mother gave him more milk, commenting on how quiet he was and how good a baby he had been in the store. There were more sedatives in the milk, and soon Aodh was asleep in her arms, with the pacifier in his mouth.

CHAPTER 8 – Coming out of the Closet
Aodh woke up for the fourth day in the crib, after three days of being treated like a baby by his mother. He wasn’t feeling happy about it, and he was sure Síle had left him. How could she accept this? She knew that Mike wore them, but he wore them out of necessity, and he never wore baby’s clothing! He doubted anyone would like being treated like an infant!

He called to be changed, and glumly and silently went through the tedious procedure in his head. She took off the dirty diaper, wiped him all over the bottom and crotch with a baby wipe or two, and covered him in baby powder, before sliding the new diaper under him and taping it up.

Yesterday she had not allowed him to go to the toilet when he needed to poop, and had tried to hold it in even longer than the pee on Wednesday, until it hurt so much he couldn’t anymore. She had shown no problem in dealing with this as she would if he had peed in his diaper.

He was certain she was putting laxatives in the milk and baby food, because he could feel himself losing control, just yesterday he had not noticed he was peeing in his diaper until it was already soaked. It’s not good enough that she wants me to dress like a baby, she wants me to act like one too!  He thought gloomily.

Although he wouldn’t admit it, even to himself, Aodh was actually beginning to get used to it. He still didn’t like it, but it didn’t seem like torture anymore, just a very bad change of lifestyle. The real anguish was that Síle had left, and more: he had seen the look I her eyes, she was afraid of what she saw. She didn’t understand what had happened, and she looked like she had seen a ghost!

Aodh's mother lifted him off the table easily. A diet of baby food and milk had lost him a lot of weight, and Aoife was able to lift him with ease. She placed him in the playpen, and locked the top.

She left, leaving Aodh to his thoughts. About a half hour later, the doorbell rang, and after a few seconds, he heard someone tentatively coming up the stairs.

“Aodh? Are you up here?” Oh my god, Síle’s here! I can’t let her see me like this! Aodh was panicking, and opted to hide in the back of the playpen and stay quiet.

Of course it wasn’t that easy. “Second door on the right, Síle!” His eternally helpful mother.

Síle came into the room, and saw him curled up in a ball in the corner, head between his knees, diaper bulging plainly in sight through the sleeper. What made matters worse, he had just peed in it, as she was coming up. He was definitely losing control.

“Aodh? Are you OK?” She said it quietly, talking carefully.

Aodh groaned. “Aodh, it’s Síle. I came to see are you OK?”
“Do I look OK? I’m in a playpen dressed like a baby. You don’t get much worse.” No point beating around the bush, especially when she could see it for herself anyway.

“I’ll be blunt Aodh, because it’s obvious you’re not in the mood for subtlety. I don’t know what is going on, and I don’t know why. But I want to know, and that’s why I came. I don’t want this to come between us, if we can avoid it. But I can only work this out with you if you tell me what this is all about.”

Aodh, still in the playpen, thought about it for a while before answering. “Alright, I’ll tell you. Things can’t get worst I guess.”

“But you have to come out of there! I can’t talk to you while you’re crouched up like that!”

“What? I can’t come out. I look like a fool, and neither of us want you to see, trust me.”

Síle unlocked the playpen. “Stop being so shy and get out. I can already see you anyway. Plus, from what I hear it’s not your fault so there’s nothing to laugh at.”

That covered all the defences Aodh had, and shamefully, he got up and climbed out of the playpen. Síle was true to her word, and she didn’t show a hint of amusement at his attire. That didn’t negate his shame. Aodh was beetroot red and didn’t know what to say.

“Sit down and tell me what happened.” Síle pulled up two chairs and sat down on one. As Aodh sat down on his, his diaper crinkled, and he hesitated. Síle, seeing this, grabbed his shoulder and pushed him into the chair. “Start from the beginning.”

And so Aodh recounted the events of the past few days, avoiding going into detail about being changed. Síle seemed very insistent to find out what exactly had happened.

“Well, the only thing I don’t know is what happened after I left the court in school. What were they saying?” Aodh said with trepidation.

“I dunno what they said at the time, I was out like a light. I just collapsed, and woke up after you were gone. They were all confused as to what happened, but they all knew what happened with…”

“OK! I know. Don’t remind me. Did Dave say anything about this?

Síle looked torn with indecision. “Do you really want to know? I mean, I doubt that he meant any of the things he said…”

Aodh tried to look her in the eyes, and then remembered his appearance and gave it up. “I’ve always known that Dave wasn’t a real friend to me, so I can cope with hearing what he has to say.”

Síle still looked doubtful as she spoke. “Dave told the whole school what happened in PE and in the shopping centre. He said that you were acting like an infant and playing with infants toys…”

“None of which is true I hope?” This was a part Aodh didn’t remember.

“None of it! But why wouldn’t you know?” Apparently Síle hadn’t noticed the glazed look in his eyes at the mall, but he didn’t blame her. Looking over her shoulder while running away wasn’t the best viewpoint she could have chosen.

“My mom had given me some heavy sedatives, so I can only remember half of it.”

“Oh. Well, I guess that explained the blank look in your eyes that Dave thought was babylike.” Síle looked satisfied at this conclusion.

“So what else is Dave spreading around?”

“He said that you are possibly the biggest freak he’s ever known, and he wants nothing more to do with you.” Síle winced, expecting Aodh to explode at this news, however Aodh just nodded and sat up in his chair (Making a noisy crinkling sound while he was at it).

“OK, if I were in his situation I guess I might have thought the same way.”

Síle bit her lower lip. Aodh, noticing this, looked at her scrutinising the expression. “Is something wrong?” Stupid question, her boyfriend is dressed like a baby, he thought.

“I was just wondering, I mean, does it grow on you? I mean, like, do you get used to it?” She seemed to get a bit smaller, expecting a furious answer.

However, she always asked probing questions, and Aodh almost knew that she’d ask this at one point or another. He also knew that he could trust her not to say anything to anyone about these things, and since she kept an open minded view about everything, he decided he’d be honest.

“Yea, I guess. I mean, when it all started, it felt like torture, but now it feels like a routine. A bad routine, one I don’t like, but a routine all the same.”

“I thought so…” Aodh wasn’t sure what to make of this. She seemed almost overly interested in this. He could understand her wanting to know what was going on, but she now knew. Yet she still wanted to know?

Talking about this had brought up another question to Aodh that he had not thought about. How long would this last? Would he be treated like a baby for the rest of his life? Would it affect his mind? He could almost imagine himself being wheeled into a psychiatrist’s office in a pram, giggling madly over a white teddy bear.

He suddenly felt very sick. “Síle, what do you think will happen to me?” He was aware of how much a child he felt, which ironically was what he looked like as well.

Síle was thinking along those lines as well, and her mind was a maelstrom of questions. She knew that she liked Aodh more than the average guy, and her friends had commented that she and Aodh had been together for longer than some of their other relationships put together. She had also noticed within herself that she was off-guard, almost a different person around him.

But the foremost question in her mind was; If I am prepared to stay with him even after this, are we more than what we thought?
She looked at Aodh, studying him for a minute. She noticed his eyes were downcast, and more moist than usual. She realised that even though he kept up a hard exterior when with his friends, he was in a lot of pain at the moment, something that even she wasn’t meant to know.

“Aodh, I don’t know or care what happens. You’re still the same Aodh that I know… and love.”

Aodh nearly fell off his chair.

Síle spoke quickly. “Um, I mean if that upsets you then…”

By this time Aodh had regained his composure and he hastily silenced her. “I feel the same” He whispered. And with that he gently pulled her toward him, and they embraced for a long time.

Aodh’s mother had been listening outside the door, and she felt a tear coming to her eye. She briskly brushed it away, and walked back to her room to think about it.

“If his girl thinks it’s okay, and Mike won’t have much of a problem, he’ll still have friends. And he said himself that he’s getting used to it, I think it’ll do just fine. Now, if I could get his girl to care for him while I’m gone out to my friends once in a while, I’m sure she wouldn’t have any problem with it. I have to leave the house without him sometimes.”

The way Aoife thought was that if he liked it, he would get as much as he could bear. And if he was getting used to it, it was not torture in any way. Just a punishment.

And, something good came of it. It would seem his little boy had a sweetheart at such a young age. Nothing unusual, considering she had met his father at the age of 11 and they had known they liked each other then, and they got married at the age of 18, before he died in a car accident as he was rushing to the hospital to see Aodh being born.

The memories of that day had forged Aoife into the brisk, purposeful woman she was today, keeping a businesslike exterior to hide her own weaknesses. And maybe if she stopped this happening to her son, he would have a happier life to lead after she was gone. That would be her legacy.

