Discovery, By Adam Shannara, Part 1

This is my first attempt at AB/DL writing. Send all feedback to whoneeds@bogroll.co.uk. Please do not copy this in any way without giving me credit for the original story, as I would if you wrote a story.
CHAPTER 1- Suspicion

Aoife McAuliffe sat at the breakfast table, looking at the packet of molicares that were to be shipped to a family friend of 14 years. She had found it in the press under the stairs, the side ripped by a rogue coat hanger. However she wasn’t as stupid as her children thought. One of them had ripped it with the coat hangar, stolen a diaper, and made it look like an accident.

The problem was, they were all of above normal intellect, so it could have been any of them. They had been painstaking in their care to make it look like an accident. When they were at school, she searched all their rooms, being careful to make it seem as though she had not been there. But nothing had turned up. Whoever it was, they were good at hiding things.

She thought absently how much like a guerrilla war this was. They hid their tracks, she hid hers. She laughed softly to herself, a soft, musical laugh. No point in getting upset. That helped nothing.

She put them into a cardboard box, and carried it out to the car. Ireland did not accept incontinence in people under 50; they were scorned upon because they were not understood. Their friend was a social reject because of his disability, despite a lovely personality.

She sighed ruefully and drove off.

CHAPTER 2- The Guilty Party


Aodh woke up. He remembered a little about the few minutes before he had gone to bed. Exhausted after a night of partying with Micheal (his friend) for Micheal’s birthday, he had consumed a load of coke, and knew he was going to wet the bed that night. He remembered putting on the lock on his door, and putting on a molicare diaper, with baby oil and powder despite his tiredness.


When, 4 years ago, his mum had started ferrying diapers, loose in a cardboard box, to a friend of theirs, he had started stealing them, and trying them on. His friends size was just one above his, so they fit reasonably well without trouble or leakage.


After a few years of this, he had started wearing them to bed. But after a few weeks of this, his brain must have reverted to carelessness because of the added security, and one night he had flooded his diaper. Luckily it held it all in, but had he not been wearing one, it would have been quite hard to cover up.

He currently had about 13 diapers left, but his mother had recently switched to closed packets of diapers, so he had to make ridiculously obvious attempts to open the bag “by accident.”


What worried him was that the latest shipping had been very close to his size and maybe his mother suspected him.


Feeling more awake, it occurred to him that he should check himself. He put his hand down the front of the diaper and felt the fabric. Soaking wet. He had way too much coke in him going to sleep.

He climbed out of bed and looked in the mirror. The diaper was put on very sloppily, and he was lucky it hadn’t leaked. He had been so tired despite the coke that he had disregarded a number of things he should have done when putting on a diaper.
He took it off and rolled it up as small as he could, taping it into that position. He reached for the fibreeze and gave it a few sprays to mask the smell. Then hey picked up the dustbin and made his way down to the kitchen.

On the way down his sister caught up with him.

“Hey squirt what’re you doing? Show me that!” and with that she grabbed the dustbin from his hands.

She’s in one of those moods again, Aodh thought. When his older sis Katherine was like this she could be nasty for the whole day following.

“Nothing but junk!” She said, disinterested.

“What did you expect?”  Aodh said flippantly.

She looked at him for a second, and then threw the bin at him. He barely caught it upright before it spilled on the floor.

“Your brains, pipsqueek” she said, laughing at him.

He shook his head and entered the kitchen. Going over to the bin he took the diaper from the inside pocket of the thick coat he wore to hide it.

He tossed it in, and poured the bins contents over it, then wet some kitchen paper and threw that in, as if he had cleaned something up with them. As an added security measure, he sprinkled some sugar over that. The sugar would stick to anything wet in there and make it sticky, deterring anyone from searching the bin without rubber gloves.

With that finished, he opened the press under the stairs and took 2 diapers from the box that his mother had not yet transported. He put these into his underwear, to spirit them up to his room. The perfect crime.


CHAPTER 3- A day in the life of…


With his mother out of the house, Aodh decided that it was reasonably safe to have a little fun today. He went up to his room, and opened the press under the stairs to the attic, which was conveniently situated in his room. He lifted the small square of carpet and opened the floor compartment that he had made with his dad’s power saw.


Under the floor were 13 molicare diapers, a bottle of “Johnson and Johnson’s” Baby oil, and a bottle of baby powder. Aodh took out the oil and powder, and put in one of the diapers. He closed the compartment, and the press.


Aodh laid out a blanket on the floor, and, laying down on it, got to work. He opened out the diaper, and laid it next to him. Pouring some oil on his hands, he slathered it all over his butt cheeks and crotch, taking care to apply some on his balls and shaft too. Next he took the baby powder and shook it out all over those areas, especially those where sweat was rampant.


This completed, he slid the diaper under him, and brought it up between his legs. He stuck the tabs onto the front, making it tight around the legs and waist. This didn’t irritate his skin because he had put extra oil around those areas. The lubrication kept it from chafing him.


He got up and walked over to the mirror, looking at himself. He was contemplating taking pictures of himself to put on the Internet, when his wristwatch rang, telling him that the movie he wanted to watch was coming on soon. With that, he grabbed the bag of snack food he had prepared, and ran down to tune into Sky Moviemax.

The movie was “Lost in Space,” and he recalled an AB story he had read on that. One of the best reads I’ve had so far, he thought. I should find it again sometime.

He drank a load of coke, rang into Kiss FM, the local pirate dance station, and requested that they put on “Maniac” and give a callout to Micheal O’ Sullivan in Blackpool. Cheers for the diapers, Mike He thought.

During the movie, he felt like peeing, so he let go in the diaper, relishing the way it flowed around his crotch before sinking into the diaper.

When it was finished, he waited for the end credits to finish before getting up and going to bed. When in his room, he decided that the diaper wasn’t very wet and slept in it. He had been wearing so much Baby powder that he wouldn’t get sweaty, even after peeing in it. He drifted off again, contemplating how great he was feeling and if he should put his photo on the net.
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