Discovery, Adam Shannara, Part 2

               CHAPTER 4 – Fugitive

Aodh Woke up, feeling a bit funny. A hangover from coke I guess he thought maybe I should drink less in future. He had again soaked the diaper, but some had leaked through onto the bed. Rats! He thought, getting up and retrieving the fibreeze he kept next to his bed for such emergencies. He mopped it up with toilet roll, then gave it a few sprays of the Fibreeze. His pyjamas were also wet, but he had a tried and tested solution.

He laid himself down on the floor, and untaped the diaper. Rolling the heavy, soaking wet thing in his left hand, he brought the other end up and taped it together, but not tight enough that the diaper would leak more.

Wrapping this little bundle up in an old newspaper, he brought it downstairs. On the way he ran into his mother.

“What's that Aodh?” She had an interrogative look on her face that Aodh didn’t like.

“Just some old fish and chips, mum!” he said hastily, and tried to get past.

“Can I see? We might feed them to Tara.” His pet dog would eat anything that her teeth could break. At this point he was getting scared, but years of comebacks to the bullies at school paid off, and he came up with a reasonable enough excuse.

“Well, it was really hard to get them into the newspaper, and the paper is so ripped that if you open it it’d all fall out. I was just about to throw it away” this was the last line of defence, and if his mom still wanted to see the bundles contents, he was in big trouble.

To his relief, she gave up. “Well, I guess it’s not that important. Tara was just fed anyway.” And with that she walked past and entered the study.

Aodh breathed a sigh of relief. That was too close!  He realised he was breathing a bit fast, so he slowed down, and let his heart stop tripping over it’s own feet in it’s mad tumble.

He did the usual throwaway routine, and then threw his pyjamas into the washbasket, and poured a bit of coke onto them.

“Oh, by the way mom! I spilled some coke on my pyjamas, so I put them in a different basket to the rest!” He yelled so she could hear him.

“That’s fine dear, have fun at school!”

CHAPTER 5 – Living in the fast lane

Aodh arrived at the school bus stop at 8:50, and there he met Micheal and David, his two friends at school. Micheal was urinary incontinent, and besides Aodh and David, he had no friends. Aodh envied him sometimes. He had an excuse to wear a diaper 24/7.

“Hey Dave, hey Mike! How’s it all going with ye?”

Mike spoke first “Fine, I guess. Dave here was just telling me about that movie that came in last week.” Mike shifted his position, and Aodh could barely hear the crinkle of his diapers.

They talked about movies for a while, but then the conversation shifted over to girlfriends. “Whoa, I’d like to go out with Sarah O’ Sullivan from B4, she’s the finest one I’ve ever seen!” Dave was infatuated.

“Oh, by the way Aodh, when did you last see Síle? She was askin’ for ya on Monday when you were out.” Micheal, the constant meddler.

“I saw her on Saturday, and we arranged to meet in town on Monday but I told her afterwards that I was sick and couldn’t come.”

“Man, take better care of that one, or I’ll be on her like a wolf on meat!” David was, notoriously, one of the worst womanisers in our school, and Aodh was lucky still to have Síle, one of the most sought after girls in the school.

They exchanged a few playful digs and kicks, before the bus pulled up outside the school. They all got off, and headed straight for the front door, with Mike and David at Aodh’s two sides.

“Hey Aodh! Wait up!” Síle Breide was running up to him, her blonde locks waving behind her, and her rosy cheeks even redder from running. “I thought you caught the first bus in!” she said, and with that gave him a long kiss to prevent answer.

Since four months ago when he had first met Síle, they had been going out, and they weren’t getting bored yet. Aodh was starting to think they could get serious, as in sexually, but thought best not to say, as both of his friends would tell instantly if they found out and there would go his relationship. A month ago she had asked him over to her house, and slept in the same bed, but nothing more.

Nevertheless, he thought that she was more than the average girlfriend, and it didn’t really matter to him what happened.

The first class they had was geography, which was very boring, and Aodh was the first out the door at the end. Then came PE, Aodh’s favourite class. He was the classes best basketball player, because as a child he had ADD, keeping him active, fit, and way above average in agility. Although he didn’t show off, everyone else marvelled at his flexibility, how stealthy he could be, his speed and quick reflexes, and, to their grudging respect, his surprising strength relative to his size.

They started with football, and although Aodh wasn’t very good at it (basketball was his speciality) he did better than usual.

Then came basketball, and Aodh was off like a rocket. Only a minute into the game, and he was already running down the court, ball under his hands, and a clear path to the net. He was in mid-jump for a slam dunk when Regan stuck out his foot and tripped him.

His momentum sent his swinging over Regan’s foot, and he was lucky to land on his shoulder. But the worst was to come, and his bladder, shocked by the impact, suddenly let go.

A pool of yellow pee flooded the white court around him, and suddenly everyone was quiet, aghast at what had just happened. Time seemed to stand still, and even though his brain was still dazed by the shock, could feel the air thickening. He felt sicker than he remembered feeling before.

Regan took a step back slowly, his mouth open, a wild look in his eyes. He dazedly saw Síle fall over, and being caught from behind and laid on the floor by Mike.

Tom, one of Aodh’s more quick thinking teachers, ran over, yanked him off the ground by his collar, and dragged him outside the room and into the shower rooms.

Aodh hazily remembered Tom pushing him into the showers, and hosing him down before laying him into his car. Then everything went black.

CHAPTER 6 – The Verdict
Aodh woke up on a hospital bed, his head ringing like a broken telephone. He tried to sit up, but that proved to be a mistake. If his head hurt lying down, it was incapacitating sitting up.

He fell back down on the bed, and took in his surroundings. He was in a curtained off part of a ward, the children’s ward by the look of the blankets and wallpaper. He could hear someone snoring quietly in the next bed, but the curtains covered all view of the rest of the ward.

He heard the door opening, and someone coming in with a tray. They walked up to the bed next to him and laid the rattling tray on a surface, and he heard her muttering something he couldn’t make out. Probably the nurse, he thought.

It suddenly hit him why he was here and he suddenly felt very ill. “Well, there goes my life, and my girlfriend” he said quietly to himself.

“And your continence, idiot!” Here it comes he thought. Katherine’s come to visit. “I always knew there was something wrong with you!”

“Go away Katherine! Or I’ll tell mom about Frank!” A year or two ago Katherine had slept with a guy from school, and only Aodh knew. He had not told anyone he knew, even Katherine.

“You little bastard! You tell her and you wont live for your fifteenth birthday!”

“Katherine! Stop that and get out!” Aodh’s mom came in just before they were at each others necks. “I won’t ask about this Frank person, if you get out and never speak to your brother like that again!”

“Yes mother!” Katherine almost hissed it out as she left.

“Aodh, I spoke with the doctor, and from what he heard happened at PE, you have the first signs of urinary incontinence.” Way to go mom, you belong in mensa.

“He said that this does not affect kids of your age unless are doing something they shouldn’t.” Here it comes!  “I asked him what that might be, and he said it’s usually something to do with them wearing diapers. Now Aodh, is there something you want to tell me, or do I have to find out for myself?”

“It’s true” he mumbled.

“What was that?” She pretended she hadn’t heard him, and cocked her ear at him.

“It’s true! If you already know why are you asking!” Aodh could feel tears coming to his eyes as he said so. This was what nightmares were made of.

“There! Now was that so hard?” She must have seen the tears, because her gruff manner softened. She hugged him against her chest and rocked him slowly back and forth. “Oh, I’m sorry. I knew a long time before this you know. I guess my little baby just wasn’t ready to grow up yet. But I’ll let you live like a baby if you want to. You’re going to love your new room. It’s got a playpen, a crib, a changing table, lots of toys, everything that a little baby would want. And it’s all yours”

Aodh was listening to all this, horrified. Tears turned into streams, and he was bawling crying by the time she was finished her speech. She was trying to turn him into a baby again! She kept hugging him until he cried himself to sleep.






***

When Aodh woke up, he was wearing a diaper, a sleeper and he was lying down in a crib. Next to him were a bottle and a pacifier. His arm was draped over a teddy bear. He was in his room, but everything had changed. Where his computer had been there was a changing table of sorts, where his dressing table used to be, there was a white cabinet with colourful pictures on it. What stood out most was the large multicoloured playpen next to the door, with a lock on the top to prevent escape.

His sleeper had the numbers 123 written in colourful baby print on the breast pocket, and there was a clip at the back for a leash. There was a small lead from the pacifier tied to the front, and the zip had a lock on it.

“Oh my god, this has to be a dream or something” he said to himself, not feeling his best. He tested the lock on the zip and the crib, but they were both strong.

Just then his mother walked in, with a pack of Angelfluff diapers in her hand. Aodh noted that one was missing, probably the one he was wearing.

Aodh was too tired, and fazed by it all, to cry. He spoke clearly and calmly to  her. “Mother, what is going on, why has my room been converted, and when are you going to regain your senses and stop this?”

“Stop it dear? Oh no. You were acting like a baby, so you’ll be treated like one. Now drink up all in your bottle, or you’ll be hungry.”

“Mom, open this cage and let me out.”

“It’s a crib dear. And don’t be silly, babies like cribs. Are you wet?” She tried to reach down his diaper, but he recoiled into the back of the crib. “Well. I’m sure you’ll be more co-operative when you need to be changed.” She set down the diapers, and left the room.

After a half an hour or so, Aodh became thirsty, but he wouldn’t lower himself to drink from a bottle meant for babies. He picked the bottle up and threw it across the room.

Not only was he thirsty, but he needed to pee. Normally in a diaper he would just let go, but he knew that if he did that, his mum would have to change him.

He kept this up for almost an hour, amusing himself with the blocks when his mother wasn’t there. He kept pleading for her to let him out, but to no avail. After a while he as crossing his legs so hard it hurt to keep his pee in. His mother came in just then.

“Well, aren’t we reluctant! I think you need some encouragement!” With that she kneeled down in front of the crib and tickled him through the bars. She hit the right spot, and Aodh was writhing to keep from letting go. But he couldn’t keep it up for long, and it took only a minute before he jerked the wrong way and hit his leg off the bar. His first instinct was to pull his leg up to his chest in pain, and, with nothing to stop his bladder from releasing itself, he flooded his diaper.

He had lost, but it was a satisfying loss. His contorted face relaxed, his arms stopped flailing and lay still at his sides. His mother, satisfied with her victory, smiled lovingly at him and said “Now! Wasn’t that enjoyable! Well, I’ll have to change your diaper now!” And she opened the top of the crib and lifted him out. Before he could fight, Aodh found himself restrained. His mother was very strong for her size, although you could not see a muscle on her smooth skin.

Aodh found his arms behind his back, handcuffed, and his mother carrying him over to the changing table. “Really, I don’t know why you make such a big deal about it. You are a baby, and babies wear diapers. There’s never been a baby in this house who wasn’t wearing a diaper.” She laid him down on the table, and strapped him into it by the arms and legs, spreadeagled over the indent that allowed access to his diaper.

His mother kept up a running commentary on his behaviour while she opened the sleeper, removed his diaper and threw it in the pail next to the table. She picked up the oil from next to the table, and liberally spread it over his crotch and bottom, and followed it with lots of baby powder. Then, sliding a fresh diaper under his bottom and bringing it up the front, she taped it together and zipped up the sleeper. Putting the lock in place, she unstrapped him from the table and carried him over to a high chair. She locked him into it and replaced the handcuffs with leather restraints built into the chair.

“There!” She looked triumphant, “don’t you feel so much better now that you’re dry?” Aodh chose not to answer, and just sat there glaring at her, trying to keep his cool even though he could feel the despair like a knife trough him. “Oh, don’t pout. You like wearing diapers, remember? Now, I’ll get my little baby some dinner. She retrieved the bottle, which had not leaked when he threw it across the room. She then cleaned the teat, and proffered it to him. Aodh, to say the least, was unhelpful.

“Well, I’ve never seen big kids doing this!” She grabbed his chin with her free hand, and forced the teat into his mouth with the other. She pushed his head back into the headrest, which had fins at both sides to keep his head in place. He could not fight her, but he didn’t have to drink either.

“I can wait as long as you can Aodh, but I have food of my own to keep me going.” And with that said, she took a sandwich from her pocket and started to eat it, all the while pushing the bottle in Aodh’s face.

I can’t win Aodh thought. She has too much stubborn patience, and I’m starving. If I drink from it, I look like a baby. If I don’t I look like a baby and I starve!
Aodh swallowed his pride and took a tentative suck on the nipple. The milk was warm, and probably sweetened with something.

“There we are! Don’t you like that now? And if you’re a good boy, I’ll let you play in the playpen.”

Aodh drank the whole thing, feeling humiliated , and when he was finished she put him into the playpen where he fell deeply asleep.

