The Baby of the Family
By Elfy
“I’m really fed up of having to come to your school to be told about you misbehaving!” Deborah yelled down the hallway, “You’re eighteen-years-old for goodness sake!”
Scott rolled his eyes. He was practically finished with school and only had one term left which would start after the Easter break. Today had been the last day of term and, not for the first time, Scott’s Mum had been called in to talk to the Head Teacher. Scott thought everyone was overreacting, so what if he had made the teacher cry through his rowdiness it wasn’t like it was on purpose. Scott found school incredibly boring and was frequently in trouble and getting suspended, in his head he was counting down the days until he was free of that place. This Easter break was like an oasis and Scott wanted to live it up as much as he could.
“Whatever Mum…” Scott replied as he put his jacket on.
“And where are you going?” Deborah asked crossly, “You said you’d look after your brothers whilst your step-dad and I went out for a meal.”
“Must’ve slipped my mind.” Scott smirked as he shrugged and opened the front door.
Scott was very much the black sheep of the house. His younger brothers were much better behaved than he was. Elliot was twelve-years-old and Huw was only two-years-old but seemed very smart for his age. Deborah, Scott’s Mum and Nick, Scott’s step-father were always doting on the precocious youngster. Scott definitely felt like an outcast from the rest of the family but he also knew it was mostly his fault, his behaviour frustrated everyone.
As Scott left the house and ignored his Mum’s protestations he started walking into town where he would meet his friends and start partying for as long as he possibly could.
--- 
The night out turned into a wild weekend and Scott came stumbling hope on the Sunday night after a few days that would’ve put most men in the hospital. He loudly came in long after everyone else had gone to bed. He drunkenly wobbled up the stairs and despite nearly falling down them he eventually reached his bedroom. He banged into a closed door and heard a startled yelp followed by crying from inside, he had woken Huw up.
Scott ignored his baby brother’s distress and walked into his bedroom. He just about got his clothes off before he collapsed on to his bed and almost immediately started snoring. He had some really strange dreams that night a lot of which involved water in some way, one of which involved him swimming in a pool and no matter how hard he tried he could just never reach the edge.
When Scott’s eyes opened the next day the first thing he noticed was the pounding headache and sore throat that seemed so common after his heavy partying. The second thing he noticed only came around when he shifted slightly on his bed. It felt like there was a large area of wetness centred on his crotch.
It took Scott a moment to know what he was even feeling but when he realised that he had wet the bed he quickly scrambled up and off the mattress. He pulled the cover off and stared in horror at the wet patch that seemed to cover a good portion of the sheet. He hadn’t just wet the bed, he had absolutely soaked it.
Scott had a history of similar problems. For as long as he could remember he had experienced problems with his bladder and had regularly had to get up in the night to go to the toilet. Combined with his bowels which often gave him little warning of needing to go. He hadn’t had an accident in quite a few years but the last one had been enough to scare him for a long time. 
Scott had been on the bus heading home from school, it had been a little after his thirteenth birthday and he had been absolute desperate for the bathroom. He had nearly made it all the way despite the fidgeting and pressure he felt. It felt so weird being so desperate when everyone around him was acting normally. He had reached his bus stop and it was when he stepped off the bus that he finally lost control. He remembered feeling a hot sticky lump that seemed to push out and then slowly rub against his skin. Every step seemed to spread the excrement. Thankfully he had been able to get home and by some minor miracle he was able to clean up and dispose of the evidence without anyone knowing.
Scott was hoping for the possibility of hiding his accident again. He pulled on his pants from the previous night but before he could even strip the bed he was exposed. The door to the bedroom opened and Scott froze where he was standing.
“Scott, Mum says it’s…” It was Elliot. Scott’s twelve-year-old brother was standing in the doorway where he had suddenly stopped. The teenager with an untidy mop of dirty blonde hair and freckles was looking in with a frown.
“Leave!” Scott quickly exclaimed as he tried to hurry across to close the door.
“Dude, did you…” Elliot’s face was breaking into a wide grin but he was cut off when Scott ran over and slammed the door in his face.
Scott put his hands up to his face. This was the worst possible way to wake and he wanted to just start the day again. He could hear his younger brother laughing as he walked away. He should’ve tried to bribe Elliot to stay quiet but it was too late now. He felt desperate but also powerless. When Scott heard footsteps coming back up the stairs he knew it was too late to do anything.
“What is going on?” Deborah walked into the room without even pausing.
Scott was sat on the floor as he watched his Mum march straight to the bed. He watched with embarrassment as she looked down at the soaked sheet. She seemed to stand there for a solid minute leaving Scott in an unbearable state of tension. His temples throbbed, all he wanted was to curl up and go back to sleep but he knew that wasn’t on the cards anymore.
“What the hell is this!?” Deborah finally shouted as she pointed at the sheet.
“A bed.” Scott’s smart-mouth answered before his brain could stop it.
“I’ve had enough of this!” Deborah spun to face her son who was still sitting on the floor. She was apoplectic with anger, “You mess around at school, you spend your nights going God-knows-where and doing God-knows-what and now you wet the bed?”
“It wasn’t my fault!” Scott shouted back, “I was asleep!”
“It’s never your fault is it?” Deborah shook her head in disappointment, “You get suspended from school and it’s the teacher’s fault, you get picked up by the police and you did nothing wrong. Now you wet the bed and it’s what? The alcohol’s fault? Who chose to get black-out drunk?”
Scott rolled his eyes and looked around. He yawned with an exaggerated motion to show his mum how bored he was with this conversation.
“You’re acting like a little baby!” Deborah was so angry her face was turning red, “I swear Huw acts more grown up than you.”
“Then you should tell him to get a job then.” Scott muttered, “And get off my case.”
Deborah shook her head and started leaving the room before she said something she would regret. She was beyond upset with her supposedly adult son and as she closed the door behind her she thought about what she had just said. It was true that Scott was failing to be an adult by any metric and wetting the bed was the icing on the cake. She had to find some way of fixing Scott’s behaviour before he did something that would mess his life up for good.
--- 
“Can we PLEASE change the radio station?” Scott practically begged.
The whole family were crammed into the car and heading down the road towards the highway. Much to Scott’s annoyance they were all going to visit his grandmother’s house and, even more annoying for the young man, he was forced to come along. He was sat in the middle of the backseat with his baby brother Huw in a car seat next to him and Elliot on the other side playing some sort of handheld gaming device.
“You don’t like classic rock?” Nick, Scott’s stepdad, said in mock surprise.
Nick was driving the car whilst Deborah relaxed in the front passenger seat. Scott rolled his eyes in annoyance, of course he didn’t want to listen to the crappy “Dad rock” that Nick had put on the radio.
Scott tried to tune out everything as the car barrelled down the highway. The car was noisy and stuffy in the summer heat and Scott’s patience was hanging on by the thinnest of margins. He felt like he might snap at any moment if everyone didn’t stop annoying him.
It was a long trip and after an hour Scott started to feel something worse than boredom. The car was rolling down a barren stretch of highway when the eighteen-year-old’s tummy suddenly rumbled menacingly. Scott had experienced the same feeling many times and it usually came shortly before he made a mad dash to the bathroom but he was acutely aware that there was no toilet available in the car. He had experienced control issues for a long time and a shiver ran down his spine even as he felt the pressure starting to grow.
“Mum, I need the bathroom.” Scott said as casually as he could muster. He ignored his younger brother looking at him with a raised eyebrow.
“We passed one a few miles back.” Deborah replied with obvious annoyance, “Why didn’t you tell us then?”
“I didn’t need to go then…” Scott replied. He let his sentence trail off a bit.
“Well it looks like the next rest stop is about thirty miles from here.” Deborah said as she looked at the map in her lap, “You’ll have to wait. We should be there in about half an hour.”
Scott didn’t reply but a feeling of dread started to descend on him. He had flashbacks to his accident on the bus and all the close calls over the years. A small part of him already knew he wasn’t going to make it but the rest of him refused to accept that fact. Scott started clenching and concentrating really hard on not having an accident but it seemed like the harder he tried to avoid one the more he felt like he needed to go.
“Quit squirming.” Elliot elbowed Scott in the side in annoyance.
Scott normally wouldn’t take that kind of provocation lying down but he was far too distracted to deal with his brother. He was squirming a lot as he felt cramps rolling down his digestive system. He was quickly reaching the critical point but they were still a long way from the rest stop.
“Will you kids settle down!?” Deborah turned in her seat and glared after Scott accidentally kicked the back of her chair. He was fidgeting so much it was clear he was getting on everyone’s nerves.
Scott looked at the clock in the centre of the car’s dashboard. It had only been ten minutes since he had first asked for the toilet. The discouraging realisation that despite how hard he was fighting there was still so long to go was the final straw. Scott’s body couldn’t take it anymore. His bowels pushed and he knew he couldn’t stop it.
Scott froze in place as he felt his bowels finally win the battle. A solid turd surged forwards and past his helpless sphincter, it hit his underpants and became stuck. Scott felt deeply uncomfortable as his delicate hole was held open by the poop that was now trapped halfway out of his body. Scott was forced to lift himself off the seat as subtly as he could. Almost as soon as he created a gap between himself and the seat the pressure that had built up seemed to explode and Scott felt a sudden hot stickiness expand over his rear end.
Scott was in shock as he took a deep breath. After such a long battle against messing his pants it had all happened so quickly. He lowered himself back against the seat before someone got suspicious and felt his body sink into the poop which spread out over even more of his skin. He winced as his face went red and he felt himself flush with heat. Everything felt extremely surreal as nobody seemed to immediately pick up on what had just happened. It didn’t take long for Deborah to start sniffing the air.
“Smells like someone needs a nappy change.” Deborah said as she turned in her seat. She leaned right around to see Huw who was asleep and thanks to the way his toddler seat pushed his waist out in front of him she could see that the baby’s nappy was both clean and dry.
Scott felt awful and knew her was only seconds away from being caught. There was nothing he could do and as he felt tears filling his eyes he covered his face with his hands.
“Oh my God!” Elliot suddenly exclaimed, “It’s Scott!”
“Scott?” Deborah turned to her oldest son, “For Heaven’s sake! Really!?”
Scott couldn’t deny what had happened. The smell was filling the car and Elliot was now pushing Scott away with one hand whilst opening the window with another. Scott felt utterly ashamed as each movement and bump in the road emphasised the sizable load he had dumped in his pants. A sob escaped him despite his efforts to hold it back. The confident eighteen-year-old was one verge of tears.
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