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Sissy’s Outing
By Horatio Husky
Commissioned by Chrono Kitten
Part One
The nursery was bathed in soft morning light, filtered through pale curtains that swayed gently with the movement of the ceiling fan. A faint, rhythmic crinkling sound filled the air as Jordan stirred in his sleep, his small form curled up under a pastel blanket, the faintest hint of drool at the corner of his mouth. 
Nearby, Alex lay sprawled out on his back, hugging a stuffed bunny close to his chest, his ears occasionally flicking in response to the quiet rustling of the sheets.
Naddie stood in the doorway for a moment, taking in the sight of the two peacefully sleeping littles. A warm, knowing smile crossed her face as she padded inside, her tail swaying behind her. She loved this, watching over them, caring for them, giving them the space to let go and simply be little.
And right now, her two charges were deep in that little space, completely unaware of the soft, swollen bulk between their legs. Naddie kneeled beside Jordan first, brushing a gentle hand over his ears.
"Time to wake up, princess," she cooed.
Jordan made a sleepy, grumbling noise, his nose scrunching up as he turned his face into his pillow. His thick tail flicked once before settling again.
Naddie chuckled, leaning in just enough for her voice to tickle his ear.
"Come on, baby, I know you're awake." 
She teased, her fingers gently tracing over his back. 
"Don’t you want your morning cuddles?"
That got a reaction. Jordan's ears perked, his body stretching slightly before he let out a high-pitched yawn. Slowly, he turned over, blinking up at Naddie with sleep-heavy eyes. A moment later, a lazy smile spread across his face.
"There’s my girl," Naddie murmured.
Jordan beamed, his cheeks flushing at the nickname. He lifted his arms up in a silent request, and Naddie wasted no time scooping him up, effortlessly settling him against her chest. He nuzzled into her, wrapping his arms around her neck while she swayed slightly, rubbing small circles against his back.
As she held him, she could feel the telltale warmth of his soaked diaper pressing against her hip. Not that Jordan seemed to notice, or care for that matter.
"Sleep good, sweetie?" she asked softly.
Jordan nodded against her. 
"Uh-huh," he mumbled, still half-asleep.
Naddie smiled before shifting her attention to the other bundle of blankets on the bed.
"Alright, Alex," she called gently. "Time to get up, sweetheart."
Alex let out a quiet groan, burying his face further into his stuffed bunny. His ears twitched in protest, but he made no attempt to move. Naddie smirked, leaning down to ruffle his hair.
"Don't make me tickle you awake." 
She warned playfully.
That earned a little huff from the serval, but still, he refused to budge.
"Guess I have no choice." 
Naddie sighed dramatically before letting her fingers gently squeeze at his sides.
Alex yelped, twisting away with a muffled laugh. 
"Nooo!"
"Then wakey-wakey, silly!" 
She teased, pulling the blanket down slightly.
With a grumble, Alex finally rolled onto his back, blinking sleepily up at her. His eyes were still heavy with sleep, and his face was warm, whether from the teasing or from something else, Naddie couldn't quite tell.
But as her eyes flickered downward, she could see the same thing she had noticed with Jordan, the soft bulge of his thoroughly used nighttime diaper.
"Good morning, little one." 
She murmured, ruffling his hair once more before pressing a quick kiss to his forehead. 
"Come on, let's get you both changed before breakfast."
Jordan perked up at that, his tail flicking excitedly. 
"Okay!"
Alex, on the other hand, shifted uncomfortably, his expression faltering for just a moment. Naddie noticed but did not say anything just yet.
Instead, she carried Jordan over to the padded changing mat near the crib, setting him down with practiced ease. The snow leopard sprawled out on his back, humming happily to himself, already reaching for one of the nearby plushies to entertain himself while he waited.
"Such a good girl!" 
Naddie praised, tapping his nose before getting to work. Jordan simply giggled, kicking his legs slightly as she undid the tapes of his soggy diaper, peeling it away with a practiced hand.
"Pee-pee monster strikes again," she teased, making Jordan giggle even more.
She made quick work of cleaning him up, humming a soft tune as she wiped him down before slipping a fresh, thick diaper beneath him. Jordan wriggled slightly, lifting his hips just enough to help. Once the new diaper was powdered and taped up snugly around his waist, Naddie gave it a few gentle pats.
"All done, baby," she chirped.
Jordan sat up eagerly, his tail curling in delight. 
"Tank you, Mommy!"
Naddie chuckled, helping him to his feet before turning her attention to Alex, who had been watching the entire process with a slightly flustered expression.
"Your turn, sweetheart," she said, motioning him over.
Alex hesitated for a brief moment before finally dragging himself over. Unlike Jordan, he did not flop onto the changing mat immediately. He lingered awkwardly at the edge, rubbing his arm. Naddie softened, reaching out to guide him down with a reassuring touch.
"You’re okay, little one," she murmured, brushing a hand over his cheek.
Might as well…
Alex sighed, finally lying back, though his tail flicked in slight unease.
Naddie worked with the same gentle efficiency, undoing his diaper with careful hands. She could feel the way his muscles tensed slightly beneath her touch, his face turning away in embarrassment. She paused, offering a small smile.
"You don’t have to be so shy, sweetheart," she reassured, running a soothing hand along his thigh. 
"It’s just me. And you’re my baby, too."
Alex’s ears twitched, his grip tightening slightly around his stuffed bunny. He didn’t say anything, but he nodded just a little, allowing himself to relax. Naddie took that as permission to continue, cleaning him up with tender care before slipping a fresh diaper beneath him.
By the time she had powdered and taped him up snugly, his tail had stopped flicking quite as much, though the faint pink dusting his cheeks remained.
"There we go." 
She praised, giving his belly a soft rub before helping him sit up.
Alex clung to his bunny, looking away for a moment before mumbling, 
"Thanks, Naddie."
Naddie simply pulled him into a warm hug. 
"Always, sweetheart."
Jordan, already dressed in his pajama top and new diaper, bounced excitedly. 
"Breakfast time now?"
Naddie laughed, giving his head a gentle pat. 
"Yes, my little troublemaker. Breakfast time."
With that, she took each of them by the hand and led them out of the nursery, down the hall, and toward the warm, inviting scent of pancakes.
~
~
~
The smell of syrup and butter filled the cozy kitchen, sunlight filtering through the curtains in soft golden hues. The breakfast table was already a familiar scene, Jordan in his highchair, happily swinging his feet as he worked on a plate of pancakes cut into bite-sized pieces, and Alex sitting at the table, nursing a sippy cup of orange juice. Naddie, ever the doting caretaker, hummed as she busied herself at the stove, flipping another pancake with practiced ease.
Jordan had already made a mess of his food, sticky syrup clinging to his fur and fingers as he clumsily shoved another piece into his mouth. He looked positively delighted with himself, his pink bib already stained with evidence of his enthusiastic eating.
Alex watched him absentmindedly, taking another sip from his cup. The gentle, rhythmic clinking of dishes and the soft hum of the morning had lulled him into a quiet, almost dreamlike state, until Jordan suddenly paused mid-chew.
Alex blinked as he watched Jordan’s body shift slightly in his seat. The snow leopard pushed himself up just a little, his expression going momentarily blank, his ears flicking as he focused on something else entirely. A soft, telltale crinkle filled the air as Jordan let out a small, involuntary sigh and then, plop, he settled right back down in his seat as if nothing had happened, shoving another pancake into his mouth without a second thought.
Alex’s ears twitched. His tail curled slightly as his stomach gave an unpleasant churn. He had just witnessed, clear as day, the moment Jordan had filled his diaper without a care in the world. He barely had time to process it before his own body betrayed him.
A sudden, uncomfortable pressure settled in his belly, making him tense up. His cheeks grew warm as realization hit: he needed to go. Badly. It was not just a passing feeling either; it was the kind of pressure that wasn’t going to wait. He shifted in his seat, squeezing his thighs together, trying to will it away.
It was ridiculous, really. He had been in diapers all day, yet somehow, he hadn’t needed to do this yet. A small part of him had even wondered if his body was just refusing to, as if knowing what would happen if he did. But now, there was no denying it. The need was there, insistent and undeniable.
He was not ready, not just yet.
Alex’s breath hitched, his fingers tightening around his sippy cup. He cast a glance at Jordan, who remained completely unfazed, contentedly chewing away despite the obvious bulk beneath him.
How could he be so relaxed about it?
Alex swallowed hard, shifting uncomfortably in his seat. The pressure in his stomach wasn’t going away, and the more he thought about it, the worse it seemed to get. His tail twitched, his ears flattened slightly.
And that’s when Naddie noticed.
“Alex, sweetheart.” 
Her voice was gentle but firm as she turned to look at him, setting the spatula down. 
“What’s wrong?”
Alex’s face burned as his eyes darted up to meet hers. He opened his mouth, hesitated, then quickly looked away. He did not want to say it. He didn’t want to admit it.
Naddie, however, was patient. She stepped away from the stove, wiping her hands on a dish towel before crouching down beside him.
“Talk to me, little one.” 
She coaxed, her tone laced with concern.
Alex hesitated for only a moment longer before finally mumbling. 
“I... I really gotta go.”
Naddie tilted her head slightly, waiting.
“But I don’t wanna do it in my diaper.”
The words felt childish coming out of his mouth, but it was the truth. The thought of sitting there like Jordan, completely at ease with himself, made his stomach twist in ways he could not quite place. It thrilled him.
For a moment, Naddie simply studied him. Then, instead of chiding him or telling him he didn’t have a choice, she simply smiled.
“That’s okay, baby,” she said, ruffling his hair. “Come on, let’s get you to the potty.”
Relief washed over Alex so fast that he nearly sighed. He practically scrambled to his feet, his tail flicking anxiously behind him as Naddie took his hand, leading him out of the kitchen. Jordan, of course, barely even noticed, still too preoccupied with his breakfast.
Alex tried not to walk too fast, but every step made the sensation worse. His stomach felt tight, his mind racing with thoughts of just how close he had come to having no choice at all. He was not ready for that, not ready to be completely like Jordan.
When they reached the bathroom, Alex was still too preoccupied with his own predicament to notice the lock on the toilet at first. It was not until Naddie knelt down and pulled out an adult-sized plastic training potty that his eyes widened.
“You… you have one of those?” 
He blurted out.
Naddie chuckled, setting it down in front of him. 
“Of course, sweetheart. Jordan and I do potty-training play sometimes.” 
She gave him a teasing smile. 
“Not that he ever ends up in panties by the end of it.”
Alex sat on the closed toilet seat, shifting uncomfortably as Naddie knelt in front of him, her warm hands resting on his knees. The bathroom felt impossibly small, the soft hum of the ceiling fan the only noise filling the silence between them. His ears twitched, and his tail curled slightly around the edge of the seat as he tried to process what was about to happen.
He had expected her to simply leave him to it. Maybe step outside or at least turn around. But no, Naddie was not going anywhere.
"Alright, sweetheart." 
She cooed, reaching over to tap at his chin gently. 
"Let's get this little diaper off so you can use the potty like a big boy, okay?"
Alex swallowed hard, his cheeks warming. He did not want to do this with her watching, but he also did not want to sit in the kitchen squirming, waiting for something inevitable. Slowly, she reached for the tapes of his diaper, peeling them away with practiced ease. The familiar crinkling sound made his ears twitch, and he bit his lip as she gently pulled the front down.
"There we go." 
Naddie murmured, her voice soothing as she helped him step out of it completely. Without his diaper, Alex felt oddly vulnerable, like something was missing. The cool air against his fur sent a little shiver down his spine, and his legs squeezed together instinctively. Naddie noticed, of course. She always noticed.
"Aw, honey." 
She murmured, running her fingers through his hair. 
"You're being so shy. But you don’t have to be embarrassed, baby. I’m right here to help you."
That was exactly the problem. Still, he let her guide him onto the plastic training potty, his tail curling awkwardly around his side as he settled into place. The seat was surprisingly comfortable, but that did nothing to ease the heat creeping up his face.
Naddie sat back on her heels, watching him with an encouraging smile.
"Alright, sweetheart. You just go ahead whenever you're ready."
Alex stared at her. She was not leaving. She was not even looking away.
His ears flattened against his head. 
"You're gonna… sit there?"
He mumbled, barely able to meet her gaze.
Naddie tilted her head, her smile never fading. 
"Of course, baby. I have to make sure my little one does a good job!"
Alex groaned, covering his face with his hands. "I can do it by myself," he mumbled.
Naddie chuckled. 
"I know you can. But that’s not the point, sweetheart."
Alex peeked at her through his fingers, brow furrowing. 
"Then… What is the point?"
She reached out, gently pulling his hands away from his face. 
"The point." 
She said, her tone soft and deliberate. 
"Is that you don’t have to do anything by yourself. Not when you're my little one."
His heart did a strange little flip at that. Still, he hesitated, his tail twitching.
Naddie, ever patient, simply rubbed slow circles against his thigh. 
"Go on, sweetheart." 
She coaxed, her voice taking on the same sing-song quality one might use with a kit. 
"Go ahead and go potty for Mommy."
His face burned. The worst part was, it was working.
Despite the embarrassment, despite how small she was making him feel, something about her tone, the softness, the warmth, the gentle push, was making his body listen to her words. A shiver ran down his spine, and his ears twitched as he finally let himself relax. The relief was immediate.
Naddie beamed. 
"There we go." 
She praised, her voice practically dripping with pride. 
"Such a good little one, using the potty like a big boy."
Alex bit his lip, his ears flattening again. He shouldn’t feel good about this. He shouldn’t feel proud. And yet.
The praise settled in his chest like a warm, comforting weight.
He hated how much he liked it. When he finally finished, he hesitated, unsure what to do next. Naddie, however, had no such hesitation.
"All done, baby?" 
She asked, tilting her head.
Alex nodded mutely.
"Good job!" 
She praised, reaching for some wipes. Before he could react, she was already leaning forward, gently nudging his legs apart. His breath caught. 
"I can-"
"Hush, sweetheart." 
Naddie soothed, already working with the same care and efficiency she always did. 
"Let Mommy take care of you."
He felt like his entire face was on fire, but he did not argue. When she was satisfied, she helped him up, guiding him to the sink.
"Paws please." 
She instructed gently.
Alex obeyed, letting her wash his paws as if he were truly just a little kit who could not do it himself. She lathered his fur, and then scrubbed gently until they felt cleaner than had he done so himself.  Once he was all clean, Naddie took his paw in hers and led him back toward the nursery.
"Now." 
She hummed. 
“Let's get my little one back into his proper padding."
Alex sighed, but there was no real fight in him. Back in the nursery, Naddie helped him onto the changing table, patting the soft surface. He settled onto his back, hugging his stuffed bunny close as she went through the motions, powder, fresh padding, and the familiar crinkle. When she finally taped him up snugly, she ran her hand over the front of his diaper, smoothing it out before giving it a playful pat.
"There we go!" 
She chirped. 
"All safe and sound."
Alex nuzzled into his stuffed bunny, feeling small once more. Naddie leaned down, pressing a soft kiss to his forehead. 
"Such a good little one for Mommy," she whispered.
~
~
~
The scent of syrup and butter still lingered in the air as Naddie led Alex back into the kitchen, her paw resting lightly against his lower back. Jordan was still seated in his highchair, happily munching on another piece of pancake, his legs kicking idly beneath the tray. He looked up the moment they re-entered the room, his eyes twinkling with mischief.
“Well… Well… Well!” 
Jordan grinned, swallowing his bite before pointing his fork at Alex. 
“Look at the big kit over here, using the potty like a grown-up!”
Alex stiffened slightly, his ears flattening. His fresh diaper crinkled beneath him as he walked, making the contrast between what Jordan was implying and what he was actually wearing all the more apparent.
"Did Mommy give you a sticker for going pee-pee like a good boy?" 
Jordan teased, his tail swishing giddily behind him.
Alex scowled, his cheeks already warm. 
"Oh, shut up."
Jordan giggled, wiggling his shoulders. 
"I bet your name is going on the potty-training chart now!"
Alex had just grabbed his sippy cup when he froze. His eyes darted toward the fridge, where the laminated potty-training chart hung, held up by cheerful animal magnets. Sure enough, the neat, colorful columns had spaces for both his and Jordan’s names. His stomach flipped as he spotted a single gold sun sticker next to his name.
He flushed. Naddie must have done that while he was not looking, probably just before they had been woken up. Jordan, who must have caught sight of it while he and Naddie were visiting the potty, and let out a laugh. 
“Oh wow, she really did put your name on it!”
Alex narrowed his eyes, gripping his sippy cup a little tighter before forcing a smirk. 
"Well, someone’s gotta earn the gold sun stickers, since you obviously can’t."
Jordan gasped dramatically, pressing a paw to his chest. 
"Rude!"
Alex took a slow sip of his juice, savoring his comeback before adding, 
“Honestly, I’m surprised Naddie even bothered putting your name on the chart. The only thing you’d fill it up with is thunderclouds.”
Jordan pouted, his ears folding back. 
"Nuh-uh!"
Naddie, who had been watching the exchange with an amused smile, finally spoke up. 
"Now, now." 
She chided playfully, ruffling Alex’s hair as she passed by. 
"Let’s not tease too much. It’s not Jordan’s fault he’s not ready for potty time yet."
Jordan huffed, folding his arms as he mumbled. 
"I could be ready if I wanted to be."
Naddie simply smiled as she lifted him out of his highchair, setting him on his feet. The moment he landed, his tail flicked, and his ears twitched just slightly. Alex smirked. He knew that look. Naddie did too. 
"Speaking of which." 
She said knowingly, tapping the underside of Jordan’s chin with her finger. 
"Somebody needs a change."
Jordan whined but didn’t protest as Naddie took his hand, leading him back toward the nursery. Alex followed, feeling just a little smug.
In the nursery, Naddie wasted no time laying Jordan down on the changing mat, expertly undoing his frilly pajama bottoms and revealing the swollen, sagging bulk beneath. Jordan sighed dramatically, throwing an arm over his face. 
"I don’t know why you have to make such a big deal out of this."
Naddie chuckled, untaping his diaper. 
"Oh, hush. You love getting changed."
Alex leaned against the crib railing, watching as Naddie went through the motions of wiping Jordan down with practiced care. Jordan, despite all his earlier teasing, clearly enjoyed the attention. His tail flicked lazily, and his little hums of contentment only made Alex shake his head. Once Jordan was all clean, Naddie reached for a fresh diaper, fluffing it out before sliding it under him. The thick, crinkly padding was just as babyish as always, pastel pink with tiny butterflies along the waistband.
Jordan wiggled happily as she powdered him, giggling when she gently tickled his tummy before taping him up snugly.
"There we go." 
Naddie cooed, patting the front of his diaper. 
"All nice and fresh."
Jordan sat up with a content sigh. 
"You're the best, Mommy."
Naddie ruffled his hair before turning to Alex. 
"Alright, sweetheart, time to get you two dressed for the day. We’re going to the pool, remember?"
Alex’s ears perked slightly. He had almost forgotten.
Jordan, on the other hand, immediately squealed. 
"Pool day!!"
Naddie laughed, standing up. 
"Yes, pool day. Now, let’s get you both ready."
Naddie moved over to the dresser, pulling open one of the lower drawers where she kept their special outfits. She hummed to herself as she sorted through them, finally pulling out two sets of swimwear.
"Alright, Jordan, let’s start with you." 
She said, holding up a one-piece swimsuit. It was unmistakably girly, light pink with tiny mermaids printed all over, complete with little frills along the waist. Jordan gasped, his eyes going wide with excitement. Alex presumed he had not seen this particular piece before. 
"Oh my gosh, it’s so cute!!"
Alex snorted, rolling his eyes. Jordan practically wiggled as Naddie helped him step into it, pulling the stretchy fabric up his body and adjusting the straps over his shoulders. The swimsuit fit snugly over his fresh diaper, leaving no doubt about what he was wearing underneath.
"Perfect!" 
Naddie exclaimed, giving him an affectionate squeeze. 
"And, of course, you’ll need these."
She reached over, grabbing a pair of matching water wings and sliding them onto his arms. Jordan giggled, twisting his arms around as he admired them. 
"I look adorable!"
Naddie smirked. 
"Yes, you do, princess."
She then turned to Alex, holding up his swimwear next. It was a two-piece set, bright blue with a playful, childlike pattern of sea creatures on the top. The bottoms were, well, they weren’t bottoms so much as they were just a reusable swim diaper, the same shade of blue with little white whales decorating the fabric.
Alex hesitated. Naddie raised an eyebrow. 
"Something wrong, sweetheart?"
Alex sighed. 
"Do I have to wear the swim diaper?"
Naddie gave him a knowing look. 
"Sweetheart," she said gently, "we both know you’re not ready for anything else."
Alex blushed, mumbling something under his breath, but ultimately, he didn’t argue as she helped him into the set.
Once he was dressed, Naddie reached for another pair of water wings.
Alex frowned. 
"I don’t need those."
Naddie simply smiled. 
"Maybe not. But my little ones wear them."
He opened his mouth to protest, but the look in her eyes made it clear that this wasn’t up for debate. With a resigned sigh, he let her slip the inflatable arm floaties onto him.
"There." 
Naddie said proudly, stepping back to admire them both. 
"Two perfect little water babies."
Jordan giggled, spinning in a circle before striking a dramatic pose. 
"We’re gonna have so much fun!!"
Alex huffed, but even he couldn’t completely hide the small smile tugging at his lips. Naddie beamed. 
"That’s the spirit. Now, let’s grab our towels and head to the car."
With that, she took each of them by the hand, leading them out of the nursery and toward what was sure to be an eventful trip to the pool.
Part Two
The car ride to the pool had been a mix of excited chatter from Jordan and quiet, nervous fidgeting from Alex. While Jordan had been bouncing in his car seat, kicking his feet and rambling about all the fun things he wanted to do, splashing, floating, maybe even going down the water slide, Alex had been far less vocal, only offering the occasional nod or hum in response.
Even though he had agreed to come, the reality of stepping out into a public space dressed like this was starting to sink in. It was not just Naddie or Jordan who would see him. Other people, complete strangers, would, too.
But there was no backing out now.
As Naddie pulled into the parking lot of the community pool, Jordan let out a dramatic gasp. 
"We're here!" 
He cheered, wiggling excitedly in his car seat.
Naddie chuckled. 
"Yes, princess, we’re here. But let’s remember our rules, okay? Hold my hand, no running, and listen to Mommy."
Jordan nodded rapidly. 
"Uh-huh, uh-huh!"
Naddie turned to Alex next, her voice softer. 
"You doing okay, sweetheart?"
Alex hesitated, but then gave a small nod. 
"Yeah."
She did not push him further, simply offering a warm smile before stepping out of the car. She made quick work of unbuckling Jordan from his car seat before reaching in to help Alex out as well.
The moment they stepped outside, the warm summer air wrapped around them. The pool area was already lively—littles splashing in the shallow end, bigs lounging in the sun, and other furs chatting by the picnic tables. The sound of water lapping against the edges of the pool mixed with excited squeals and laughter.
Alex swallowed hard.
Jordan, however, was practically vibrating with excitement. He clung to Naddie’s hand but was clearly itching to break into a run.
"Alright, let’s head inside and I’ll get changed." 
Naddie said, leading them toward the entrance. The building’s automatic doors slid open with a soft hiss, letting in the cool air of the lobby. The scent of chlorine and sunscreen was strong here, mixed with the faint aroma of snack bar treats. Naddie walked them over to the front desk, chatting briefly with the attendant before being handed a keycard for the family changing rooms.
"Here we go." 
She murmured, leading them down a tiled hallway.
As they passed the general locker rooms, Alex caught a glimpse inside. The men’s side was filled with mostly older furs, casually pulling their shirts over their heads or tying drawstrings on their swim trunks. No one there looked anything like him.
His stomach twisted slightly. Then, just as they turned a corner, he heard something that made his ears perk up, a soft giggle, followed by the unmistakable crinkle of a diaper.
Alex blinked.
At the far end of the hall, near the designated family changing area, a small group had gathered. His eyes immediately landed on a young-looking raccoon, maybe a few years younger than him, being fussed over by what was clearly his caretaker. The raccoon was standing there in nothing but a thick swim diaper, pale yellow with little sea creatures on it, while his caretaker knelt down, adjusting the waistband with practiced ease.
And they were not the only ones.
Nearby, another little, a fox dressed in a bright blue swim onesie, was being guided toward one of the changing rooms by an older sibling, his padded bottom unmistakable beneath the fabric.
Alex’s ears twitched. He was not the only one. Something in his chest eased, just a little.
"See, sweetheart?" 
Naddie murmured, squeezing his hand gently as she noticed where his gaze had landed. 
"You’re not alone."
Alex bit his lip but nodded. Naddie led them into one of the private family changing rooms, swiping the keycard before ushering them inside. The room was larger than Alex expected, designed to accommodate families with younger children. The walls were tiled in calming shades of blue, and the floor had a slip-resistant surface. A built-in bench ran along one side, while a baby changing station was mounted on the wall. There was also a small private stall in the corner with a door for those who wanted more privacy.
A few lockers lined the opposite wall, along with a row of hooks for hanging towels and clothes. A shower area sat at the back, with a curtain that could be drawn for privacy.
It was, overall, a welcoming space, though Alex still felt a bit nervous as he stepped inside.
Naddie wasted no time getting things organized. She set the bag down on the bench, unzipping it and pulling out their towels and extra supplies.
Naddie had grabbed her own swimsuit and was stepping into the stall to change. Curious, Alex tilted his head slightly, watching as she emerged a moment later.
She wore a sleek, dark blue one-piece, the kind that looked more practical than flashy. It hugged her form in all the right places, the fabric smooth against her fur. But it wasn’t the swimsuit itself that caught Alex’s attention, it was what was underneath. Though subtle, he could see the faint outline beneath the material.
She was wearing a swim diaper, too.
It wasn’t as obvious as his or Jordan’s, hers was thinner, designed to be more discreet, but it was still there.
Naddie caught his stare and smirked. 
"Something on your mind, sweetheart?"
Alex hesitated, then mumbled. 
"You’re wearing one, too?"
Naddie chuckled, adjusting one of the straps.
 "Of course. Littles aren’t the only ones who need them sometimes."
Alex was not sure how to respond to that. But oddly, knowing that even Naddie had one on made him feel a little less weird about his own.
Maybe this would not be so bad after all. Naddie smiled knowingly before leaning down to cup his cheek. 
"You’re doing so well, sweetheart. Now, let’s get out there and have some fun, okay?"
Alex hesitated for only a moment longer before nodding.
"Okay."

The moment Naddie opened the door leading to the pool area, Alex was immediately hit with the warm scent of sunscreen and chlorine. The bright midday sun reflected off the shimmering blue water, creating a dazzling, almost dreamlike effect.
But what stood out the most, what made Alex stop and stare, was the fact that every single person in the pool area was just like him.
It was not a public pool, at least not in the way he had expected. The only people here were littles and their caregivers.
The large, crystal-clear pool was filled with padded figures bobbing up and down in the water, their colorful swim diapers peeking out beneath playful swimwear. Some littles wore full onesies, others just simple swim shirts or nothing but their reusable padding. A few of them clung to the pool’s edges, chatting with each other in soft, happy voices, while others splashed and played under the watchful eyes of their caregivers.
Near the shallower end, a group of littles sat together in a ring, their floaties bumping as they kicked their legs and giggled. Off to the side, a handful of caregivers lounged on padded recliners, some chatting amongst themselves, others simply basking in the warmth of the sun. A few were in the water, but most seemed content to let their littles play freely.
Alex’s chest tightened, a mixture of relief and nervous excitement washing over him. Everywhere he looked, there were others just like him, adults dressed like babies, cared for and doted on without an ounce of shame. It was so normal here.
And that realization made it just a little easier to take the next step forward. Jordan, of course, had no such hesitation.
"POOL!" 
He squealed, practically vibrating with excitement as he grabbed Naddie’s hand and tried to pull her forward. 
"Come on, come on!"
Naddie laughed. 
"Alright, alright, let’s not run."
Alex followed at a more cautious pace, his water wings rustling slightly as he walked. His swim diaper crinkled faintly beneath him, but surrounded by so many others wearing the same thing, he hardly noticed. When they reached the edge of the pool, Naddie knelt down, reaching into the water to check the temperature. Satisfied, she turned to them with a warm smile.
"Alright, my little water babies, let’s get you settled in."
Alex barely had time to react before he found himself being lifted effortlessly into the air.
"Hey!"
Naddie chuckled, holding him against her hip with ease. 
"Relax, sweetheart, I’ve got you."
Before he could protest further, she lowered him into the waiting seat of an inflatable inner tube. The soft material cradled his diapered bottom, keeping him comfortably perched above the water while his legs dangled freely beneath the surface.
Jordan was next, eagerly plopping himself into his own floaty with a happy wiggle. He giggled as he kicked his feet, causing his tube to wobble slightly. 
"Wheee!"
Naddie clapped her hands together. 
"There we go. Now my babies are nice and safe."
Alex shifted slightly in his floaty, getting used to the sensation. The water was warm and pleasant, lapping gently at his legs as he drifted beside Jordan. His floaty bobbed slightly whenever he moved, but he wasn’t in any danger of tipping over. Jordan, meanwhile, had already started paddling himself in slow circles, his arms resting against the edges of the floaty.
"Fun!" 
He declared, beaming at Naddie.
She smiled, stepping into the pool herself. The water rose up to her waist, and as she waded closer, she reached out to gently guide both of their floaties toward the center of the pool.
"See?" 
She said, giving Alex’s floaty a little push. 
"Nothing to be nervous about, sweetheart."
Alex huffed but couldn’t deny that it wasn’t bad. It was nice, actually. The gentle rocking of the water was soothing, and the warmth of the sun on his fur made it easy to relax. Naddie stayed close, making sure they were comfortable as she guided them through the water. She cooed over them both, occasionally reaching out to give their tummies a tickle or their floaties a playful spin.
At one point, she even leaned in and whispered.
"I think my babies are the cutest ones in the whole pool."
Jordan giggled, puffing out his chest. 
"Uh-huh! We’re the bestest babies!"
Alex rolled his eyes but still felt a small smile tug at his lips. They floated like that for a while, simply enjoying the gentle rhythm of the water and the occasional splash from passing littles. But soon enough, Jordan got an idea.
"Naddieeeee…" 
He whined, kicking his legs impatiently. 
"Can we take off our floaties now? Please?"
Naddie raised an eyebrow. 
"And why would we do that, princess?"
Jordan pouted. 
"Because I wanna swim! The floaty is fun, but I wanna move around more!"
Alex blinked, surprised by the request. He had not even considered asking for something like that. Naddie crossed her arms, considering. 
"Are you sure, baby? You’ll have to be extra careful if I let you out."
"Yes! I’ll be careful, promise!" 
Jordan clasped his paws together, giving her his best pleading eyes. Naddie hummed, glancing over at Alex. 
"What about you, sweetheart? Want to try swimming on your own?"
Alex hesitated, his fingers gripping the sides of his floaty. It was nice like this, safe, secure, no risk of anything going wrong. He glanced around the pool again. A few of the other littles were already swimming freely, splashing each other or floating on their backs without a care.
If Jordan was going to do it, then maybe he could too. Slowly, he nodded. 
"Yeah. I’ll try."
Naddie’s smile widened. 
"That’s my brave boy."
With that, she carefully reached for Jordan first, unfastening his water wings before lifting him up and out of the floaty. The moment his feet touched the pool floor, he wiggled excitedly, his tail flicking behind him as he adjusted to the new sensation. Next was Alex. Naddie held his hands firmly as she eased him out of the floaty, steadying him in the water.
"You’re okay, sweetheart." 
She murmured, squeezing his hands reassuringly. 
"Just take your time."
Jordan, already paddling happily, called out. 
"Come on, Alex! It’s fun!"
Alex took a slow breath. And then, cautiously, he let himself move.
The water welcomed him instantly, cool and buoyant, lifting his body as he kicked gently. His swim diaper, though thick, did not weigh him down as much as he had feared. Alex had just started to get used to the feeling of the water around him when Jordan suddenly paddled over, his tail flicking with excitement.
"Alex! Come with me!"
Jordan beckoned, already making his way toward the pool’s edge. Alex hesitated, glancing at Naddie. She simply smiled, nodding encouragingly.
"Go ahead, sweetheart. I’ll be right here."
Taking a deep breath, Alex followed after Jordan, his movements in the water still a little cautious. As he reached the pool's edge, Jordan climbed out with ease, water dripping from his swim onesie as he stood on the warm concrete. His swim diaper sagged slightly from the water it had absorbed, but if he noticed, he didn’t seem to care.
Alex followed, placing his hands on the pool’s edge and hoisting himself up. The sun hit him immediately, warming his damp fur as he stood beside Jordan, water dripping onto the hot pavement. Alex was about to ask what they were doing when Jordan suddenly took a few quick steps forward.
And then jumped straight back into the pool with a gleeful giggle.
Splash!
Water exploded around him as he disappeared beneath the surface for a moment before popping back up, shaking his head and laughing. Alex blinked, his ears flicking in surprise. Jordan grinned up at him, treading water easily. 
"Come on, Alex! Jump in!"
Alex hesitated, glancing down at the water. He had never been much of a jump in the deep end kind of person. But as he looked around, he saw other littles doing the same thing, some cannonballing, some belly-flopping, all of them laughing and playing without a care.
It was just water. And for the first time all day, he was not worried about how he looked. Taking a deep breath, he took a step back…
And jumped.
The sensation was exhilarating, just a moment of weightlessness before the water surrounded him, cool and refreshing. He sank just slightly before kicking his legs, pushing himself back to the surface. When he broke through, Jordan was already clapping. 
"Yay, you did it!!"
Alex blinked the water from his eyes, a small grin tugging at his lips. 
"Yeah… I did."
Jordan giggled. 
Again!"
Alex barely had time to react before Jordan was already climbing out of the pool, ready to do it all over again. And, without even thinking about it, Alex followed.
After a few more jumps into the water, each one a little less hesitant than the last, Jordan suddenly pointed toward the other end of the pool.
"Let’s go on the slide!"
Alex turned his head, following Jordan’s gaze. A brightly colored water slide curled along the side of the pool, just tall enough to seem exciting without being intimidating. A few other littles were already making their way up the short flight of steps, giggling and chattering as they took turns sliding down.
Jordan, as always, had no doubts. 
"Come on!" 
He grabbed Alex’s wrist, tugging him toward the ladder. Alex let himself be pulled along, his wet feet padding against the warm pavement. As they reached the base of the slide, they waited their turn behind a pair of excited raccoon twins, both clad in thick, poofy swim diapers that were obvious even beneath their swim shirts.
Jordan bounced on his feet impatiently. 
"I wanna go fast!"
When it was finally their turn, Jordan practically scrambled up the ladder. Alex followed at a slower pace, his heart thudding just slightly. Jordan sat down first, gripping the edges of the slide. 
"Race you!" 
He declared before pushing off.
With a shriek of delight, he zipped down the slide, disappearing into the pool with a big splash. Alex swallowed, then took his seat. A deep breath. Then, he pushed off. The slide was slick with rushing water, and the moment he started moving, a thrill shot through his chest. Before he knew it, he hit the pool, water rushing around him as he popped back up. Jordan was already there, laughing. 
"You went so fast!!"
Alex let out a breath, then a small laugh. 
"Yeah… I guess I did."
Jordan grinned. "Again?"
Alex didn’t even hesitate. 
"Yeah!"
After a few more rounds on the water slide, Jordan’s eyes lit up with another idea.
"The diving board!"
Alex followed his gaze to the deeper end of the pool. A short line of littles had gathered there, waiting their turn to jump off the moderately sized diving board.
Jordan grabbed his paw. 
"Come on, it’s fun!"
Alex was not convinced, but at this point, his resistance was waning. When they reached the diving board, they got in line behind a bunny, her ears twitching as she eagerly awaited her turn. One by one, the littles ahead of them climbed up, bounced, and leapt into the water, their padded bottoms making for some rather amusing splashes.
When it was Jordan’s turn, he turned to Alex with a wicked grin. 
"Watch this!"
He climbed onto the board, wiggled his padded butt dramatically, then took a running leap.
SPLOOSH!
Alex snorted, rolling his eyes but smiling nonetheless. Then it was his turn. Slowly, he stepped onto the board, the bouncy surface shifting slightly beneath him. From below, Jordan called back up. 
"Go for it, Alex!"
Naddie, still lounging nearby, added. 
"You can do it, sweetheart!"
A few of the other littles clapped in encouragement. Alex’s cheeks burned, but this time it was not out of embarrassment. He took a deep breath.
And jumped.
For a brief second, he was weightless, his arms outstretched as the air rushed around him. Then, water. Cool and welcoming, embracing him as he sank before kicking back up. When he surfaced, Jordan threw his arms up in victory. 
"Woohoo!!"
The rest of the afternoon passed in a blur of splashing, games, and carefree fun. They chased each other through the water, played with some of the other littles, and even had a mini race across the shallow end. For the first time in a long time, Alex was not thinking about how he looked. He was not worried about his swim diaper, or the floaties, or the way Naddie gently guided him through the water.
As the sun began to dip lower in the sky, Naddie waded over, a soft smile on her face.
"Alright, my loves." 
She said, brushing wet fur from Alex’s face. 
"I think it’s about time we start wrapping up."
Jordan pouted. 
"Awww, but I don’t wanna go yet!"
Naddie chuckled. 
"I know, sweetheart. But we have a whole evening ahead of us, and I think my babies might need some fresh diapers and some snuggles after such a big day."
Jordan perked up at that. 
"Snuggles?"
"Mmhm," Naddie confirmed.
Alex, still catching his breath from their last race, simply nodded.
~
~
~
The sun hung low in the sky, casting a warm golden glow over the pool area as Naddie guided Jordan and Alex toward the lounge chairs where their towels were waiting. The scent of chlorine clung to their fur, mixing with the comforting aroma of sunscreen and the lingering heat from the pavement beneath their feet.
Jordan, still riding high from all the excitement, practically danced in place as Naddie wrapped a large fluffy towel around him, vigorously drying his fur. He giggled as she rubbed at his ears, his tail flicking happily behind him.
Alex, on the other hand, shivered slightly as Naddie draped a towel over his shoulders, rubbing his arms to warm him up. He was still buzzing with adrenaline from all the pool fun, but now that they were winding down, he was starting to feel that familiar twinge of awareness creeping back in.
As soon as she was satisfied that they were dry enough, Naddie reached into the bag and pulled out fresh diapers for the two felines.
"Alright, time to get my little cuties all padded up again." 
She announced cheerfully.
Jordan plopped himself down onto one of the picnic tables without hesitation, already tugging at the sides of his damp swim diaper. His confidence was unshakable, and as Naddie untaped his soaked padding, he simply hummed to himself, kicking his legs in the air.
Alex watched in quiet awe. Jordan did not even flinch as Naddie lifted his legs and slid a fresh, thick diaper underneath him, dusting him with powder before taping him up snugly. Some of the other littles nearby barely gave it a second glance. A few caregivers smiled knowingly, and one little, a fox girl sitting nearby on a towel, glanced over briefly before going back to playing with her plush toy.
It was normal.
Just another part of their world.
But even knowing that, Alex felt his ears burn at the idea of being changed right there, in the open. Naddie turned to him next, patting the empty spot on the picnic table beside Jordan. 
"Alright, sweetheart, your turn."
Alex stiffened, gripping his towel a little tighter.
"I—uh." 
He swallowed, glancing around at the open space, the other littles playing or chatting nearby. 
"Can we… can we do it inside instead?"
Naddie tilted her head. 
"Inside?"
Alex nodded quickly. 
"Y-Yeah. Like, in the changing rooms."
Naddie studied him for a moment, then smiled softly. 
"Of course, sweetheart."
She patted his back reassuringly. 
"Come on, let’s go get you taken care of."
The pool’s changing rooms were a little quieter now that most people were finishing up their swims. The air inside was cool, with a faintly damp smell of tile cleaner and sunscreen lingering from the day’s use. As Alex followed Naddie inside, he immediately felt relieved that he would not have to deal with anyone watching…
Until they turned a corner and ran into something entirely unexpected. In front of one of the mirrors, two furs stood close together, both dressed in skimpy bikinis that left little to the imagination. While some may have mistaken the pair for flat chested girls, Alex could immediately tell that the two were femboys. A label that he had plenty of experience with using for himself. A quick glance at the bulges in the lower halves of their bikinis removed any doubt.
One was a sleek-looking feline with deep black fur, his bikini a deep purple that contrasted strikingly against his pelt. He had a playful smirk on his face as he ran a claw lightly down the chest of the other, a red-furred fox with an equally revealing pink bikini, his tail flicking as he giggled at the attention.
They were taking advantage of their relative privacy, and not subtly. The black cat leaned in, murmuring something that made the fox let out a high-pitched giggle, his ears twitching as he playfully pushed at the feline’s chest.
Alex froze.
His entire body went stiff as he realized exactly what he had just walked into. Naddie, however, did not even blink.
"Come along, sweetheart." 
She said casually, guiding him further inside. Before Alex could even think of turning around and bolting, she effortlessly lifted him up and plopped him onto the fold-out changing table attached to the wall.
"Wait—!"
Crinkle.
Alex winced as the padding beneath him shifted. His swim diaper was still damp and heavy from the pool, and now he was stuck lying here in the open. The sound of the unfolding diaper must have caught the attention of the two femboys because, almost immediately, they turned their heads and noticed.
Alex felt his entire body light up in embarrassment. The black cat’s ears perked, and his smirk widened. 
"Oh, well hello there." 
He purred.
The fox beside him let out a delighted coo. 
"Oh my gosh, look at you two cuties!"
Alex wanted to disappear. He was already trying to squirm off the table, but Naddie simply placed a firm hand on his tummy. 
"Stay still, sweetheart." 
She murmured, her voice calm and steady as she untaped his swim diaper. Alex whined, his tail curling inward as his face burned. 
"Naddie…"
The femboys, meanwhile, had completely abandoned their flirting in favor of cooing over him and Jordan.
"Aww, you two must have had so much fun in the pool." 
The fox said sweetly, clasping his hands together. 
"I love seeing littles out and about!"
Jordan, who had followed them inside and was standing by the lockers, grinned proudly. 
"We went on the water slide like a bajillion times!"
The black cat chuckled, flicking his tail. 
"That sounds like a blast. You both looked adorable out there."
Alex buried his face in his paws. This was not happening. 
Unfortunately, it was, and Naddie was utterly unbothered as she continued cleaning him up, lifting his legs slightly as she wiped him down. The fox let out another soft squeal. 
"Oh my gosh, he’s such a shy baby!"
Alex groaned.
Jordan giggled. 
"Yeah, he’s still getting used to it."
"Nothing wrong with that!" 
The black cat said smoothly. He gave Alex a teasing little wink. 
"You’ll get there, cutie."
Alex whimpered. Naddie, finally finishing with the wipes, reached into her bag and pulled out a fresh diaper. The loud crinkle as she unfolded it made Alex want to melt into the table and never come back out again.
The fox giggled. 
"That’s a thick one."
Jordan just grinned. 
"He needs the thick ones."
"Jordan!" Alex hissed.
The black cat laughed. 
"Hey, no shame in that, sweetheart."
By the time Naddie had powdered him and securely taped up his fresh diaper, Alex was convinced he might actually pass out from sheer embarrassment. But Naddie, as always, was completely calm. She patted the front of his diaper affectionately before helping him sit up.
"There we go," she murmured. "All nice and snug."
The fox let out a dreamy sigh. 
"I love seeing littles all padded up and happy."
Alex groaned once more, but had to admit to himself that he felt a little better being in dry padding again. Naddie ruffled his hair, chuckling softly. 
"Alright, sweetheart, let’s get you two back to the car."
Alex nodded furiously, eager to leave. Jordan waved cheerfully to the two femboys as they walked out. 
"Bye-bye!"
"Bye, cuties!" 
The fox called after them.
Alex did not look back. And as they stepped out of the changing room, his face still burning, Jordan grinned at him.
"See?"
He said, nudging Alex playfully. 
"That wasn’t so bad."
Alex shot him a glare to which Jordan only giggled.
The parking lot was still warm from the afternoon sun, the pavement radiating heat as Naddie carried Alex in her arms. His head rested against her shoulder, his freshly changed diaper crinkling softly with each step. His body was exhausted, his limbs feeling limp in her embrace, the lingering scent of sunscreen and chlorine clinging to both of them.
Jordan trotted along beside them, barefoot and completely unbothered by the fact that he was wearing nothing but a thick, poofy diaper. His tail flicked lazily behind him as he hummed to himself, still riding high from all the excitement of the day. Naddie, looking effortlessly graceful in a flowing light dress draped over her swimsuit, reached the car and opened the back door with ease.
"Alright, sweetheart." 
She murmured, adjusting Alex in her arms. 
"Let's get you buckled in."
Alex, still drowsy, barely protested as she guided him into the car and lowered him into Jordan’s car seat. The soft, cushioned padding pressed against his thickly diapered bottom as she helped him settle in, adjusting the straps over his shoulders.
Wait…
His ears twitched as he processed what was happening.
"Wait, this is Jordan’s seat," 
He mumbled, shifting slightly.
"Mhmm." 
Naddie hummed, clicking the harness into place.
Alex squirmed, blinking as his head cleared just a little. 
"But I…"
"Hush, sweetheart." 
Naddie cooed, pressing a kiss to his forehead. 
"You're my little one, too."
His face burned, but the way she spoke, the gentle finality of it, made it clear that there was no point in arguing. Jordan giggled, climbing into his own seat beside Alex with practiced ease. 
"Awww, you look so cute in my car seat." 
He teased. Alex huffed, but he was too tired to put up much of a fight. With both boys secured, Naddie climbed into the driver's seat, adjusting her dress as she got comfortable. The fabric shifted just enough for Alex, still a little dazed, to notice the faint outline beneath it, her own discreet swim diaper. Somehow, knowing she was wearing one too made him feel just a little bit better.
The car hummed to life, the air-conditioning kicking in with a low whirr. The gentle rumble of the engine mixed with the muffled sounds of the world outside, the distant laughter of lingering swimmers, the soft rustling of trees in the breeze. As they pulled out of the parking lot, Alex felt his body relax further, the gentle motion of the car lulling him into a hazy state.
Jordan, however, still had energy to burn.
"Today was too good!" 
He chirped, kicking his legs idly. 
"I wanna go to the pool every day!"
Naddie chuckled. 
"If you two keep being such good little ones, maybe we’ll make it a regular thing."
Jordan gasped dramatically. 
"Really?!"
"We’ll see, baby." 
She said, her voice filled with amusement.
Alex, meanwhile, let his head tilt to the side, resting against the soft cushion of the car seat. His eyes felt heavy, his body sluggish from the long day in the sun. The rhythmic sound of the car moving along the road, combined with the soft crinkling of his diaper with every tiny shift, was oddly soothing. Naddie glanced at him in the rearview mirror, smiling softly. 
"Sleepy, sweetheart?"
Alex mumbled something incoherent, barely nodding.
"Awww, my poor baby’s all tuckered out." 
She cooed.
Jordan giggled. 
"Me too! But I don’t wanna sleep yet!"
"That’s okay, princess," Naddie said. "Just relax for now."
A comfortable silence settled over them, the warmth of the sun filtering through the car windows, casting soft golden light over everything. Alex was not sure how much time had passed, but at some point, a different sensation started to creep up on him. It was subtle at first, a familiar warmth pooling beneath him, spreading through the thick padding strapped snugly around his waist.
His breath hitched.
Oh.
He had been so exhausted, so comfortable, that he hadn’t even noticed his body relaxing too much.
His cheeks burned as the realization fully sank in.
He was wetting himself.
Right there, in the car seat.
His grip tightened slightly on the straps of the harness, but there was nothing he could do. The diaper absorbed everything effortlessly, swelling slightly beneath him as it did exactly what it was meant to do. He swallowed hard, suddenly hyper-aware of every little crinkle, every shift of the padding beneath him.
He was not the only one. A moment later, Jordan let out a long, content sigh, wiggling in his seat with a soft squish. Alex turned his head slightly, watching as Jordan stretched his arms above his head, completely unfazed.
Had he just..?
"Ahhh." 
Jordan sighed happily, snuggling into his seat. 
"That’s so much better."
Alex’s face burned even hotter. Jordan had wet himself too. Not only that, but he wasn’t embarrassed about it at all.
He was comfortable. Content.
Naddie glanced back in the mirror, and even though she didn’t say anything, the knowing glint in her eyes told Alex that she had noticed. His face grew impossibly warm, but he didn’t dare say anything. Not that it mattered.
Because Naddie just smiled, her voice soft and affectionate.
"I figured your diapers seemed a little too clean."
Part Three 
The door to the house clicked shut behind them with a gentle thump, and the soft hum of the home’s air conditioning welcomed them back like a sighing lullaby. The shift from warm sunlit pavement to the cooler air of their safe, padded world sent a ripple of calm through the littles.
Naddie let out a quiet, knowing sigh as she turned and locked the door. Her light dress fluttered slightly with the motion, still damp at the hem where it had brushed against the pool water. 
A faint crinkle followed her every movement, betraying the swim diaper she still wore beneath, slimmer, more discreet than her charges’, but unmistakably there if one was listening for it.
Jordan toddled ahead, his puffy pink diaper squishing noisily with each step, his bare furred feet padding against the tile floor. His tail wagged in slow, sleepy arcs, his earlier excitement melting into the lazy, giggly silliness of a little winding down.
Alex, however, lingered just inside the door, blinking slowly as he held onto the nearest wall for balance. His diaper was just as heavy and swollen as Jordan’s, its bulk pushing his thighs apart slightly with each shifting movement. His ears drooped, and a long, sleepy yawn pulled from his muzzle.
"Alright, my loves." 
Naddie purred, walking back toward them with a soft clap of her paws. 
“I think it’s time for some nice, quiet tummy time.”
Jordan’s ears perked at that, his smile stretching wide. 
“Tummy time! Tummy time!”
Alex blinked, a little confused. 
“Like… laying down?”
"Mhmm." Naddie intoned, kneeling down between them and reaching into the nursery bag she’d set aside by the door. 
“But first, we need to make sure neither of my silly little kittens gets too rowdy. Tummy time is all about wiggles, not walking.”
The rustle of thick fabric and velcro filled the air as she pulled out a pair of oversized mittens and booties, each clearly made with her littles in mind.
Jordan recognized them immediately and bounced in place, even as his soggy diaper sagged low between his legs. 
“Mitts!” 
He squeaked. 
“Do the pink ones, please!”
Naddie chuckled, already grabbing the requested pair and gently guiding him to sit down with a soft thump. The mittens were padded thickly, the outer lining plush with embroidered stars and moons. She gently slipped them over Jordan’s tiny, pawed hands, securing the velcro around his wrists so his fingers were completely enclosed, useless and paw-like now, perfect for crawling or clapping, but little else.
The booties followed. These were even thicker, with a special, carefully padded interior that had the faintest hint of rounded spikes, not enough to hurt, of course, but enough to keep a little from standing or walking without discomfort.
Jordan giggled as she strapped them around his ankles and soles, lifting each leg and kissing his toes before pressing the velcro closed.
"There we go." 
She cooed, giving his tummy a little tickle as she finished. 
"Now my little princess is all helpless again."
Jordan blushed furiously, but his tail thumped happily on the floor. 
“Y-Yeah…”
Alex, despite himself, watched the whole ritual with fascinated silence. When Naddie turned to him, her warm smile met his shy, uncertain eyes.
"Your turn, sweetheart."
He hesitated, his voice small. 
“Do I… really need the booties?”
Naddie leaned in, brushing her nose against his cheek. 
“Yes, baby. Tummy time means crawling only. No sneaky walking away from your playpen today.”
Alex whimpered softly, the blush on his cheeks darkening, but he nodded. One by one, she helped him sit down and lifted his paws, slipping the pale blue mittens onto him. The inside was soft, cloud-like cotton, the seams smooth against his fingers, which were quickly rendered useless by the rounded ends. She made sure the velcro was snug, but not too tight, giving his newly paw-mittened hands a little squeeze afterward.
"Look at these precious bappers." 
She said in a sing-song voice. 
“No more big-boy paws for a while, hmm?”
He squirmed. 
“Mmhmm…”
The booties followed. These were seafoam green with a scalloped trim, and just like Jordan’s, they had the inner padding that discouraged walking. As she strapped them on, Alex flinched slightly when he felt the firm bumps press lightly against his footpads. Not painful, but certainly discouraging.
“Wriggly toes.” 
Naddie teased, kissing the tip of one of his claws. 
“You’re gonna do so well on the floor today.”
Once he was all suited up, Naddie stood up and scooped Jordan into her arms. The little snow leopard giggled as he was lifted, his thickly diapered bottom resting snugly on Naddie’s hip. His limbs dangled uselessly now in his mittens and booties, making him look every bit the oversized infant he was meant to be.
“Come on, babykins.” 
She said, heading toward the playpen. 
“Let’s get you in your play space.”
The playpen was already set up in the den, its soft mesh walls and brightly padded floor covered with plush toys, pastel pillows, and a few soft rattles. It smelled faintly of baby powder, fresh cotton, and the unmistakable sweetness of clean diapers.
Naddie gently set Jordan down inside with a kiss to his forehead, watching as he flopped onto his tummy with a delighted squeal, arms and legs spread wide in mittened and bootied helplessness.
Alex lingered in the hallway. His diaper crinkled loudly with every cautious movement as he dropped to his knees, then his paws, wincing slightly at the pressure from the booties.
“Good boy.” 
Naddie called back, her voice encouraging. 
“Just like that.”
Alex crawled slowly, his diaper brushing softly between his thighs, tail swaying behind him. The booties made each movement awkward and a little unsteady, but that only drove the point home deeper: he was not walking and he was not a grown-up.
He was padded, mittened, bootied, crawling, like a kitten.
By the time he reached the edge of the playpen, he was panting just slightly. Naddie was already there waiting for him. She knelt down and scooped him up under the arms, her strength effortless as she lifted his crinkly body high and placed him gently down beside Jordan.
“There we go.” 
She chirped, smoothing out his tail. 
“Now both of Mommy’s babies are safe in their playpen.”
Jordan immediately rolled over and bumped into Alex with a giggle, pawing at him playfully. Alex flinched, but then grinned back cheekily. Naddie stood over the mesh walls, hands on her hips, watching her two precious littles wiggle and squirm in their thick diapers and play restraints.
“Now you two be good for tummy time while Mommy makes your bottles.” 
She said, turning toward the kitchen. 
“And no trying to stand up, you know those booties won’t let you.”
Both boys nodded as best they could, though Jordan was already trying to gnaw on the corner of a plush elephant held clumsily between his mittens. Alex lay back slightly, the soft floor pressing up against his thick diaper, the sensation of helplessness wrapping around him like a blanket.
~
~
~

The gentle jingle of Naddie’s bracelets faded as she disappeared down the hallway, the faint sound of her pawsteps and the soft rustle of her light summer dress leaving Jordan and Alex alone in the den, safely confined within the playpen’s pillowy walls.
Jordan was on his tummy, squirming happily like a big, giggly baby slug, his mittens smacking the soft padding as he rolled from one stuffed animal to the next. His soggy diaper squished every time he moved, the seat crinkling with the same satisfying heaviness as it had in the car.
Alex, still adjusting to his booties and mittens, lay curled on his side. His cheeks were a little pink, not from embarrassment this time, but from the quiet, vulnerable calm that followed an entire day of being babied. His limbs felt slow, like each movement passed through syrup before reaching his muscles, but he was not struggling against it anymore. His swollen diaper was warm and full, gently cupping him as he shifted minutely against the quilted playpen mat.
Neither cat spoke much. There was no need. The air between them was full of the soft, comforting ambient noises of a nursery in motion: crinkling padding, the gentle puff-puff of their breathing, Jordan’s soft giggles, and the far-off sound of Naddie moving around her bedroom.
Alex tried rolling onto his tummy, pushing with his mittens and awkwardly scooting forward with a strained little grunt. He felt ridiculous, but it was hard to deny the simple pleasure in it. The mittens rendered his hands completely useless, and the booties kept him firmly grounded, discouraging any hope of balance or upright movement. He was not a big boy. He was not supposed to walk.
He was padded, dressed for crawling and squirming. And right now, that was enough.
He reached a plush octopus in the corner of the playpen and hugged it to his chest, nuzzling into the soft, sherbet-colored fuzz with a tiny sigh.
Jordan glanced up, giggling. 
“That one’s mine.” 
He said teasingly.
Alex just murmured. 
“Nuh-uh.” 
And buried his face deeper in the plushie.
They both giggled. Just then, Naddie’s voice carried from down the hall. 
“You two behaving in there?”
“Yes, Mommy!” Jordan called out automatically, wiggling so hard he thumped into the side of the playpen with a muffled crinkle-bump.
Alex mumbled something incoherent, earning a proud little squeal from Jordan.
A few moments later, Naddie returned, her presence a wave of calming authority and motherly warmth. She had changed out of her pool clothes, now wearing a soft lavender house robe that stopped just above her knees. The delicate floral pattern rippled slightly with each step, and underneath it, her subtle padding gave the occasional telltale rustle with every motion. Alex noticed, but said nothing. Just seeing her dry and dressed again made everything feel safer somehow, like the day was entering a softer, quieter chapter.
In her paws were two large baby bottles, each filled with creamy milk that sloshed gently inside the thick plastic. The sight of them made Alex’s ears flick, and Jordan’s mouth fell open in a delighted gasp.
“Milkies!” 
Jordan squealed, bouncing in place.
Naddie smiled warmly. 
“Of course, my sweethearts. You’ve both been such good babies today. You’ve earned your num-nums.”
She stepped over the soft railing of the playpen with practiced grace, kneeling between the boys and settling herself on the mat. She was large enough, regal in her presence even as she knelt barepawed on a playmat, the scent of her fur warm and floral from her post-pool rinse.
Jordan immediately rolled toward her, eagerly snuggling into her side, diaper squishing loudly as he flopped against her thigh.
“I’ve got you.” Naddie cooed, settling him across her lap with his head resting on the inside of her elbow. She cradled him close, brushing his cheek before bringing the nipple of the bottle to his lips.
He latched almost instantly, suckling greedily, his body relaxing in that instant way that only littles fed by their mommy seemed to manage.
Alex stared, lip trembling slightly, until Naddie turned her gaze to him.
“Your turn, baby butt,” she whispered. 
“Come here, sweetheart.”
Alex hesitated for only a second, before crawling toward her on all fours, his mittens padding softly against the mat, his diaper swaying gently with every unsteady move. Naddie met him halfway, gently guiding him into her other arm, and laying him across her lap, opposite Jordan. Her touch was firm and motherly as she cradled his head and adjusted his arms to hug his plushie.
The nipple was pressed to his lips.
He opened them.
The first taste was rich and warm, a little sweet, almost thick in the way it hit his tongue. He blinked slowly, surprised by how comforting it was. It was unmistakably breastmilk, hers, and the intimate realization made him blush furiously even as he suckled instinctively.
The world grew smaller.
Alex lay curled in Naddie’s lap, one paw-mitten loosely clinging to her robe, the other holding his octopus plush. Jordan was nestled close beside him, suckling noisily, diaper pressed lazily against Naddie’s thigh.
Their eyes grew heavier. The quiet suckling noises and gentle pats Naddie gave their bottoms filled the room. And then the TV clicked on.
The screen lit up with a pastel glow as Naddie picked up the remote and selected a channel labeled “CrinkleCritter Clubhouse.”
The screen filled with bright colors and squeaky-voiced cartoon animals. Crinkly characters with oversized diapers and big innocent eyes waddled onto screen, each moving with exaggerated, puffed-out bounces as they giggled and gurgled through their babyish adventures.
One was a puffy-tailed bunny in a bonnet who babbled while playing with stacking blocks, only to suddenly freeze, blush, and squat mid-sentence, a loud squelch noise echoing exaggeratedly from the TV speakers.
Jordan giggled childishly at the spectacle. Alex squirmed slightly, cheeks hot from just how alluring he found the cartoon, but Naddie just chuckled and continued stroking his back.
“It’s alright, sweetheart,” she whispered. 
“Babies have accidents. That’s what diapers are for.”
Another character, a squeaky-voiced squirrel with an overstuffed diaper, started crying after trying to walk and falling right on his bottom with a loud crinkle-thump. His mommy character waddled on screen and scooped him up, cuddling him while powder sprinkled across the screen like fairy dust.
The show was for them.
It was gentle, silly, slow-paced, and very obviously meant for a regressed audience.
Alex’s suckling slowed. Not because he did not want the milk anymore, but because he felt full. Floaty. Completely baby. He nestled deeper into Naddie’s arm and closed his eyes, the sound of the TV fading into a dreamy background as her paw slowly patted his warm, wet diaper in a rhythmic, soothing way.
By the time their bottles had drained to the last few warm drops, the world around Alex and Jordan had become a hazy, slow-motion nursery dream. The light from the TV bathed the room in soft pastels, crinkly cartoons still toddling across the screen and giggling in high-pitched babbles as they got into babyish mischief.
Naddie had gently removed the empty bottles from their mouths, kissing each of them on the forehead before settling them comfortably among the plush pillows that lined the playpen walls.
“Good.” 
She whispered, smoothing their fur with her paws.
 “Just relax now, mm? You’ve had a big day.”
Alex barely managed a nod. His limbs were heavy with the pleasant fog of regression and the warmth of his milk-filled belly. Every part of him felt soft, slow, pliable.
Jordan did not even nod. He was already on his tummy again, his arms splayed out in front of him as he softly wiggled in place on top of a pastel blanket, sucking gently on a pacifier that had found its way into his muzzle. 
Naddie rose to her feet and stepped out of the playpen with ease, her diaper rustling faintly beneath her robe. She padded across the den and sank onto the oversized nursery couch, pulling her laptop from the side table. The faint click of the trackpad, the tapping of her claws against the keyboard, and the cartoonish babbling from the TV made a comforting soundscape of safety and routine.
Alex shifted slightly, the padding between his thighs bunching softly as he rolled onto his side and looked over at Jordan.
The little snow leopard had wriggled closer to the play gym in the corner of the playpen, a soft arching structure that hung above a pillowed mat, with dangling toys swinging lazily overhead. There were crinkly plush stars, rattling animal shapes, and a ring of teething beads, all suspended just at the right height to be batted or grabbed by paws.
Jordan lay on his back, staring up at the hanging toys with glassy eyes in a dreamy, unfocused way. He let out a happy little coo through his pacifier as one of his mittened paws flopped upward and smacked a dangling moon.
Boop.
The moon squeaked and wobbled.
Jordan giggled. 
Then he smacked it again. And again.
Alex blinked. He tilted his head, watching as Jordan’s movements slowed, became more rhythmic, repetitive, and automatic. There was no play strategy, no goal. Just gentle, mindless motion.
The padded leopard was fully absorbed in the soft lights and sounds, his eyes half-lidded as he drooled down his chin, legs occasionally kicking like a baby in a swing. He bopped the toy once more and gave a whimpery little chirp, the kind a baby might make just before falling asleep mid-play.
“…Naddie?” 
Alex asked, lifting his voice enough to be heard across the room.
Naddie did not  look up from her screen right away. 
“Mm?”
Alex looked back at Jordan, then over at her again. 
“Is… Jordan okay?”
Now, she did glance up, her eyes warm and amused.
“Why?” she asked gently.
“He’s…” 
Alex struggled to explain it. 
“He’s just like… really out of it. He’s not talking or anything, he’s just making noises and smacking the same toy over and over.”
Naddie smiled, resting her chin on one paw. 
“Mmhm. That’s my little princess when he’s really deep in his littlespace.”
Alex blinked. 
“Littlespace?”
Naddie nodded slowly. 
“It’s a kind of headspace. When a little lets go of all the grown-up thoughts and just… is. No thinking, no worrying. Just baby instincts. Sounds, colors, sensations.” 
She set her laptop aside for a moment and looked directly at Alex. 
“It’s not something you have to force, honey. It just happens when you feel safe enough. Relaxed enough. Sometimes after a long day of play, after a bottle… some littles just slip right into it.”
Alex turned back to look at Jordan, who was now laying with his paws up in the air, softly pawing at the space between two toys, his tail twitching against the mat. His thick, soggy diaper peeked from beneath his booties, the front gently rounded and squishy from hours of use.
A soft crinkling sound accompanied every tiny movement.
He wasn’t pretending. He wasn’t playing baby.
He was baby.
Alex stared a bit longer, unsure what to make of the gentle ache in his chest. Was it envy? Curiosity? Something else?
“I… don’t think I’ve ever gone that deep.” 
He remarked.
Naddie’s voice was warm, assuring. 
“And that’s okay. Everyone moves at their own pace. You’re doing beautifully, sweetheart.”
Alex squirmed a bit, hugging his octopus plush close. His diaper squished audibly, and his tail curled up over his hip.
“…What does it feel like?” 
He asked softly.
Naddie settled back into the couch, laptop open again but her eyes still on him. 
“It’s like being rocked. Inside and out. You don’t worry about what to say, or how to act. You’re just you. Little, needy, messy, soft. And you know someone’s there to care for you, no matter what.”
Alex flushed. He did not respond right away.
Jordan gave a soft gurgle from across the playpen, lifting one mittened paw to suckle against it despite the plush barrier. It did not stop him from trying, mouthing at it lazily while one foot kicked rhythmically against the mat. Naddie chuckled, turning the volume down on the TV just a little. The room grew quieter, filled with nothing but the gentle lull of movement and the tiny sounds of padded babyishness.
Click, click, click… went Naddie’s laptop keys.
Boop. went the dangling toy.
A soft little giggle echoed again.
Jordan was gone into babyland, and he was happy there.
Alex curled on his side, watching him for a long moment. Something deep inside him stirred, like a whisper of an ache for that same peace. He pulled his pacifier from where it dangled on a clip at his chest and gently popped it into his muzzle, suckling slowly.
The muted lullaby tones of the baby TV show filled the den, their pastel palette casting soft glows across the quilted floor of the playpen. The crinkly characters on screen waddled along a rainbow path, pulling squeaky toys and oversized rattles behind them. Their voices babbled in cheerful, exaggerated tones, some words clear, others jumbled in nonsense meant to delight a little mind.
Alex lay on his side in the corner of the playpen, nestled between a fluffy lamb pillow and the squishy warmth of his own soaked diaper. His thumb idly rubbed over the rubber ring of his bottle as he suckled quietly, the last few inches of Naddie’s breast milk sloshing gently with each tilt.
The bottle was warm against his lips, the milk thicker and creamier than any carton stuff. It clung slightly to his tongue with each mouthful, soothing his belly and keeping him grounded in that floating, squishy feeling that had followed him ever since they got home.
And yet…
His eyes drifted toward the flickering TV, watching as a diapered tiger character on screen got stuck trying to crawl through a baby tunnel, wiggling his padded behind in helpless squeaks while the other cartoon critters giggled around him.
Alex blinked slowly.
He should have found it silly. Or weird. Or too childish. But… he didn’t.
Not anymore.
He thought about the pool. About walking into that family changing room and seeing other littles. Hearing the crinkle of their padding, seeing how unbothered they were, even playful, proud of it.
He thought about Naddie strapping him into Jordan’s car seat afterward, and how his soaked diaper had squished so loudly when he’d shifted, yet neither of them had even commented on it.
And then… the changing room.
The two furs. Their tight bikinis, their giggles, the not-so-subtle way they flirted and watched.
Alex’s face heated as he remembered the moment he was plopped up onto the fold-down table, his legs lifted as Naddie unfastened his soggy swim diaper with them watching.
Coos.
"Aw, what a shy baby…"
He squeezed his eyes shut now, the bottle’s nipple resting just against his lips, not quite suckling. His stomach churned with embarrassment, yet beneath it was something else.
Something deeper. It had not been all that bad. No one had laughed at him in a mean way. No one had teased or mocked. The world had not ended.
If anything, it had been okay. Better than okay. He had been changed, cared for, cleaned and redressed, and Naddie had not treated him any differently than Jordan.
He was just her little.
Just like Jordan.
The faintest suckling resumed at the tip of his bottle. The milk was cooler now, but still sweet, comforting. He swallowed slowly. He was still trying to process it all.
He remembered how, not even a week ago, the idea of wearing a diaper out of the house would have made him seize up with anxiety. Now here he was, laying in a playpen, mittens and booties on, watching baby cartoons while drooling down the side of his muzzle like a proper overgrown infant.
And the strange part?
He loved the sensation.
His body was tired, but not the kind of tired that came from stress. It was a good tired. A warm, post-play, post-bottle, squishy-diaper tired. Jordan quietly gurgled nearby, still in his own dreamy world beneath the play gym, one mittened paw lazily swiping at a plush giraffe that jingled when touched. His diaper was just as swollen as Alex’s, more so, probably.
And yet, his little snow-leopard face was the picture of peace. There was nothing wrong with being this.
Alex’s bottle emptied with a quiet suckle of air. He blinked, realizing it had gone dry without him even noticing. His mittened paws fumbled clumsily with the bottle, unable to set it down properly, and instead just letting it roll across the mat with a little clunk.
“Naddie…” 
He called softly, his voice hoarse from the milk.
Across the room, the tapping of laptop keys slowed. Naddie looked up from the couch, her warm gaze locking onto him instantly.
“Yes, sweetheart?”
“…My bottle’s empty.”
She smiled sweetly, rising to her feet and padding across the room with slow, comforting steps. The crinkle-crinkle beneath her robe was softer now, more noticeable in the quiet.
Alex felt his heart flutter at the sound. She knelt beside the playpen, brushing his hair from his face. 
“Was it yummy?”
He nodded slowly. 
“Mhm…”
Her paw stroked over his cheek, fingers warm and steady. 
“You looked like you were thinking about something, honey.”
Alex hesitated. His tongue darted over his lips, catching the last trace of milk.
“I was thinking about… the pool. And the changing room. And the car seat. And… everything.”
Naddie nodded, giving his hip a gentle rub.
“And?” she prompted.
“…I think I’m okay,” he said, almost whispering. “I was scared, but it was… kinda nice. Even when I was embarrassed. You made it okay. And Jordan, he just… doesn’t care.”
She leaned in, her forehead touching his gently.
“My brave, thoughtful little boy,” she whispered. “I’m proud of you, sweetheart. You didn’t just do all tha, you lived it. You let yourself be little, even when it was hard.”
Alex’s eyes prickled a little at that. Her words made it real.
“You don’t have to be perfect,” she continued, gently patting the front of his soggy diaper. 
“You don’t have to rush. But what you are is my baby. My soggy, sleepy, bottle-fed little love.”
His cheeks flared pink. 
“Naddie…” 
He mumbled, squirming a little.
She chuckled, kissed his forehead, and then stood. 
“Rest now, sweetheart. Let those thoughts get soft and sleepy. You’ve earned it.”
She turned and walked back to the couch, the crinkle of her padding keeping him tethered to her warmth even as she sat back down. Alex lay back on his side, his pacifier dangling on its clip. He popped it into his mouth without even thinking.
The characters on TV were now bouncing on springy diaper-shaped clouds, giggling with every bounce. One of them let out a babbling “Uh-oh!” and squatted right there in front of the others, followed by a very obvious, cartoonishly loud squish.
No one laughed at them. Everyone clapped. The screen sparkled with magical dust, and a diapered caregiver swooped in to give them a fresh change.
Alex smiled behind his paci.
Maybe this world was silly. Maybe it did not make sense to most people. But it made sense to him. And right now, that was enough.
The soft lull of nursery music from the TV mingled with the rhythmic click-click of keys as Naddie lay reclined on the oversized nursery couch. Her laptop sat propped against her bent knees, the dim glow of the screen casting a gentle light over her face.
Beyond the mesh walls of the playpen, her two littles had quieted completely. The earlier crinkles, babbles, and bottle-suckles had faded into a kind of contented silence that only came after full bellies and long days of play.
Naddie smiled softly to herself as she tapped through another web form, the cursor blinking thoughtfully at the bottom of the screen. The title of the open tab at the top left corner of her browser read clearly:
State Caregiver Certification & Adult Adoption Inquiry – Littles Program Portal
Her eyes lingered on the digital form, one hand idly stroking along the faint swell of her own hidden padding beneath her robe. The questionnaire was thorough—pages upon pages of background checks, caregiver responsibility declarations, housing and safety compliance. and at the bottom… the optional section.
“Are you currently seeking permanent legal guardianship or voluntary adoption of a little or adult dependent?”
Her mouse hovered there. She did not click it yet. Instead, she sat back and let her eyes drift from the screen to the quiet scene just a few feet away. The playpen was softly lit in the low glow of the den, the overhead lights dimmed, letting the pastels of the cartoons still playing flicker quietly across the walls. Inside, nestled among pillows and plushies and layers of baby-safe security, her babies slept.
Jordan lay on his back now, his mittened paws flopped lazily over his chest, a sleepy smile curled at the corners of his muzzle. His bootied feet pointed outward, legs splayed in a telltale relaxed sprawl. His diaper, now sagging visibly and tinted with the faintest yellow warmth, puffed gently beneath him as his tail lolled over one leg like a silken ribbon.
Alex, by contrast, had curled tightly into his side of the playpen, hugging his plush octopus close to his chest. His pacifier bobbed slightly with each breath, the occasional soft suckle escaping between slow exhales. One mittened paw lay draped over the plush’s tentacles, while the other was tucked protectively against his padded tummy. His own diaper was just as full, thick and swollen from hours of unconscious use.
They were perfect together.
Naddie’s heart ached in the way it always did when she looked at them like this. Not just because they were cute, though they were achingly so, but because she could feel, deep in her chest, how safe they felt with her. She clicked the lid of the laptop shut with a gentle motion, the screen dimming to black. The soft hum of the fan whirred quietly beneath the closed shell, and she set the machine aside with care.
These thoughts, the paperwork, the decisions, could wait a little while longer.
For now, she had babies to tend to.
With slow, practiced grace, she rose from the couch and padded barefoot toward the nursery hallway. The tiles were cool beneath her paw pads, her robe swaying softly around her knees. The faint crinkle of her own padding whispered with each step, a secret only she and the littles knew, a part of this soft, strange world they’d made together.
In the nursery closet, she reached for two fresh diapers—thick, extra-fluffy overnight ones, printed with gentle moons and pastel clouds. One pink-trimmed for Jordan. One blue, patterned with sleepy cartoon foxes, for Alex. She grabbed two light cotton blankets, worn soft from many washes.
By the time she returned, the den had grown even quieter. The TV now displayed a looping lullaby animation: a rocking cradle beneath a starlit sky, its music box tones chiming gently in the background.
The playpen was still.
Naddie knelt beside it and carefully stepped over the wall.
She approached Jordan first. He was already halfway on his back, chest rising and falling in slow, peaceful waves. The paci had fallen from his lips and lay tucked beneath his chin.
“Let’s get you freshened up, little princess.” 
She whispered, lifting his legs with one hand and undoing the tapes of his diaper with the other. It came away heavy and wet, the scent unmistakable but not unpleasant, just the smell of a baby who had been properly cared for and left to soak safely in his own space.
Jordan whimpered quietly but did not wake.
Naddie wiped him clean with gentle efficiency, humming under her breath as she worked. She powdered him generously, rubbing the soft dust into his fur, then unfolded the thick pink-diaper and slid it under his lifted hips. The tapes sealed with a familiar rip-rip sound, and she gave the front a few pats for good measure.
“There we go, my soggy little girl.” 
She cooed, brushing his hair from his face. 
“All fresh and dry.”
She tucked the soft blanket around him, covering him from the waist down, then carefully replaced his pacifier in his mouth. His lips suckled automatically, a soft smile twitching across his cheeks.
Then she turned to Alex. He was a little more tightly curled, and she moved slower as she reached him, not wanting to disturb the delicate quiet of his dreaming. The corner of his pacifier was damp with drool, and the fur on his cheek was matted just a little where it pressed against the octopus plush.
She eased him onto his back. His brows twitched. His nose wrinkled. But he did not stir.
His diaper was sodden, swollen to the point of slight sag, the tapes pulled just a little loose from the weight of it. A small patch had darkened the front almost entirely.
“Poor thing,” she whispered, reaching gently for the tapes. 
“So wet and sleepy…”
She undid the tabs slowly, folding the front down and exposing the warm, damp padding beneath. Her wipes were cool at first, and Alex gave the tiniest whimper, his legs twitching.
“Shhh, baby,” she murmured. 
“Just Mommy…”
He didn’t wake. He did not even open his eyes.
She wiped him clean, then folded away the old diaper and replaced it with the extra-thick one she’d brought. This one hugged his hips just a little tighter, rising high up his belly and crinkling softly as she taped it snug. Once he was powdered and rediapered, she pulled the blanket over him too, tucking it up under his chin.
The little serval made the softest sound in his sleep. Something between a sigh and a squeak. Naddie smiled.
“Such good boys,” she whispered, placing a hand gently on both their tummies. 
“My sweet little babies…”
She sat with them for a long time, just watching them breathe. Her fingers lightly stroked their blanketed padding, her ears twitching with every quiet coo or crinkle.
There was no rush. No need to go anywhere. She knew what she had to do. She had already gone through this once when she adopted Jordan. It would be even easier the second time around. She would return to her laptop later. She would fill out the forms. Sign the declarations. Request a follow-up call with a caseworker.
Because these were not just her charges. They were hers. And someday soon, she’d make sure they never had to leave her playpen again.

