Tapping his pencil idly against his knee, Chris fought to keep his breathing steady and get his heart rate under control. He’d been dreading this presentation for quite some time now, and he was terrified that he might not do well on it. He’d felt fairly confident as he was putting the finishing touches on it the previous night, but now he was being struck by a serious case of stage fright. Like the rest of his class (save for a slacker or two), he had his project all ready to go, the display board folded up next to his desk and his notebook open to the page he needed. But he just didn’t want to get up in front of the class and show it to everyone.

Presentations had never been his strong point. The Shiny Mewchu was able to get them done without having a nervous breakdown–most of the time–but almost always had to keep his focus on something at the back of his classroom, rather than return the gazes of his mostly bored classmates. Group presentations were significantly easier, because it required him to talk far less and chip in every now and then. This was a solo project, but he was dreading it far more than anything so far in his almost three years of high school. It was the final, largest project of his engineering class, counting for almost forty percent of his entire grade. Granted, the project itself would be skimmed over after all the presentations were done, but the real meat of it all had to be shown and spoken if the students wanted high marks. Not to mention that the simple action of presenting the project counted for 40 points overall. To make it even worse, there were two college-level professors who would be watching the students in addition to their teacher.

And on top of the almost overwhelming pressure, Chris, in his anxiety-driven adrenaline, had rushed to this class right after the bell had rung to dismiss the previous one, and as a result, he’d skipped his usual bathroom break. His body was not pleased by this, and his bladder was scolding him rather forcefully. He really had to pee, but it wouldn’t look good to get up to use the bathroom while someone else was presenting. Then again, neither did an 11th-grader making a puddle in his seat. The teacher did have a policy about anyone being allowed to get up and use the restroom without asking, since she said that raising a hand just for permission to leave could get disruptive.

The start-of-class bell rang just as the last few students entered the classroom. The teacher, Mrs. Henson, started calling roll. Chris took a breath, thinking about the situation he was in. He could try to hold it until he’d presented, or until class was over. But there was no telling when he’d be called up, and he wasn’t sure that he could hold it for two whole hours. His body didn’t like it when he didn’t adhere to

the schedule. Plus, nervous as he already was, it’d be even harder to focus with a nearly full bladder. He chewed on his lip and flicked his tail, making a pointed effort not to hold himself through khaki pants. It’d be childish, and undoubtedly attract unwanted attention from the other Pokémon sitting nearby. It made sense to just get up and go right now, even though he didn’t like getting up from his seat unless he was asked or told to do so. It made it feel like there were a bunch of eyes boring into him from behind, even though a lot of the other students would get up at random intervals and not be noticed very much.

Chris shook his head slightly, rubbing at his neck. He was thinking about these things far too much. He should just get up and go, and not worry about everything. Standing up, he started to walk–

“Ah, Chris!” Mrs. Henson said suddenly, making him start. The Ampharos was smiling at him as she sat behind her desk, the other two professors sitting next to her. She must’ve been saying something that the Mewchu had been tuning out. “Thank you for volunteering to go first! Gather your things and come to the front of the class, please.”

The mythical Pokémon’s blood ran cold, and he froze on the spot. She’d been asking for volunteers! “O-oh, actually, um…I wasn’t, uh…I need to…”

“You DO have your project with you, don’t you?” Mrs. Henson prompted. “W-well, yes, it’s right here…”

“Then please, show me, the class, and professors Vernon and O’Brian what you’ve been working on! You always do great work and get high marks, you’ll be a perfect first presentation to set an example for the class.”

Chris gulped. Unlike the rest of the class, who’d grown much calmer now that they didn’t have the pressure of having to go first, was feeling incredibly stressed. He really didn’t want to go first…but admitting in front of everyone that he had to take a leak wasn’t exactly appealing, either. Groaning inwardly, he mumbled something in compliance and, grabbing his trifold board and notebook, headed for the front of the class. His legs were trembling, his heart was racing anew, and he tried to take a few calming breaths. He just had to stand there, talk about what he’d been doing for the last few months for fifteen minutes or so, turn in his work, and then he’d be free to go to the bathroom.

Breathing heavily and trying hard to not focus on his bladder, he set his folder on the desk that had been placed at the front of the class and opened it up. It was revealed that he’d done a lengthy research project on aerodynamics and aircraft, which caught the interest of a Latias sitting behind the first row of desks. Chris was proud of how he’d been able to make the project look; the folder was crammed full of information, but not to the point of being cluttered, and he’d worked long and hard getting the aesthetics and details just right, treating it like one of his art projects. But looks definitely weren’t everything in this situation. It was time for him to present his work.

He really wished his legs would stop trembling. It was a mixture of overwhelming nerves coupled with the increasing need to relieve himself. Both of these seemed to be increasing by the second. He just had to get started talking about his project, and it’d all be downhill from there…

The Mewchu licked his lips and opened and closed his mouth several times as he tried to get his wits about him. Was it hot in here? He felt sweaty, and his face was especially warm. He wished the teacher would open a window…biting his lip and hitting his leg with his tail, he snapped out of it. Just. Start. Talking.

“I-I conducted a-a study on the l-laws of aerodynamics, a-and the effects of w-wind and other factors on a-aircraft of v-varying types,” Chris began, gripping his notebook a little too tightly. Arceus above, that sounded like the way a fourth grader would open their presentation. And that stammer was awful! Never mind the introduction, it was too late to change that. He had to focus on quashing that stutter.

The nervous, shaky Mewchu continued with his intro, summing up the points of research that he’d be talking about, awkwardly pointing to various points on his trifold as he did so. He almost knocked it down twice, and came close to dropping his notebook once. No matter how hard he tried, he just couldn’t get things under control…in truth, not many of the other students were paying much attention to him. Perhaps a fourth of the class was watching? Them, as well as his teacher and the professors. The worst part of it was that the Latias seemed to be observing him very intently. The reason why this was so bad was that, though he had yet to admit it to anyone at all, he happened to have a slight crush on the Eon Pokémon. He felt subconsciously that he had to impress her. There was a very small percentage of present Pokémon watching him; but to Chris, it felt like he was on a stage in front of an entire country, and the pressure was becoming unbearable.

The Mewchu was starting to feel dizzy only two minutes into his presentation. He put a hand on the desk to support himself, fighting to keep his voice above a mumble as he spoke. He could really go for a drink of water. It would probably look bad for him to pause to get a drink, but it would surely be preferable to him passing out in the middle of it. Water sounded nice. Quenching…wet…warm…warm?

Chris froze midsentence, an incredible chill shooting up his spine, juxtaposing the sensation that was materializing below his waist. His gaze slowly traveled downwards, silently begging for whatever deity might be watching that he was imagining things. But no, it was all real.

The wet spot on the front of his khakis was real and obvious.

The Mewchu was wetting himself in the front of his classroom, and it didn’t take long for the less attentive students to notice what was happening. He was having an accident in front of his teacher, two college professors, the girl he had a crush on, and a bunch of fellow students who he saw just about every single day. They were all watching as the dark spot on his pants grew and spread, soon traveling down his legs in warm, wet rivulets, before eventually puddling on the tiled floor with a loud, pronounced dripping sound.

Chris was…aghast? Horrified? Humiliated? The emotion he was experiencing was some mix of every negative feeling scrunched up into a single wad. He staggered backwards, the room seeming to spin around him as he felt as though his world was falling apart in the blink of an eye. Everything felt…surreal and fake, as if he was in a dream. But it was real. All of it was real and happening in the here and now.

He felt so…small. As though he was shrinking in on himself.

The Mewchu must have blacked out for a few moments, as when he regained the ability to think semi-rationally, his teacher was at his side, holding him as he slumped against the wall. The Ampharos was alternating between saying his name and ordering someone to call the school nurse over the intercom. He’d stopped wetting his pants–but of course, that really wasn’t much of a consolation to him. The damage had already been done, and was clearly evident. He blearily looked around the classroom. The other students were staring at him silently, looks of concern and pity on their faces.

But that’s not what it looked like to Chris. He could only interpret the expressions as leering, contemptuous, mocking–and in the case of the Latias, disgusted.

“Chris,” repeated Mrs. Henson, giving him a gentle shake. “Chris, are you

ok?”

The Mewchu was shaking violently, tears welling up in his eyes as he pushed himself back onto his paws, trying to avoid the yellow puddle on the floor. His legs and lower areas were soaked. He started crying, not noticing how the room and his teacher suddenly looked larger than they had before. “N-no, I-I’m n-not,” he replied, hiccupping as he squirmed out of the Ampharos’s grasp, ignoring her shouts as he ran out of the classroom, rubbing at his eyes and sobbing uncontrollably. He heard the nurse speaking over the intercom behind him, having a brief conversation with Mrs. Henson, but it didn’t really register for Chris. He was humiliated, furious with himself. He had to get away. He didn’t know where he was going, but he had to get as far away as possible.

The Pokémon ran awkwardly through the empty halls, in too much of a state to hover like he usually did. Each door he ran into was more of a struggle to open than the last. His wet pants stuck to his fur, a constant reminder of his accident–but at least he wasn’t leaving behind a trail of yellow drops. He could hardly see where he was going, his vision being too clouded by tears, but he eventually bumped into someone–quite literally, and he staggered to keep his balance as he looked up to see who he’d encountered, and could possibly have to run away from.

“Oh, there you are, poor dear,” purred a soft voice. “I’ve been looking for

you.”

Chris looked into the familiar green eyes of the school nurse. She was a bipedal Ninetales, yellow-furred with cyan tailtips. She wore a lavender-colored top with slacks to match, and a peach-colored necklace. The Mewchu sniffled, wiping at his eyes as he looked up at her. She seemed…tall. Twice as tall as he was.

“Come here, sweetie, it’s ok,” the kitsune soothed, kneeling to put a comforting hand on his shoulder. She produced a tissue from her pocket so that he could wipe his runny nose. “Let’s get you to my office and get you cleaned up, alright?”

“Y-yes, m-miss C-Crystal,” he stammered, using the tissue. The nurse preferred to be called by her first name, since she liked to be friendly and reassuring towards the students in her care. She took his hand as she stood back up, and he didn’t protest as he followed after her. It made him feel like a very small child…but he might as well have been one, since he was wearing a drenched pair of pants.

He fiddled with the collar of his green shirt as they walked the short difference to the nurse’s office. They had to step outside for a minute, but the outdoor paths were just as empty as the hallways, so Chris’s embarrassment was kept to a relative minimum. He’d at least managed to turn his crying into quiet sniffles by the time they’d gotten to their destination. However, he’d become aware that he was steadily growing smaller and smaller, to the point where he had to hold one of Crystal’s tails, as she’d have had to bend over to hold his hand. However, she seemed oblivious to his shrinking, and he himself was still in a state of shock from having an accident to pay it much attention.

Once they entered the office, Crystal put a “do not disturb” sign on the door before closing and locking it from the inside. “Alright, honey, go ahead and stand over there for me. I need you to take off your pants and undies so I can get you all cleaned up.”

Chris blushed profusely at the instructions, standing on a mat as he’d been told, but feeling poorly about the rest. “I-I can clean up m-myself, m-ma’am, i-in the bathroom…”

“I know it’s embarrassing, sweetie, but accidents happen. I have someone in here at least once every couple of days for the exact same reason. It’ll be quicker and easier if you let me clean you up, ok?” Crystal kept her voice soft and calming as she donned a pair of latex gloves, grabbing a box of wet wipes.

The Mewchu whimpered, but nodded and did as he was asked. Still trembling, he undid his khakis and tugged them off, leaving them in a heap at his feet. It took a lot more willpower and pride-swallowing to do the same with his drenched underwear, but they soon followed suit. Crystal helped him put the discarded clothing in a plastic bag, which she set aside for now. She got to work using the wet wipes to clean up his crotch, rear, and legs, all while he squirmed awkwardly, not knowing quite how to behave at the moment. He did let her do her job without complaint, however, and focused on trying not to burst into tears all over again from the embarrassment of what was happening.

“There we are, good as new,” the Ninetales said softly, drying him off with some paper towels. “That feels much better, doesn’t it?”

“Y-yes, ma’am…th-thank you,” Chris stammered, chewing his lip. As much as he hated to admit it, the nurse’s voice and kind words were really helping him relax and take the sting out of what had happened not too long ago.

“You’re welcome, sweetie. Now, go and sit on that little table for me please, and I’ll help you get some new underwear on, ok?” Crystal instructed, pointing at a cushioned green table with a sheet of plastic on it, looking not dissimilar to something at a proper doctor’s office. Chris was more than a little confused. How was he supposed to put underwear on if he was sitting on a table? And why couldn’t he do it himself? Nevertheless, he did as he was asked, and used a stepping stool to climb up onto the comfy, crinkly seat. The Ninetales knew what she was doing, after all. Sitting down, he turned around to face her–and was surprised to see that he was already at his side again. But the thing that surprised him more was what she was holding. It was a folded garment, mostly white, save for a couple of colorful racecars on it. It was crinkled and wrinkly.

“W-what is that, miss Crystal?” mewled the Mewchu, his ears going flat. He knew what the answer was, and he didn’t want to hear it…

“It’s a diaper, sweetheart. Please lie down so I can put it on you, ok?” she answered, unfolding the garment, revealing a pair of yellow tapes and the absorbent blue padding on the inside.

Chris shook his head, tearing up again as he scooted back from the diaper, as if it was a poisonous snake–no offense meant to his Seviper friend, of course. “N-nuuu…I-I want regular undies….”

“Listen, sweetie,” Crystal crooned, sitting on the table next to him. It creaked slightly under her weight. “We don’t have any regular undies. It’d be unsanitary to loan underwear to students. It’s part of the school rules that if a student has an accident, regardless of their age, they have to wear a diaper for the rest of the school day. This doesn’t mean that you have to use it. They feel just like regular undies, just a little bit softer.”

“B-but I dun need them…I-I’m not a baby…” The Mewchu sniffled, hugging his knees close to him and keeping his tail between his legs. It’s true, he wasn’t a baby; he had the body of a six-year-old now.

“I know you aren’t, honey. Just because you have to wear a diaper doesn’t make you a baby. I guarantee that you run into at least one other student every single day that has to wear them, and you don’t even notice. Did you know that I was wearing one?”

Chris blinked and shook his head, confused. Crystal stood back up and pulled down her slacks a little bit, exposing the purple pull-on style diaper that she was wearing. The Mewchu hadn’t noticed it at all.

“See? Totally unnoticeable,” she continued, pulling her pants back up. “I wear them everyday to reassure students who need to wear them, too. To prove to them that one, they aren’t a baby just for wearing them, and two, they’re almost impossible to see. So…will you lie down and let me put this one on you, please?”

Sighing a little, Chris nodded meekly as he lied down on the table, hugging his tail for comfort. There wasn’t much point in arguing with the school nurse. The fact that she was wearing her own diaper did make him feel a bit better, and he couldn’t really find any gaps in her arguments…he lied still as she quickly slid the unfolded diaper under him and, after sprinkling some baby powder over his lower areas (just to prevent possible rashes, she explained), pulled the front of it up and over his crotch. She pulled it tight before taping it around his waist, then rolled him onto his belly so she could fasten the tail tape. Lastly, she ran her fingers around the leg holes to make some minor adjustments, then gave his rear end a reassuring pat.

“There we are, all done. That wasn’t so bad, now, was it?” Crystal helped him down from the table.

Chris blushed, looking down at the racecar-patterned nappy in between his legs. It looked a bit bulky, but it didn’t make it too difficult to walk. He wasn’t forced to waddle, thankfully. And it actually felt kind of…comfy. He watched as the Ninetales headed over to a small cabinet, opening it to reveal shirts and pants of the school’s dress code. She pulled out a pair of dark blue shorts for the Mewchu. They looked really small in her grasp…

“Alright, sweetie, just step into these. Now, I have to give your parents a call to let them know about what happened today. But you don’t have to worry about that. Someone’s on the way to walk you back to class, and you’ll be free to go after you have your new pants on. Just remember to bring these back here tomorrow, ok?” She held them open for Chris.

“O-okay, miss Crystal,” the Mewchu stammered, stepping into the clean shorts. They looked like something that belonged on a small child–like himself. He wished that his parents didn’t have to know that he’d had an accident at school, but he supposed that it was part of the rules. He helped Crystal pull the shorts up over his diaper, fastening the button and closing the fly.

Just then, there was a knock at the door. “Just a moment!” Crystal called, then turned back to Chris. “Looks like your walk buddy is here. If you end up using your diaper, just ask your teacher if you can be excused, and come right back here. Okay? Oh, and here, this is for being such a well-behaved little kit!” The nurse handed him a purple lollipop, giving him a pat on the head as he accepted it.

“Thank you, miss Crystal. I-I’ll come back if…i-if I need a change,” he promised, blushing. He unwrapped the lollipop and stuck it in his mouth. It tasted sweet and yummy.

“Good boy! Run along now~” the Ninetales purred, unlocking and opening the door to her office. Chris toddled around the desk and saw who was standing in wait for him–or rather, hovering a few inches off the ground. It was a Latias. She was very pretty. Did he know her? It felt like he did…

She waved to him, smiling gently. “Hi! You can call me Marcy. What’s your name, little guy?”

“C-Chris,” he replied shyly, rubbing his forearm as he resisted the urge to step behind Crystal’s leg. He really felt like he knew this Pokémon…but if he did, then why would they be introducing themselves?

“Nice to meet you, Chris! Come with me, I’ll take you to the preschool area, okay?” Marcy said, beckoning him over. Preschool? That didn’t sound right. Was he in preschool? He…couldn’t remember. But it sounded right. Today was really hazy to him.

“O-okays, Mawcy,” the Mewchu replied, shyly tugging his shirt down as he walked to the Latias’s side. He didn’t want her to see that he was wearing a diaper, even if she was a lot older than him.

“Take care, you two, and remember what I told you, Chris!” Crystal said, waving at the pair. After they waved back, she closed the door, and Marcy took Chris’s hand.

The pair walked out of the main office building, following a sidewalk that would take them to the preschool area. Chris was having a hard time walking alongside Marcy. His paws felt big and clumsy, as if he had yet to grow into them. The Latias tilted her head at him, slowing her floating. “You’re a Mew, aren’t you?”

“W-well, yeah…pawtly. I’m pawt Mew, and pawt Raichu. I-I fink. Dat’s why I call myself a Mewchu.” Chris blinked up at her. “W-why you ask?”

“Well, if you’re a Mew, then you should be able to hover like me, right? Have you learned how to do that yet?” Marcy asked. “I’m sure it’d be a lot easier than walking on those little legs of yours.”

The Mewchu frowned, thinking hard. He could fly, couldn’t he? He could definitely think of what it felt like, as if he’d done it before…but like the memories of the day so far, they were weirdly fuzzy and hard to grasp. Focusing as much as he could, he tried to picture himself flying, lifting himself up off the ground…and it worked! He floated up into the air! He was flying!

At least, he was. For a few seconds. He drifted upside down, his shirt rolling up to cover his face and simultaneously reveal the waistband of his diaper peeking out of his shorts. He squeaked as he suddenly couldn’t see anything, and he fell to the ground! Marcy was able to catch him, though, and he was saved from a painful landing on the sidewalk. She giggled softly as she fixed his shirt. “Cutie. Looks like you haven’t quite figured out how to fly yet. But that’s ok! Wanna ride on my back? You can pretend that you’re flying an airplane!”

Chris’s eyes lit up as he smiled, nodding excitedly. He loved airplanes! “Yes pwease! Wanna fwy!” His tail wiggled in anticipation as the Latias lifted him up and set him on her back, having him gently hold onto her neck to balance himself.

“Ready, Chris? Wanna go fast?” Marcy asked, angling her wings. When the Mewchu nodded and chirped excitedly, she shot forward. She didn’t go nearly as fast as a Latias’s top speed, but Chris didn’t know this. What he did know, however, was that they were moving fast. He mewed and squealed shrilly, giggling and hanging on tightly as they flew towards the doors that had been so far away just a few moments ago. Before he knew it, they were there! Marcy slowed to a stop a little too quickly, and the lighter Pokémon was flung from her back. Luckily, she was quick enough to catch him again. He didn’t seem too perturbed by the near miss, as he was still giggling and clapping his hands, hopping as he was set down.

“Again! Again! Pwease?”

Marcy gave him a pat on the head. “Maybe some other time, Chris. You have to get to class, and I need to get back soon, too. But I promise I’ll give you another plane ride again soon, ok?”

“Okies!” the Mewchu agreed, seeming quite easy to please. Marcy led the way into the preschool building, and they walked through a short, colorful hallway,

both walls filled with all sorts of scribbled drawings. He hoped he got to draw. He loved drawing!

Marcy held open a door on their left, revealing a small classroom. Within was a bit of chaos, but of a manageable, organized sort. A Poochyena chased a Growlithe around the room, barking playfully. A Ralts and a Machop were playing a heated game of Go Fish, with some others observing them intently. All the young Pokemon were being watched over by a Kangaskhan. Her child was situated happily in her pouch, sipping from a juice box. But something didn’t seem right to Chris…he thought his teacher was yellow and fuzzy…

“Hi, Mrs. Casey!” Marcy chirped, urging Chris forward. The Mewchu blinked. Mrs. Casey! Of course, he remembered now. He was in the exact place that he was meant to be. “I brought Chris back for you.”

The motherly Pokemon sauntered over to them, grinning. “Long time no see, Marcy! Ah, and thank you for returning our wayward young Mew. Welcome back, Chris!”

“Th-thank you, ma’am,” the Mewchu replied politely. He had a feeling that he was supposed to be shy about something. It had to do with the diaper under his shorts, right? Why was he wearing it, again? It was…probably because he needed it, right? He wouldn’t have it if he didn’t need it. And if he needed it, there was no reason to be shy about it. He perked his ears up as the baby Kangaskhan held its juice box out to him. Confused, he accepted it, only to find out that it was completely empty. Mrs. Casey chuckled, replacing it with a brand new, full one, giving her baby another one as well.

“You’re free to go, Marcy. I’m sure your teacher will want you back soon,” the Kangaskhan said as Chris started drinking from his juice box.

The Latias nodded. “I definitely should get back, yeah. My class is doing our end of the year study project presentations. But the weirdest thing happened today…mm, I’ll tell you about it later, I gotta run. I’ll be back once the bell rings to see Chris; I promised to give him a ride, hehe!”

Mrs. Casey chuckled. “See you soon, then! Chris, we’ve just started our free-time activities. Do you want to take the time to catch up on some work that you missed, or would you like to play and have extra homework to do tonight?”

Chris thought for a moment, looking at all the other Pokémon who were playing after he’d waved farewell to the pretty Latias. They all looked like they were having fun, and he wanted to join in! Homework was icky, but it’d be worth it. “I wanna have free-time too, pwease!”

“I thought you might. Off you go, then!” Mrs. Casey encouraged, before going back to sit in the chair at the front of the classroom. Chris giggled excitedly as he saw a table set up near the back of the room, covered with papers, crayons, and markers. He could draw! He quickly toddled over, making sure not to get in the way of the puppies chasing each other around, sitting next to an Eevee as he gathered some drawing materials. His soft diaper provided a nice and soft seat for him.

Purring softly, he started doodling a picture of Marcy, his traumatizing accident and life as a high-schooler nothing more than a forgotten memory now.

End

