Zeelo hummed along with his music as he walked down the path that he traversed almost every day. The forty-minute trek was an excellent way to get some light exercise, fresh air, and overall forget his stresses for a little while. The air carried the crisp scent of autumn with it, soothing his senses while the coolness felt lovely against his brown fur. Swishing his fluffy tail, the feline kicked up a few fallen leaves with each step he took, nodding his head in time with the tunes.

“Man, what great weather,” he sighed, stuffing his hands into the pockets of his tan shorts. It wasn’t so chilly that he needed longer clothes; his thicker fur gave him an extra layer of resilience to the colder weather, which was part of the reason he loved it so much. “Why can’t it be this nice all year round? Bloody ninety degrees summer…” He vented his frustration by kicking up a small flurry of leaves, and then calmed himself with a long, deep breath of the wonderful, clean air…“Achoo!” His fur bristled as he sneezed suddenly, staggering and trying to keep his balance. That was…strange. His allergies shouldn’t be acting up this time of the year. Maybe…it was just a coincidence?

He stood in place for a few moments, focusing on his sinuses. When he didn’t sneeze again for several moments, he shrugged and continued on his walk, deciding it had been a coincidence. He did feel a little warmer, though. And he had to scrunch up the bottom of his blue t-shirt just a little so that his hands would go into his shorts’ pockets unencumbered. Maybe he simply hadn’t noticed that the shirt fit him a little on the loose side when he’d put it on earlier that morning. Strange that he wouldn’t realize it until dusk…perhaps he was just reaching a meditative state that was somewhat disconnected from reality from his walk.

“Bah, quit worrying so much, Zeelo,” he admonished himself, scratching behind one of his ears. “This is your destress time. Just enjoy it. Take a load offaCHOO!” Another sneeze interrupted him. Grumbling softly, he put a hand on his forehead…his eyes widened. That was definitely a fever. But he felt totally fine otherwise! He mumbled under his breath, his tail lashing from side to side as he turned around and started heading back the way he’d come from. The path he walked inevitably looped back around to his house, but since he was less than halfway through with his walk, it was quicker to just backtrack on himself. He was quite cross about having to end his walk early, but he knew that staying out would almost definitely increase his chances of whatever he was coming down with becoming ten times as bad.

He stumbled his way down the uneven path, his predatory eyes easily adjusting to the dimming light as the sun sank lower in the sky. For the entire return journey, while he sneezed a few more times, he never felt physically ill apart from his fever, which also didn’t get any worse than it already was. One thing, however, did concern him quite a bit. When he went to stuff his headphones into his pocket, his shirt was suddenly reaching down to his knees. The collar felt extremely loose as well, and either of his shoulders kept slipping out. And it wasn’t just his shirt that was too large, either; he had to clutch the waistband of his shorts to stop them from falling into a heap around his ankles.

“What is happening to my clothes…?” Zeelo wondered aloud. He gasped at the sound of his voice. He didn’t have the deepest voice in the world, but it certainly hadn’t been as squeaky and high-pitched as it was now.

His clothes weren’t getting bigger. He was shrinking!

Mewling nervously, he took off his now too big shoes and double timed it towards his home. His mind was reeling with countless questions, but he’d have to wait until he got into the safety of his house before he could focus on any of them. He did have his phone on him–he had been listening to his music through it–but who was he supposed to call to inform them that he was shrinking? In fact, he felt more furtive and vulnerable than normal, and the last thing he wanted was for someone to see his unusual plight…

After what seemed like ages, he caught sight of his house, nestled comfortably in between two others, the neighborhood nice and quiet. Keeping a sharp eye out for any onlookers, he scurried down a small hill and booked it across the empty street, beelining for his building, focusing on nothing besides keeping his clothes from falling off. As he walked up to his door, however, something posted on it caught his eye. It was a colorful piece of paper, looking like an advertisement. Normally when he received such things, he spared them little more than a glance before disposing of it in the trash can inside the house. But the fancy designs and lettering on it warranted more than a simple glance.

“Having a Shrinking Feeling?” read the headline. Curious and temporarily forgetting his haste, Zeelo pressed on with reading. “Regression Flu season is upon us. This flu, while not outright lethal or harmful, is heralded by a fever and decrease in the size of the victim’s body, which, as a result, can render an adult unable to care for themselves for an indeterminate period of time. For this reason, it is imperative to act swiftly. We here at the Sunshine Care Facility are here for you. We are a

government-funded nonprofit company who only wish to aid those afflicted with this sickness. If you think you may have contracted Regression Flu, please call the phone number below to schedule a care session with us.”

Zeelo tapped his finger with his chin, letting out a yipe as his shorts fell off of him. Hastily tugging them back up, he ducked into his house before anyone saw him. It was very curious and a little unnerving that he’d received this flyer on the same evening that he’d started experiencing these symptoms; mere minutes after, even, as the paper had been absent when he’d left a half hour ago. But…wasn’t that a good thing, when he thought about it a second time? Yes, of course it was! This paper detailed a way to start going about solving this bizarre problem.

In the shelter of his home, he allowed his clothes to slide off of his body as he turned on some lights, as they had become more trouble than they were worth. His shirt had become so overly large that, with a little bit of wiggling, it slid past his waist and down his legs. Thankfully, his underwear remained fitting due to their elastic waistband, albeit rather loosely. At least his decency stayed intact.

He fished his phone out of his discarded pants’ pocket, leaving his clothes behind as he hurried into his bedroom, where the cell service was strongest in his house. On the way, he dialed the number on the flyer into his phone, hitting the call button as he hopped up onto his bed. The latter action was something of a struggle; his body had shrunk to the size of a seven-year-old’s, making him very worried. He hoped that he wouldn’t get any smaller than this…

Ring…

Ring…

…click. “Good evening, thank you for calling Sunshine Daycare, where we specialize in treating the Regression Flu and other related illnesses,” said a voice on the other end of the line. It sounded feminine. “My name is Lydia, how may I help you?”

Zeelo furrowed his brow. Had she called the facility a daycare? How odd. It must’ve been a simple slip of the tongue. “Hi, Lydia.” He squeaked, again surprised at how chirpy his voice was. “I, uh, found one of your guys’ flyer, and I think I have this…Regression thing.”

“Can you spell out your symptoms and how they started for me, please?” asked Lydia. The cat could hear typing and other voices in the background of the call.

“Well, I was out for an evening walk. I felt fine at first, but then I started sneezing like crazy and got a really bad fever. But I didn’t feel ill apart from that. And…well, half an hour ago, I was about twice the size as I am now. And I sound like a kitten.”

“Are you still sneezing and running that fever?”

Zeelo shook his head reflexively, putting a hand on his forehead. His fever had totally vanished. “No, ma’am. No sneezing, no fever.”

“It sounds like you contracted a fast-acting, non-contagious strain of the virus that causes this flu,” Lydia explained to him. “It’s the most common strain there is, and is easily manageable, but should still be treated seriously. Do you live with anyone else who can take care of you for the coming weeks? It’s possible that you might suffer a relapse at any point within the next few days that will cause you to shrink to the size of a toddler.”

“Er…no, ma’am, I live on my own,” Zeelo stammered, feeling his face warm up at the implications of someone “taking care” of him like a child. Sure, that was what he looked like right now, but he still had his thoughts and knowledge intact…that being said, what would his workplace think when a seven-year-old cat showed up to work instead of him.

“In that case, it is imperative that we get you here as soon as we can. What is your full name and address?” The cat heard more typing as he relayed the information. “Alright, I can schedule for someone to pick you up and take you to our facility within the next half hour. Once you’re here, we’ll discuss the terms and duration of your stay, and also make the necessary arrangements in your personal life for them, such as contacting your job and family members to inform them of your situation. This is simply easier done in person rather than over the phone. And don’t worry, none of this will cost you a penny, assuming you go with our standard care package–which, of course, will contain everything you need for treatment. Do you have any questions for me, mister Zeelo?”

“A million,” the cat chuckled. “But I’ll save them for when I’m there. Thank you very much for your help, ma’am.” It was strange. He wanted to feel freaked out by what he was undergoing, and skeptical of what he was signing himself up for.

But the words spoken to him by Lydia, despite him not having a face to put the voice with, had left him feeling oddly relaxed and almost happy. He was relieved that whatever he had, he wouldn’t be passing it on to anyone else, and that he would soon be receiving treatment to put him on the road to recovery. The fact that this “standard package” costed nothing was a handsome bonus, too.

“You’re most welcome!” Lydia purred. “I’m going to let you go now, there’s another caller on the line for me. Just confirm your identity with the workers once they arrive, and they’ll bring you right here. Thank you for getting in touch with us, and we look forward to caring for you soon!”

“Thank you again too,” Zeelo said, just before the call was terminated. He lowered his phone, looking between it and the flyer still in his other hand. Whatever he’d just gotten himself into, he felt nervous about it. But at the same time, a spark of childlike excitement and curiosity was burning in his chest, soon pushing away his feelings of apprehension. He realized that he couldn’t wait for his transportation to arrive, so it could whisk him off on something of an adventure.

His stomach growled, reminding him that he had to eat first. Hopping off his bed, he yelped as his underwear slid right off of his body. He’d eat, get freshened up, and then wrap himself in a towel as he waited for the workers to get here, as he no longer owned any clothes capable of fitting him…

----------------

“Why…do I have to sit in that?” Zeelo groaned, eyeing the booster seat set up in the back of the company car that had come to pick him up. The two workers–a yellow kitsune and a white salamander–had arrived minutes ago, both clad in a pale blue uniform. They’d provided him with a sort of robe like the ones from hospitals to wear instead of his towel. Now, they were trying to usher him into the car that he’d take to the treatment facility, and the arrangements that had been made for him left him feeling nonplussed.

“It’s for your own safety, dear,” the fox replied, holding his hand as he stepped into the car. “You have a small body now, so certain precautions have to be taken.”

“So, that means backseat, car seat,” the salamander chimed in, her voice a bit gruffer than her companions, more authoritative. Her sharp tone wasn’t out of any malicious intent, but rather to ensure that Zeelo knew that he wasn’t the one making the decisions at the moment. It worked like a charm, as the cat swiftly planted his posterior in the booster seat, leaning back against it as the kitsune got to work

buckling him in. Why he needed such a complex array of lap and chest restraints keeping him anchored to the chair was beyond him; a simple seatbelt would’ve sufficed.

“Chin up, little one,” cooed his helper, smiling at him warmly enough to make him melt a little on the inside. He realized he’d been pouting as he was strapped into the car seat. “We’re gonna make sure that you’ll be taken care of very well at the daycare! Now then, it’s a bit of a long ride, a little over a half hour. Do you want something to drink for the ride? Maybe something to chew?”

Zeelo flicked his ears. She’d called it a daycare, too, just like the receptionist on the phone…very curious. He had half a mind to press her about it, but decided against it, as her companion seemed a bit less patient than her. “I-I could use something to drink. Um, please.”

“Certainly. Dazzle?” the kitsune prompted as she stood up, closing the back door of the car.

“Coming right up,” the reptile said, putting her phone down and reaching to a cooler down by her talons. “What do you wanna drink, kid? We’ve got water, juice, milk, unsweet tea…wait, scratch that last one.”

“Guilty as charged,” giggled the vixen as she sat in the driver’s seat, starting up the car. They soon pulled out of the driveway and headed down the street, leaving Zeelo’s house behind.

The cat tilted his head. He had been going to ask for water, but now that it had been suggested to him, juice didn’t sound half bad. “What kinda juice do you have, miss Dazzle?”

“Orange, grape, apple, and kiwi,” she replied.

“I’ll take the apple juice, please.”

“Sure thing. Bottoms up!” the lizard said, seeming a bit peppier now that they were moving again. She handed Zeelo’s drink back to him…but rather it being in a carton or box as he’d expected it to be, it was in a cup. A plastic cup with two handles. And with a screw-on, leakproof lid with a jutting spout with three tiny holes.

“Ah…th-thank you, ma’am,” Zeelo stuttered as he took the sippy cup, eyeing it warily. First the car seat, then the daycare, and now a child’s cup filled with juice…this evening seemed to hold countless surprises for him. He wanted to protest

drinking from such a thing, but again worried by the potentiality of retribution, he submitted without a fuss and pushed the nozzle into his mouth. Tipping the cup backwards and holding both its handles–just because it was the easiest way to hold it–he began drinking up the juice. The chilly liquid tasted wonderful and quenched his thirst. It was a welcome refreshment for the journey ahead.

The remainder of the evening and early night was odd to the feline. He’d ended up falling asleep during the car ride for a few minutes, held up by the buckles of his seat, which rendered his senses dull and bleary for the rest of the night. He vaguely remembered arriving at a large building resembling a warehouse, hardly having any time to look at it while half asleep as he was freed from his car seat and set into some strange chair that rolled on four wheels into the building, being pushed by his kitsune escort.

Once inside, the chilly air conditioning shocked him awake just enough for him to process that he’d been put into a child’s stroller; however, he was too tired to protest it. Additionally, now that he was in a new and unfamiliar place, he was very hesitant to step out of line. First impressions were important, after all–even while barely staying conscious, that was a fact that he could remember. He was wheeled over to a receptionist, and while he proved to be a little less than responsive, he must’ve been able to provide them with whatever information they needed. At least his instincts were intact, but what he wouldn’t give for a soft, warm bed right now…

Zeelo was pushed back behind the reception area into a room that resembled a doctor’s office, where the vixen stepped out of the room for a moment. A barn owl took over, who gave the feline something of a checkup. Seeming to confirm that he was healthy after several long, long minutes, control over his stroller was again returned to his escort. He heard someone say something about getting more of his personal information once he was a bit more lucid. The cat managed a nod that caused him to slump forward. He was barely aware of the adult workers milling about and fussing over him like he was a child. All he wanted to do was sleep. And the kitsune seemed to realize this. Something rubbery was pushed into his mouth, which he chewed on reflexively. It wasn’t a food and didn’t taste like much of anything, but it seemed to wear him out even more, if such a thing were possible. He had fallen fully asleep even before he was transferred to his sleeping quarters for the night…

-----------------

The cat slowly blinked awake the following morning. It felt like he was laying on an ordinary bed. There was something that looked like a plastic chandelier dangling above him, decorated with stars and moons that clinked gently in the breeze from the A/C vent somewhere on the ceiling. All around him were wooden bars that seemed to stretch three times as tall as he was, forming a box around him with an open top.

It didn’t take him long to remember the previous evening’s events, namely his spontaneous shrinkage. He sat up slowly, the blanket that had been draped over his body sliding off to reveal two things. One, that his robe had been replaced, a far more childish garment wrapped around his body. It was a sky-blue onesie, decorated all over with little white clouds. Two, that his shrinking hadn’t finished completely last night. He was tiny. Judging by the size of his hands and paws, he couldn’t be more than a three-year-old physically now…

Chewing on the rubber bulb still in his maw–which he soon realized was a pacifier, yet he felt no need to spit it out–he staggered to his paws to get a better look at his surroundings. At first, he thought that he’d been stuck in some sort of containment cage. But now he saw that it was a child’s crib–similar and design and purpose, maybe, but much more comfortable. And colorful. And embarrassing…well, perhaps that one was a stretch. He could see in between the wooden bars that there was another crib near him. Curious, he started to walk along the soft, cushiony mattress and blankets underpaw to get a better look at whoever might be inhabiting it.

However, he quickly discovered that he was very unsteady on his paws for a multitude of reasons. First and foremost, the plush mattress seemed to swallow up his limbs as he centralized weight to any particular area upon it. Secondly, his smaller body was much weaker than it had been before, making such a normally mundane task awkward and tricky. And lastly, his legs refused to close past a certain amount. Ultimately, he lost his balance and fell down before he’d taken more than a few steps. The soft landing also happened to expose exactly why his legs were staying spread wide. This revelation was brought on by a loud rustling that was produced by his backside impacting against the mattress.

Zeelo’s eyes went wide as he took a closer look at the bottom of his onesie, the part that buttoned around his crotch. Something was bulging around his lower regions, where his underwear normally sat, making his suspicions begin to rise. He hastily tugged at those buttons and, with a trio of pops, they came free and revealed

what they’d been hiding. The object that kept his legs spread wide and had produced that telltale rustle was a baby diaper. Thick, white, decorated with cartoon characters, and with a pair of yellow lines to serve as wetness indicators down the middle, its identity was unmistakable.

The cat felt warmth rising to his cheeks. For some reason, the sight of the diaper taped around his waist was what did him in, the factor that pushed him over the edge. The pacifier, the onesie, the crib, even his own body reverting to such a young age…it had all just left him feeling numb and almost nonchalant. But the diaper seemed to lay bare his current situation. He wasn’t a feline in his mid-twenties anymore; he was a small, toddler kitten, helpless in a place that he didn’t recognize. Even though he was safe, even though this place was going to help him with his troubles, he still felt incredibly overwhelmed…

Thankfully, the opening of a door distracted him from his crisis before it devolved into something of a breakdown. He perked his ears up and watched as a tall tigress walked straight towards him, a very kind expression on her face. The outfit she wore was pink with purple trim, unlike the two workers who’d picked him up the previous night–perhaps their uniform styles denoted the roles they played at the facility. “Good morning–Zeelo, was it? Did you sleep well, little one?”

Zeelo’s tail twitched as he stumbled back to his paws, leaning against the crib bars for support, letting his pacifier fall from his mouth. “Um…y-yeah, I slept okie.” He blinked. His voice was even higher now, and he was speaking with an odd lisp that he couldn’t seem to control. “W-why am I wearin’ a diapee?”

“Because you need one, sweetie,” the tigress replied, bending down to pick him up out of the crib. Zeelo’s stomach lurched a little as he was lifted into the air, solid ground disappearing underpaw. It was a bizarre sensation that he hadn’t remembered feeling when he was younger…perhaps it was because he’d been used to it back then. From his vantage point, he could see that the other two cribs in the room were vacant; maybe the sleeping area was simply temporary.

He shook his head, trying to keep his wits about him and to ignore the abnormally strong desire to push his face against the tiger’s warm, soft fur as she held him close to her, cupping his back and padded rear end. The latter felt strangely warm; maybe it was just the natural heat from her hand. “W-wait, nu I don’t! I dun need diapees! I’m an adult! I’s twenny wun!”

She giggled and pulled back the waistband of his diaper for a moment. “You were twenty-one. And you’ll be twenty-five again soon, once you’ve been cured. Those who catch the Regression Flu revert to the age of a child–in your case, you caught a strain that only affects you physically rather than mentally. But this means that there is a very high chance that you’ll lose control over your bodily functions, hence the need for you to remain in diapers during your stay.”

“A chance?” Zeelo echoed, far from ready to accept this humiliating, crinkly decree. “So, not a guarantee?”

“Well, no, but I–”

“Look!” The cat lifted up the bottom of his onesie, trying to angle himself so that he could show the tigress his diaper. “I made it through all last night an’ didn’t have an accident. I didn’t even use da potty before I got taken here. Isn’t dat proof dat I dun need to wear diapees?”

“On the contrary,” giggled the larger feline, giving the front of his diaper a gentle poke. “I believe you’ve just submitted evidence supporting the opposite.”

Zeelo gulped, feeling his blood turn cold as he froze in place. He didn’t even need to look down at the absorbent underwear; what he felt from the poke told him all that he needed to know. He’d soiled himself sometime within the last few minutes, and he hadn’t even noticed!

“Shh, it’s alright, little one,” cooed the tigress, walking with him as she hugged him against herself, stroking the back of his head. Feeling humiliated, Zeelo didn’t fight the urge to nuzzle against her this time. “It’s totally normal for one in your situation. The adults here are ready and willing to help whenever something like this happens.” She pulled him away from her body to lay him down on a new platform; this one was spongy, less comfortable than the crib, and had a plastic sheet spread atop it. He lied still as he watched his caretaker retrieve a few objects from the shelf of the changing table, including a fresh, folded diaper. “Ah, my name is Marissa, by the way. But you can call me madam, ma’am, mama, mommy, or my name. Whichever you’d like.”

Zeelo was so taken aback by her proposal of calling her “mommy” that he barely registered his soggy diaper being undone and his lower areas being wiped down. “Erm…y-yes, Mawissa. Ma’am. Yes’m.” He curled his toes, trying to ignore the fact that his private regions were on full display for a total stranger who was

essentially giving him something of a sponge bath. Just one that was colder, more embarrassing, and would have a crinkly finish.

Once the evidence of his accident had been cleaned from his fur and disposed of in a nearby pail, Marissa unfolded the aforementioned finish and slid it underneath his rear end. With a few puffs of sweet-smelling baby powder, the garment was taped up around his waist. It was colored light blue, much like his onesie, and was decorated with pastel yellow stars that likely served the same purpose as the stripes on his previous one. “There! Nice and quick and easy, wasn’t it?”

“I-I guess so,” Zeelo stammered, his face hot as his onesie was refastened. “Um…th-thankoo for changing my, uh…m-my diapee.”

“Of course, little one! And good boy for remembering your manners!” Marissa ruffled his headfur before picking him up, having him sit in the crook of her arm and lean against her upper body. “Now then, you aren’t scheduled for detailing– that is, getting friends, family, and workplace notified of your situation–until later this afternoon. Are you hungry?”

The feline shook his head. “No, ma’am. I don’t usually eat bweakfast until later. Sometimes I skip it, ackshully.”

“Well, we can’t have any of our kids skipping the most important meal of the day, but I won’t force you to eat anything until you’re ready,” the tigress said, rhythmically patting his bum as she carried him out of the room. “So, I’ll go ahead and leave you in the common room while I continue my morning rounds. There’ll be another supervisor or two there, so just be sure to let them know when you’re ready to eat, when you need your diaper changed, or anything else you might need. You’ll also be able to meet and play with some of the other regressed adults we’re keeping watch over here. Doesn’t that sound fun~?”

Zeelo’s ears twitched at the sound of the word “play”. He hadn’t played with anyone since…well, since he’d been an actual kit. Not in the sense of carefree, wild play with toys and similar, anyhow. Something within him murmured a warning against the tigress’s words, but he quickly quashed it. He was going to be stuck here for a while; what harm was there in trying to have a little bit of fun? “Yes mama, it does sound like fun!”

“I thought you’d agree! It’s just down this hall…”

The smaller cat squirmed a little in Marissa’s arms, very shy about the title that had escaped his lips before he could do anything to stop it. He could see that a small smile tugged at the tigress’s mouth; she was clearly pleased at what she’d been called. There wasn’t much time to dwell on it, however, as he was brought into the common room. In reality, it was more along the lines of a child’s playroom, sized up to accommodate potentially a few dozen at a time. It was long and rectangular, the floor dotted with playmats, toy boxes, and various articles of children’s furniture, such as changing tables and playpens. The pink walls were dotted with posters, decals, and crude, hand-drawn pictures likely created by the other patients here. Speaking of the other patients, the dozen in the room were laughing and squealing as they chased each other about and played their games with each other, all seeming unperturbed by the fact that they’d just woken up minutes ago…or by the fact that they used to be adults. Some wore onesies like Zeelo, others wore overalls, some of the girls–and maybe that boy fox over there?–wore dresses, some wore simple shirts and shorts…one constant, however, was the fact that every single toddler in the room was clad in a puffy diaper.

Marissa lowered her charge onto the floor and gave his rear end one final, encouraging pat. “Run along now, dearie! I’ll see you again later. Bye until then!”

“B-bye, miss Mawissa,” Zeelo stammered as she left through the door they’d entered in. The handle would be just out of his reach, even if he’d stood on the tips of his toes…

“New kit!” squealed a voice. “New kit new kit!”

The kitten in question jumped, turning around as the voice swiftly approached him, accompanied by a set of rapid footsteps. He tried to make the fur on his bristling tail lie flat as he saw the source of the voice. It was a goat, his thin fur a light brown with a creamy underbelly, a pair of tiny horns sticking from his head through a tuft of white hair. He was one of the patients that wore a pair of overalls, beneath which was a clearly bulging diaper. Zeelo gulped; he’d wanted to survey his surroundings a bit more before approaching anyone, but at least this goat was alone…“Um, h-hi.”

The goat halted just inches in front of Zeelo, but he took a step back before holding out his cloven hand. “Nice to meetcha! We’re friends now cuz I said that we are. What’s your name?”

Flicking his ears bemusedly, the cat shook the other’s hand, not wanting to seem rude or standoffish despite the goat seeming a little…over the top. “M-my name is Zeelo.”

“Ooh, that’s a nice name! Very unique-y! I like it!” he giggled, smiling. “I’m Myst. Come on, let’s go over to my corner and play until we get hungry!”

The pair set off towards a far corner of the room, past a tall, pudgy rhinoceros caretaker, with Zeelo practically being dragged along by Myst. Desperately fishing for topics in his mind, the cat eventually managed to stammer out, “H-how long have you been here for, Myst?”

“Today marks the start of week four,” replied the goat as they reached a playmat, kneeling in front of a toy chest and rifling through it while his companion watched. He hesitated for a moment, something peeking through a crack in his cheerful demeanor. “My caretaker says that my flu will be wearing off pretty soon, probably during this week.”

Zeelo tilted his head. “But…isn’t that a good thing?”

Myst’s stubby tail waggled a little. “I dunno. Kinda. I don’t wanna go back to being an adult. It’s so much fun here! I get to play all day and eat really tasty food whenever I want, and I don’t even have to stop for potty breaks! Just diaper changed! Which honestly might take longer. But who cares? The caretakers! Hehe, get it? See what I did there?”

The cat furrowed his brow, lowering himself to sit on the playmat as Myst started lying out a variety of children’s toys in between them. “Y-yeah, I get what you did. B-but what do you mean, you dun wanna be an adult again?”

“Well, I really did when I first got here. I didn’t wanna be a little kid. But after a little while, I realized how much fun it was to just be carefree and happy and not have to worry about boring grownup stuff, like rent and work and taxes. ESPECIALLY taxes.” He giggled, setting down a play money set. “But I know my family is worried about me, so I won’t mind having to go back. I just hope I can come back here and be all small again sometime. Just for a little while. Catch!”

Zeelo had been so deep in thought at the goat’s words that he didn’t notice a stuffed fish toy that had been tossed towards him until it bumped his nose. He mrrowed in surprise, but quickly snatched it up and hugged it against his chest. If

what Myst was saying was true, and that this place wasn’t as bad or scary as it seemed…

“Oops, sorry about that. I shoulda’ given you more warning,” the goat apologized, trying to stop himself from chuckling. “I just thought you had those fancy catlike reflexes.”

“Teehee, ish otay,” Zeelo assured him, letting out his own giggle. Tucking the plush fish under one arm, he leaned forward a little to move a toy truck back and forth, trying to force himself to relax and play a bit. “I’m just…a little overwhelmed, dat’s all. I was like, an adult twelve-ish hours ago. And now I’m a baby in a daycare. And I can’t feel when I hafta pee.”

“Neither can I! Welcome to the piddle-pants club!” Myst said with a grin, taking a toy car and making the two vehicles have a gentle head-on-collision. He seemed to soften up for a moment as he said, “Hey, I know I’ve been joking a lot, but seriously, I get exactly how you’re feeling right now. But I promise, these last few weeks have been more fun than most of what I did as an adult. And between you and me, I kinda wanna try replicating it when I have to go back home…I’ve seen diapers for adults in pharmacy stores, and I’m sure they make adult-sized baby clothing, too. Anyway, getting sidetracked. I just wanna say that, since we’re honorary and officially friends now, if there’s anything that you need help with, I’d be happy to give you assistance for as long as I stay here. Okie?”

Zeelo smiled and nodded. “Okie. Fankoo, Myst. You’re pretty cool.”

“I try my best!” he replied not-so-humbly, winking as he started stacking some blocks on top of each other. “Okay, here’s what we’re gonna play first. You start over…there. And I’m gonna stack these blocks as high as I can, and you’re gonna run and knock over the blocks with the truck as fast as you can. And then we’ll switch, and whoever gets the most blocks wins!”

“Alright!” Zeelo giggled, retreating to the spot he’d been told to start at. His feelings of overwhelming confusion and worry were rapidly dissipating, the shyness and shame at his apparel and appearance almost gone entirely. Even if this friend might not last for his entire stay, he was glad that he at least had a companion for a little while. He wasn’t sure if he was going to enjoy being a kitten again, but he was already formulating a plan to make sure he and Myst stayed in touch once they’d been freed from their flu.

As he set his toy truck back on the floor, Zeelo felt another warm sensation like the one he’d felt earlier around his crotch. This time, he could feel his urine trickling around within his diaper, the garment sagging and turning squishy between his legs. He flicked his ears, wondering if he should do something about it…but decided that at the present moment, the cat had more important matters to focus on. Waggling his haunches, he started running on all fours, his truck in place of one of his hands, aimed towards the block tower that his new friend was rapidly trying to build up…

End

