As sunlight streamed in through the window of the nursery, two creatures began to stir. Both were equally unique and special, sleeping on opposite sides of the room. From within the crib, a red plush fox turned his back to the window with a widemouthed yawn, feeling around for his pacifier to stick it back in his mouth while keeping his eyes closed, fully intent on catching another half hour of sleep, minimum. Omikron was far from being a morning plush, that was for certain.

The second creature was asleep not in the crib, but rather upon the shelf of Omi’s changing table, where she’d managed to squeeze herself in amidst the packages of baby diapers and containers of wet wipes. Though undoubtedly uncomfortable for the majority of others, it was one of her favorite places to sleep for the night. Perhaps it was instinctive, considering she was surrounded by objects made of the same crinkly, absorbent material that she was.

Shimmer opened her mouth in a silent yawn, stretching across the table’s shelf and being careful not to knock down any of the changing supplies. Her blue plastic shining in the light of the morning sun, the entire body of the Glaceon diapercritter rustled as she moved, much louder than any single diaper could. Speaking of diapers, she reached a forepaw down in between her hindlegs to feel at the one she was wearing, herself. It was damp—not nearly as drenched as the ones that she’d been waking up to. This meant that she was ready to be worn again.

The thought of a creature who was essentially one big diaper needing to wear them, herself, was no doubt an amusing one. While she wasn’t able to produce any waste of her own, she was very much capable of absorbing that of another creature who wore her as a full-body suit. But what happened when she couldn’t absorb anything more? Was she simply discarded like any other ordinary, less-than-alive diaper? Well, that thought was far darker than it was amusing. Once she was fully used and taken off of the wearer, her body would begin the process of renewing itself. This was why she needed to wear diapers on occasion—once the self-cleaning began, it couldn’t be stopped, and would last several days depending on how thoroughly she’d been used. Since her diaper wasn’t soaked with urine—not her own, but Omi’s--it could only mean that this cleaning process had come to a close.

The plushie would wake up to some news that he’d be very excited to hear.

Shimmer’s tail wagged as she wiggled her way up onto the main platform of the changing table, taking a box of wipes up with her. Lying herself down, she undid the bulky, white (and yellow) medical diaper she’d worn to sleep the previous night and pushed it aside. She could’ve used any of Omi’s diapers for herself, but she

generally let him keep the ones with fancy colors and designs that she knew that he really liked. Plus, the medical diapers that he had tended to be more absorbent anyway, which better suited her needs. She used a few wipes to clean herself up in between her hindlegs, her limbs rustling and crinkling with every move she made. Once she was properly cleaned up, she refastened the permanently sticky tape located upon her crotch—once she needed to renew herself, she would undo that tape again.

She tucked the sullied wipes into the medical diaper, which she rolled up and tossed into the pail that was seated next to the changing table. The Glaceon then looked over at Omi’s crib, wondering if all her crinkling had managed to rouse the plushie. It hadn’t, of course. Unsurprised and unfazed, Shimmer hopped down from the changing table, landing with a fwoompf on the carpeted floor. Locating her notebook and marker next to the changing table where she’d left them last night, she held them underneath a foreleg as she toddled over to where her charge was still fast asleep—or at least, trying to fall back asleep. Shimmer, however, was under strict orders to not let him sleep in too late.

The Glaceon wiggled her way through two of the bars of the crib, her crinkly body slipping between them without much hassle. She then flipped her notebook open to the first blank page and wrote a few words with her black marker. “Time to get up, Omi. Mama put me in charge today.” While Willow was technically only Omi’s mother, Shimmer tended to refer to her as such, too. This was the critter’s home too, after all. But since the elder vixen was away for the day on a work-related trip, it was up to Shimmer to get her ‘special little ploosh’ through the day.

Swishing her tail, the Glaceon gently shook Omi’s shoulder, holding the notebook in front of his face as he opened his eyes. She watched as they moved from side to side, looking as though they were reading what she’d written down...only for the fox to promptly close them again, putting a forepaw over his muzzle as he sleepily mumbled, “C’mon Shim...you know I can’t read...lemme sleep a little more...”

Shimmer puffed out her cheeks, letting out a very quiet huff. She knew full well that Omi could, in fact, read fairly well. He’d even taken to writing simple little stories in some of the notebooks that she’d let him borrow, and while his handwriting left a bit to be desired in comparison to hers, there was little doubt that the plush was capable of reading. He was just being stubborn as always.

And stubborn plushies necessitated drastic measures, naturally.

Pushing aside her notebook, Shimmer stood up and turned around, as if she was about to start walking away. Rather than taking a step forward and towards the crib’s bars, however, she took a step backwards...and sat her soft, rustling bottom down on the side of Omi’s face. As expected, the plushie let out an indignant squeak, immediately appearing to be wide awake as he wiggled and flailed underneath the diapercritter. “Aggggh! Get your butt offa me! Okay fine! I’m up! Jeez!”

Satisfied with the work performed by her aft end, Shim obliged and stood back up, turning to look at Omi again with a cocky expression. The stuffed fox huffed as he scrambled into a sitting position, lest he be victim to another one of Shimmer’s signature sitting slams. He wrinkled his nose and stuck his tongue out at her, his blanket sliding off his body as he gave himself a little shake.

“Thanks a lot for the wake up, Shim,” Omi grumbled sarcastically, rubbing an eye with his forepaw. With his paw lifted, it was easy for the Glaceon to tell that his nighttime diaper, unlike her previous one, was in dire need of a change. “Why do you and mama always insist on getting me up so early? It’s not even ten yet...and shouldn’t you be wearing your diapers? You’re gonna make a mess of my crib.”

Shimmer pulled over her notepad and wrote a few words and symbols down on it. “Up early = good, cleaning = finished.”

“Getting up early is totally NOT good,” huffed the plushie when he was shown the notebook—thus proving that he was, in fact, very capable of reading. Upon reading the second line, however, his ears gave an interested wiggle. He didn’t give away his desires at first, though, and danced around the subject. “Sooo...what’s the plan for today while we wait for mommy to get home? And more importantly, does it involve cookies?”

The Glaceon giggled, the sound again very quiet. She wasn’t entirely mute, but didn’t have much of a voice when she wasn’t being worn. She wrote down a list in her notebook:

1. Diaper change for you.
2. You put me on.
3. Breakfast time!
4. The rest of the day, cookies = maybe.
Omi’s tail started wagging faster the further that he made his way down the list. He was normally fussy about morning diaper changes when he wasn’t taken directly from his crib to the changing table before he could muster up the needed

energy to put up a fight, but the promise of wearing the diapercritter clearly offset most of that reluctance. “I like this plan! I’m kinda hungry already, so let’s get the dumb diaper change over with. And once I’m wearing you, I won’t need another one for a while!”

Shimmer nodded in agreement as she pushed her notebook away, knowing that she wouldn’t be needing it again for the near future. She reared up onto her hindlegs and propped herself up against the crib bars, allowing Omi to climb up onto her shoulders, surmount the bars, and promptly launch himself down into the beanbag chair directly underneath him, landing upon it with a squeak. Once he was sprung from baby prison, Shim squeezed her way out the same way that she’d entered.

They both made their way back over to the changing table, though Omi was walking with a rather pronounced waddle—a clear indicator that he couldn’t wait much longer to get out of his full diaper. The duo climbed up onto the changing table, the plushie’s tail wagging away as he lied down upon it, keeping his hindlegs open wide so that Shimmer to get to work. The critter wasted little time in undoing her charge’s padding, her paws just as nimble and dexterous as any other four-legger’s. Omi looked away as his diaper was unfolded, as if in denial of what he’d done in it overnight. It didn’t much bother Shimmer, though; she was used to being used for these sorts of things.

The Glaceon took her time in getting Omi cleaned up thoroughly, even though she didn’t necessarily need to. When she was being worn, she was magically able to keep her wearer entirely clean of any waste, ensuring that their stay inside her would be as sanitary as possible. And when they emerged, they would be as clean as though they’d just gotten out of the bath, no matter how full Shimmer was. But she quite enjoyed changing diapers, so she wanted to take her time with this one, knowing it’d be the last change she’d make for a couple of days.

She could only make it last so long, however, and Omi was soon as clean as could be without a trip to the washing machine that he resented so much. She rolled up his diaper and disposed of it, dumping it in the pail atop her own. Omi hopped up onto his paws, knowing full well what was about to happen next. After giving his cheek an affectionate nuzzle, Shimmer lied down where he’d been a second ago. She lied still for a moment...and the row of tapes along her sides began to undo themselves, as did the ones on each of her legs and even her tail. Her body began to unfold, revealing the soft, cushiony, white material within her—once completely

unfolded, she looked more like a cloud with the head of a Glaceon rather than anything else.

Undaunted by the strange sight, Omi could hardly contain his excitement as he lied down on top of Shimmer, lining up his limbs and tail with each of hers. Once they were all in place, he lowered his head and, with some effort, pushed it into the Glaceon’s. Shimmer crinkled as he pushed his ears into hers, his nose soon pressing against the tape that served as hers from the inside. After a few more minor adjustments, she began closing herself back up around Omi, not needing any assistance with securing the tapes all over her body. Her legs and tail closed up first, and her belly—the core of her diaper—soon followed suit. All traces of Omi had effectively vanished, his red, black, and pink fur completely hidden by Shimmer’s plastic shell, in various shades of blue. Lastly, she quickly secured the tape on her crotch, ensuring that no accidental leaking would occur during the plushie’s stay inside of her.

“Hello, Omi,” she purred to him. Even if someone else was in the room, Omi would still be the only one who could hear her. “Are you comfortable?”

“Comfortable as heck!” giggled Omi, using Shimmer’s paws to rub down the length of her belly, making her crinkle loudly. Omi’s movements were her own, as could be vice versa. For him, it was like wearing a costume that simply moved along with him, but could also take control of him if need be. “It’s good to hear your voice again, Shimmer. It always sounds so pretty!”

“You flatter me, silly boy,” cooed the Glaceon, rolling onto her paws and jumping down from the changing table before letting Omi have control again. The plushie didn’t usually mind when she moved around for them, which was a good thing—if he tried resisting for whatever reason, it would take a good deal of energy for Shimmer to force submission from him. Thankfully, this was an exceedingly rare occurrence; when she was being worn, he often listened to her even more than he would to his mama. But seeing as she was allied with Willow, they used this to their advantage. “Let’s head to the kitchen so we can get something tasty in your tummy, shall we?”

“That sounds like a great idea! I’ll push over the stepstool so that I can get some cookies.” Omi wagged his tail as he began walking out of his nursery, the door of which was left slightly ajar, as always. He looked left, right, up, and down as he walked, clearly needing a moment to get used to the blue tint in his vision caused by looking through Shimmer’s eyes.

“Omi,” she said sternly as they navigated through the hallway together. “You know the rules. No cookies before lunchtime.”

“I knooow, I was joking!” the plushie huffed, wiggling his ears. “Gosh. You and mama never think my jokes are funny.”

“I like the one where you say something about the ‘two of them’,” Shimmer replied, though she admittedly couldn’t remember the punchline of that particular joke—nor the setup, for that matter. “Anyway, you know that it’s my job to make sure you don’t get into trouble, Omi.”

“I thought it was your job to take care of me and get me stuff that I want?” squeaked the fox, though he wasn’t able to fully stifle a snicker.

The Glaceon would’ve snorted if she’d been able to. She lifted up her tail— and his along with it—and brought it down against her backside, giving Omi a gentle spank with his own tail. He yipped in surprise and embarrassment, though there was no way that the strike could’ve actually hurt him. “Yes, it’s my job to take care of you, which also means keeping you healthy. Cookies for breakfast aren’t healthy. How about a cup of applesauce, instead?”

She felt Omi open his mouth, likely ready to protest this cookie embargo that she was enacting, but hesitated at the mention of applesauce. She’d had a feeling that the promise of one of his favorite healthier treats would pacify him for now. “Okie, that actually sounds pretty nummy. Applesauce it is!”

Once in the kitchen, Omi went about retrieving a cup of applesauce for himself. After opening the fridge and making sure it’d remain open, he pushed over the stepping stool that he’d mentioned earlier and used it to more or less climb directly into the fridge, as it was situated on top of the freezer. Shimmer purred softly as her paws crinkled against the chilly, white insides of the fridge, her Glaceon instincts kicking in and making her want to crawl deeper into it. She let Omi remain focused on the task at hand, though, grabbing up a disposable cup of applesauce and holding it carefully with a forepaw tucked against his belly as he climbed back down to the floor. He pushed the stepstool over to the counter, closed the fridge door, retrieved a plastic spoon from a drawer, and finally put the stool away.

“Waer should ah eat, Shim?” inquired Omi in a mumble, as he’d put his spoon through Shimmer’s mouth and into his. “Cuz ah cannut clamb into mah haghchair by mahshelf.”

“How about in the living room, so long as we sit on top of the coffee table?” suggested Shimmer, having no trouble speaking with the utensil sticking out of her mouth. She didn’t use her mouth to talk, after all. “You can watch your morning cartoons that way—if you didn’t sleep through them again, at least.”

“Ish nawt mah fault dat dey play dem at shtupid times!” grumbled Omi, clearly having strong feelings about his preferred television channel’s schedule. Nonetheless, he toddled his way towards the living room, with Shimmer helping to make sure that he didn’t drop his cup of applesauce along the way. Even though it was sealed, she didn’t trust the cover to hold if it was dropped to the floor. It couldn’t have been nearly as strong as any of her tapes.

It didn’t take long for them to arrive at the living room, where Omi deposited his breakfast onto the coffee table before searching a few couch cushions for the television remote. They also found one of Shimmer’s purple markers in their search, and a few coins in spare change—the cracks in couch cushions really seemed to be alternate dimensions sometimes. They found the remote without too much of an issue, though, and Omi was soon sitting on the cool, glass pane of the coffee table, keeping his eyes on a colorful cartoon as he clumsily tried to open his applesauce cup.

“Can you give me a paw with this, Shim?” the fox asked, a little clumsy with his paws since they were surrounded by hers. Even still...

“It’d help if you’d look at what you were trying to open, Omi,” she pointed out, giving his head a little push downwards and being met with stiff resistance.

“I hafta figure out which episode this is first, though!” squeaked the plushie in protest, keeping his eyes glued to the screen. “Oh, wait, this is a commercial.” Following his revelation, he looked down at his applesauce, relinquishing control over his forepaws so that Shimmer could open it for him, which she did without trouble. “Thanks, Shim!”

“Sure thing, silly plush,” she giggled as they lied down, ensuring a shorter trip from the container to Omi’s mouth. “Just make sure to clean me up afterwards, alright?”

“I will!” Omi promised, fidgeting with the spoon. He hadn’t taken into account that his now smooth paws would have trouble handling the utensil—much like he had with opening the container. Shimmer would have been able to do it easily by herself; after all, she could easily write with markers, quite neatly at that. But if

she took over, Omi would protest, saying that he was ‘too big to be fed by hand’ by someone else. So, the plushie promptly abandoned the spoon altogether and dove in nose-first to his applesauce, licking it up directly from the little cup it was in. Hopefully he’d hold true to his promise and clean Shimmer’s outer casing once he’d finished eating—she didn’t want to start smelling like rotten apples.

The two of them lied comfortably on the coffee table while Omi enjoyed his breakfast and one of his favorite cartoons, once it returned from a commercial break. Shimmer knew quite a bit about the show, since she was often being worn while the plush watched it, and it was easy for her to follow along with it. They enjoyed quite a few activities that way, and while she didn’t know him better than his mama did, she felt like they shared a unique bond with one another.

As close of a bond that a diaper could form with its wearer, at least. She was more than just a diaper, of course, but it was still an amusing observation.

Keeping true to his word, Omi hopped to his paws in the middle of a second commercial break to fetch a towel from the bathroom, carefully dampening it in the sink—even though Shimmer was mostly waterproof and a little exposure here and there wouldn’t cause her to absorb it—and using it to wipe her mouth clean, with the aid of the mirror. He didn’t need to worry about any of the applesauce that had gotten on his mouth, though; since Shimmer kept her wearer clean of waste, leftover food also fit into that category. Omi’s face was probably already clean by now, and whatever small bit of food that was left on his lips would simply be expelled once Shimmer underwent her next cleaning in a few days.

Once they were satisfied with the cleanliness of the Glaceon’s face, Omi dashed back to the living room to finish watching his cartoons, but not before making a stop at the kitchen again. Utilizing the stepping stool once more, he retrieved a bottle of milk from the refrigerator and brought it back with him just in time for the commercials to be over. He hopped up onto the couch, leaned back against the cushions to make himself comfortable, and stuck his bottle in his mouth to suckle on while he continued watching his show.

“Ooh, I hafta clean that stuff up once this is over,” Omi observed at one point, glancing down at the empty cup of applesauce and spoon that he’d left on the coffee table.

“Don’t worry about it,” Shimmer replied. “It’ll be a hassle to carry it to the garbage without getting a bunch of the remnants on me, and I don’t want you to have to spend your day running to the bathroom every few minutes to clean me up.”

“W-well then what do I do?” Omi squeaked, twitching his ears. “Mommy will be upset if she comes home and sees a mess.”

“Be patient and explain it to her,” the Glaceon replied gently, knowing that the older vixen would be plenty understanding. “Tell her that it was my idea, and it’ll all be okay. I think she’s used to cleaning up your messes, anyhow.”

“Yeah, that’s probably true...hey, wait! Rude.” Omi grumbled, though he stifled a giggle as he resumed nursing on his bottle.

Much of their morning was spent like this—Shimmer kept him occupied during commercial breaks, and they both stayed silent, taking in the shows that the plushie enjoyed watching so much. The bottle of milk was soon empty, and the sun was starting to rise up above the neighboring house that they could see through a nearby window.

“Are you alright, Omi?” Shim asked quietly, after a long period of silence from them both. “You’re fidgeting a lot.” She already knew exactly why Omi was squirming the way that he was—this was something that happened every time he wore her.

“I-I’m alright, y-yeah...um...” the fox stammered, rubbing his paws together and making them crinkle loudly. “I-I kinda...sorta...have to...”

“Pee?” asked Shimmer bluntly, giving a soft chuckle as the plushie nodded meekly. “You know you don’t have to ask permission, sweetie. We’ve been over this! It’s part of what I'm for, you know.”

“I-I do know, it just...f-feels funny, at least for the first accident.” Omi explained, curling his toes. “L-like, I've been talking to you a bunch, a-and now I suddenly have to pee in you. And I-I know this isn’t the first time I've talked about dis, but I thought it’d be easier by now or somefing. I, er, guess it’s not.” He shrugged, clearly feeling embarrassed.

“Take your time, little plush,” the Glaceon cooed patiently, patting her belly with her paw. “Just relax and don’t hurt yourself by holding it for too long, alright?”

After a few moments of hesitation, Omi nodded. “A-alright, Shim.”

They stayed on the couch, mostly motionless as the shows kept playing on the flickering television. Shimmer made it a point to force Omi’s hindlegs to stay open rather than fidgeting and crossing every couple of seconds—it didn’t put too much of a strain on her, since he wasn’t fighting her control. Keeping the plushie’s legs open would be a good and simple way to encourage him to break her in for this wearing. Once the first accident was done and over with, she knew that Omi wouldn’t have any trouble with successive ones.

As fate would have it, it didn’t take the floodgates terribly long to burst this time around; hardly two minutes had passed before she heard the plushie let out a soft, shaky sigh, a shiver rippling through his soft body as the critter felt a warmth materialize in between her hindlegs. They looked down the length of her body, watching as the pale blue lower regions of her core began to turn faintly yellow. The surface wrinkles smoothed a little as her padding swelled, easily and quickly absorbing every drop of Omi’s accident. It wasn’t a small accident, either. Shimmer could hear—and feel—it hissing against her absorbent material, staying mostly contained in the area to create a large, squishy, warm patch on her underside. Shimmer couldn’t help but let out a soft purr as Omi used her for her intended purpose. It felt nice, not just to be peed in, but to tend to one of the plushie’s most basic and simple needs. It made her feel important, in a way.

Once he’d finished, the pair of wetness indicating lines that ran down the entire length of Shimmer’s chest and belly had become blurred in between her hindlegs—but not entirely faded. One wetting, even a sizable one, was far from what was needed to use her fully, but it was a start. She moved her forepaw down to give the wet spot a gentle squish, making both of them feel how warm it was. “Feel better, you little super soaker?” asked Shimmer, swishing her tail.

Omi huffed, crossing his forelegs with a sharp rustle. “Why does everyone call me dat!? It’s totally bogus...oh, b-but um, y-yeah. I do feel a lot better now. Er, th-thanks, Shimmer.”

“Good boy,” praised the Glaceon, patting her belly again. She knew how much the fox enjoyed rubs on his tummy, even when he was wearing her. “Next time you have to go potty, I don’t want you to hesitate, okay? I know I'm a special creature like you, but just remember that I’m another one of your diapers. Good foxes use their diapers.”

“Y-yes, Shim. Good foxes use their diapers.” Omi wiggled, covering his— Shimmer’s—face with his paws. She could feel him blushing. “I-I can’t believe I just said dat. You do weird things to my head, S-Shimmer.”

“That means I'm doing something right,” giggled the Glaceon, gently taking control over Omi to turn off the television—it was already noon, which meant that the little one’s preferred cartoons were over. “That’s enough TV for now, I think. Let’s go and find something a little more productive to do. Would you like to color together, maybe?”

“Ooh, that sounds like fun!” Omi squeaked, putting his empty bottle with the rest of his breakfast detritus after hopping down from the couch. He immediately set off back towards his nursery without further instruction, waddling from the slight increase in bulk between his hindlegs. An occasional squish now sounded out, mixing with the constant crinkling of Shimmer’s body—but only when he actively crossed his hindlegs to produce said squish. There was little question that the plushie was enjoying the feeling of the accident that he’d been so shy about having a few minutes ago.

Omi hurried over to the small bookshelf in his nursery, perusing some of the coloring books on the bottom shelf, which was the tallest of the shelves. Many of them had been completely filled out, as it was an activity that the both of them enjoyed greatly, even when the Glaceon wasn’t being worn by him. While these books had essentially exhausted any possible activity to be had from them, the pair of them couldn’t bring themselves to throw any of them away. Not after they’d worked so hard to bring all of the drawings to life with color! They would flip through some of the books from time to time to admire their favorite pictures, but they wouldn’t consider making extra room on the shelf until they simply couldn’t cram any more books onto it.

“I fink we only have a few more to do in this one,” Omi squeaked, tugging a well-used book from the shelf, filled cover to cover with drawings of various dinosaurs. A quick skim through it showed that it was indeed almost completed; most of the prehistoric lizards were filled in, either nice and neatly with subtle, gentle colors, or with a rainbow of zigzagging colors. Considering that it was her only means of communication without being worn, Shimmer was quite good at writing, drawing, and coloring. “Let’s work on this one some more!...hey, where’d you put my crayons?”

“They’re probably in the same place you left them last, because I haven’t touched them since the last time we colored together,” Shimmer informed him.

“Well, I dunno where I left them last,” Omi replied bluntly, looking in between some of the books on the shelf as though a box of crayons could’ve been squeezed between a pair of them.

“And this is my problem, how...?” teased the diapercritter, swishing her tail. “You usually leave them next to your toybox, in the old wet wipes carton, remember?”

“...oh, right! I knew dat,” the plushie giggled, hopping over to investigate the pile of toys that hadn’t quite made their way into the chest they were right next to yet. Sure enough, the old wipes box, the off-white plastic covered with all sorts of wax streaks as it was used to test colors before they were put to paper, was sitting underneath a model truck. “Found it! All by myself! As if there was ever any doubt!”

Shimmer snickered softly as the plushie tugged the crayon box out of the pile of toys, then pushed it and the chosen coloring book over to the playmat in the middle of the nursery. “No doubt at all, not even for a fraction of a second.”

“Hey, you leave my fractions out of this, stinky Glacey!” huffed Omi, lying on his belly and opening up the book to the first uncolored drawing. It was an odd-looking dinosaur in a very active pose—it was a bipedal reptile with short arms, a long tail, and what looked to be a solid, bony dome on the top of its head, with a beaked mouth. It looked to be lunging forward, aiming to smash its head against some unseen target. Shimmer had no clue what kind of dinosaur it was; it kind of looked like a kangaroo with a helmet.

“I’m only as stinky as you make me, you know,” replied the Glaceon as Omi popped open the wipes box. This tease made the plushie freeze up, his ears going flat and his tail trying to tuck itself in between his hindlegs. She could immediately feel how hard he was blushing. Wondering if she’d maybe taken it a little too far, she quickly informed him, “But you know that no one can smell that when you use me, so it’s like you’re not making me stinky at all! So that means that neither of us are stinky.”

To her relief, she felt Omi’s blush slowly fade away as he dug through the crayons, eventually settling on a purple one to begin working on his impending masterpiece. “Okies, I accept dat. But only if you’re stinkier than me, even though neither of us are stinky.”

Shimmer twitched her ears with amusement, watching as Omi fumbled with the crayon as he tried to wraps the covered digits of his paw around it. “Fine, I'm the stinkier one. Do you need some help with the crayon, sweetie?”

Omi nodded, less embarrassed to admit that he needs help with holding a crayon than he was to admit needing help with feeding himself. “Yes please, Shimmer. But I wanna do the actual coloring, okie?”

“Of course, Omi,” cooed the Glaceon, gently helping him take control of the crayon by curling her forepaw around it. It didn’t take much effort at all, though it required a fair bit of focus to make sure that she was only controlling his paw, and not the rest of his foreleg or even his wrist. It only took a moment, though, as this was something they’d done plenty of times before. “There we are. Color away, Plushcasso.”

“I have NO idea what dat means but I like it,” Omi informed her, sticking out his tongue as he set to work with coloring the mystery dinosaur’s head a bright, garish shade of purple. He wasn’t very good at staying within the lines like Shimmer was, but the Glaceon was hardly bothered by this; it was rather fun to watch him scribble away on the paper, and try to piece together what exactly was going through that soft, fuzzy head of his as he did so. He was a little artist, just like Shimmer was. The scribbles he left in her notebooks more than proved that. Perhaps someday, he’d be even better than she was.

For now, though, as he switched to a yellow crayon for the dinosaur’s tail, he still had a decent way to go. Perhaps storytelling would be his strong suit—he always yammered on about his shows to her and Willow but it was a sort of collected rambling. It was hard to follow along with him sometimes, but not totally impossible.

“Grrr. They always make da claws so small,” Omi huffed, having colored the arms of the dinosaur yellow as well. He traded out his current crayon for a gray one and let his right foreleg go limp. “Can you take care of them for me Shimmer, pwease? The ones on his hands and his feets.”

“Certainly,” purred the Glaceon, swiftly getting to work with coloring in each of the creature’s claws. It didn’t take long at all, since they were indeed quite small.

Omi, however, was impressed. “Woah...how do you do dat so quickly? And you always stay in between da lines! That’s so crazy cool. What are your secrets?”

Shimmer swished her tail, feeling warm from the plushie’s praise—and maybe also from the fact that he’d just leaked inside of her a little bit. “No secrets, Omi. Just lots of practice and paying attention. Take a close look at this crayon.” She held it up in front of her eyes so that he could see it clearly. “You see how this side is flat, while the other side is still round? That happens when you color with crayons; the wax ends up lopsided. For precise and small areas, you should use the edge of the crayon, right where the curved side meets the flat side to form that little ridge there. It gives you more control over where you’re coloring. As for staying in the lines, it’s all about going slow and using that same edge. You should also try to hold your crayon at an angle, like this...” She demonstrated it to him, pressing the crayon against the border of the drawing so as not to interrupt Omi’s current picture. “...And not head-on, like this. Holding it head-on will wear down the crayon to a stump, like this orange one, and make it hard to use.”

Omi tilted his head. “Hey, dat crayon has teef marks in it.”

“I wonder how those got there?” Shimmer wondered aloud, both of them knowing the rather obvious answer.

The fox chose not to address it further. “There’s a lotta stuff dat goes into this coloring thing. You always make it look so easy. I know dat you say practice makes perfect and stuff, but I dun see how I'd ever be able to be as good at it as you are.”

Shimmer stayed silent for a few moments, flattered by the plushie’s praise, but also wondering how to address his concerns. It seemed that they’d been thinking the same thing at roughly the same time, and the Glaceon now felt a little guilty for looking at the matter with such casualness now that Omi had revealed that he had some rather strong feelings about it. “Well, here’s the way I see it, sweetie. I know I say it a lot, but I really do believe that practicing is the best way to improve. You can’t make improvements if you aren’t trying, after all. Another thing you can do is ask questions, and lots of them.”

“Dat’s something that I'm good at,” Omi giggled, swishing his tail as he started coloring the body of the dinosaur a bright blue.

“That’s for sure,” Shimmer agreed playfully. “But seriously, artists help other artists all the time. It’d be silly and selfish to keep all our secrets to ourselves. It’s like a mother or father wanting to see their little one thrive and grow up to be successful. So, if you ever want pointers, all you have to do is ask me—or your mama, for that matter. I know that she’s an artist, herself.”

“Yeah, and both of you two are super-duper good,” said the plushie, pausing mid-stroke to correct the way he was holding his crayon, just like Shimmer had shown him. “And I wanna be just as good as both of you are someday.”

The Glaceon nodded slightly, being careful not to distract her friend from his work. “Staying determined and having the drive to get better is another important piece of the puzzle. But above everything, the most important thing is that you’re having fun with it. Being ‘good’ at something is a point of view, at the end of the day. Who cares about being good as long as you’re enjoying what you’re doing?”

Omi wiggled his ears, taking a moment to understand what the diapercritter was telling him. “Gosh, you’s talented AND smart, Shimmer. If you didn’t hafta wake me up so early all the time, you’d make the most perfectest friend in the whole wide world.”

Shimmer snickered at this, though she was again flattered by the little fox’s words. “Well, I make it so you don’t need a diaper change for a couple of days. That has to count for something, right?”

“Hmm...I guess you’s right,” the plush admitted, tapping his hindpaws against the floor rhythmically as he switched to a green crayon to add a few finishing touches to his drawing. “Okie, you make a pretty heckin awesome friendbutt.”

“Thank you, Omi,” cooed the Glaceon. “I’d give you a big hug if you weren’t wearing me right now. I’ll just have to save it for when you’ve finished with me a few days from now!”

Omi curled his toes, hesitating a few moments before his next words. “Y-you, um...you’re pretty fun to hug when you’re, uh...squishy.”

“Mm-hmm, you’ve said that to me before,” Shimmer purred, smiling teasingly. “I know how much you love your soggy diapers, which is why you don’t like being changed out of them~”

“S-Shimmer...” huffed Omi, squirming as he tried to focus on finishing his coloring page.

“Which is why you LOVE snuggling me once I'm all used up, and wearing a soggy diaper of my own,” the Glaceon continued teasing the plushie, quite enjoying the way he was wriggling with embarrassment inside of her, making it so she could literally feel his shyness. “Nothing beats the feeling of hugging something squishy, crinkly, and just as big as you—isn't that right~?”

“H-hmmf...s-shush...” Omi grumbled cutely, dropping the crayon and putting his paws over his—and Shimmer’s—eyes.

“I’m not wrong though, am I?” pushed the blinded Glaceon, knowing that she wasn’t going too far with the teasing this time around. She’d figured out that there was a certain way that Omi could be teased about certain things, and she had a good sense of when it got to be too much for him. It was obvious to her that this was not one of those times, and while she hadn’t gotten him to admit it thus far, she had little doubt that some part of the plushie enjoyed this.

“W-well, um...I-I mean...not r-really, I guess...” the plush mumbled meekly, his cheeks hot as he continued squirming, the diapercritter rustling loudly all around him. Before either of them said another word, Shimmer felt the padding in between her hindlegs begin growing warm once again—it was more than the slight leak that had occurred when they’d began their coloring together, but wasn’t quite as much as his initial accident after his bottle. His first accident must’ve been his routine morning wetting, while this smaller one was brought on by the bottle, itself. Omi had kept true to his promise and used the critter without hesitation this time around, even though it was surely furthering his embarrassment—which very well may have been the point.

Regardless, Shimmer decided to put a stop to her teasing for now. He was going to be wearing her for at least half of the week, so there was no reason that she should use all of it up right off the bat. So, she settled for giving her hindquarters a firm pat with her tail once he’d finished wetting himself. “Good boy, Omi. I can’t imagine you’re quite ready for lunch just yet—would you like to color another picture?”

Omi nodded, flipping the page of the book to the next sketch waiting to be colored—this one was a triceratops, which Shimmer knew to be his favorite dinosaur. She was fully expecting him to want to color this one all by himself, so she was surprised when he went limp and said, “You start us off this time, Shim. I wanna see if I can pick up on your technique by paying closer attention!”

Shimmer smiled as she took over, grabbing up a blue-gray crayon from the box that had barely been used. “Watch and learn, little plush.” Both of them were purring softly as she put crayon to paper, the Glaceon eager to turn this coloring session into a learning experience for her favorite plushie friend.

End

