A Diapered Sleepover

“I made sure to pack your favorite underwear,” Jenna said, drumming her fingers on the steering wheel of the beige minivan. She dragged the shifter into park and handed a canvas knapsack to her son in the backseat. “You should have everything you need right here.”

“Geez, Mom! No need to bring up the unmentionables.” The dark-maned lion snatched the bag from her, balancing the strap between his prominent lower canines. He blushed at the sight of his Lion Guard Underoos tucked next to his pajamas. A small leatherette travel kit held everything he might conceivably need during a sleepover. No older than eight or nine, his rugged good looks made him perfect for the role of Kovu. “I’ll see you tomorrow morning, then?”

“Yep! Samantha’s mommy should take loving care of you until then. If there’s a problem, we’re just down the street.” She opened the passenger-side sliding door with the tap of a button on the ceiling above the center console. “Let us know how it goes, ‘kay?”

“Will do!” Jai slung the bag over his shoulder before leaping out into the still night air. Pleasantly humid, the rich scent of petrichor mixed with flashes of yellow-green light from the beautiful fireflies darting about. He padded up the stone walkway to a stately home with a façade of imported brick. “Hey, I’m here!” he shouted, giving the doorbell a quick tap.

After a delay of thirty seconds or so, a young lioness answered the door with a grin. Her headfur, close-cropped on the sides, hung into her face, ending just above a pair of sparkling violet eyes. She wore Mickey Mouse pajama pants and a baggy t-shirt with a Lion Guard design. “What’s up, Kovu?” she said with a playful wink.

“Not much, Vitani,” he replied, stepping inside the grand foyer. The pleasant smell of spices wafted from the kitchen down the hallway, blending with the scent narcissus in an enormous crystal vase beneath the chandelier. “Where should I put my stuff?”

“You can leave it on the ottoman,” she said, flicking her tail toward a quilted leather bench tucked up against the wall. A few pairs of shoes and a backpack with crumpled papers sticking from the main pocket were scattered beneath it. “Don’t mind the clutter.”

“Pfft, it’s not that bad.” Carelessly tossing his bag aside, Jai followed her into the den, a comfortable space with dark mahogany-paneled walls and a two-piece leather couch set in front of a projector television. Several original animation cels from The Lion King adorned the walls, each lovingly framed in matte black. “What are we playin’?”

“I figured some 007 Nightfire.” While Jai flopped down on the couch, Samantha lightly padded over to the wood-paneled entertainment center and powered up the PlayStation 2. The low whirr of an exhaust fan was followed by the click of a memory card being inserted. “Does that work for you?”

“Ready to get your butt kicked again?” Jai chuckled, tossing a controller onto the couch before raiding the minifridge next to the couch. He grabbed a bottle of Sprite and poured it into a stainless-steel water dish for easy access. “Hopefully your aim has improved.”

“Pfft, pride cometh before the fall, dingus.” Samantha punched him firmly on the shoulder while setting up her battle station next to him. Cushioning her arms with a pair of plushies—a red panda and a corgi—she wrapped herself in a faux fur blanket and grinned. “Prepare to get thrashed.”

“In your dreams.” Jai selected Snow Blind and threw his feet up on a cushy leather ottoman. Jai went for the Winter Covert Sniper Rifle almost immediately, taking up a position with a clear line of sight across the center of the map. Claw resting up against the trigger, the tip of his tongue poked out of his muzzle like a little strawberry. “And no screen cheating!”

“How dare you accuse me of something so reprehensible!” Samantha countered, a moment after sneaking up behind Jai’s character and shooting him in the back. She shot him a cheeky smile. “I’m just good at remembering your strategies.”

Jai rolled his eyes, picking up a Kowloon Type 40 and sprinting across the map to where he’d just died. Ducking behind an outcropping, he caught Samantha off guard with several bursts of fire that emptied the magazine in half a second. “Well, how about I change it up on you?” he said with a playful wink. “Betcha didn’t see that coming!”

“Wow, I see you’re not exactly taking the high road,” Samantha snorted, immediately pursuing him with the most lethal weapons she could scavenge from the far corners of the map. Intensely focused on the game at hand, they barely noticed Samantha’s mother stepping into the room and posing, arms crossed, next to the television. “Hrmph!”

“See? What did I tell you?” While just barely edging past her kill count as the match timer expired, Jai grinned as the console declared him the winner. “I’ve got the skills to pay the bills.”

“Hem-hem.” Courtney cleared her throat, the lioness catching their attention. Her silhouette was striking, with a narrow waist and wide hips accentuated by her slim-fitting jeans. A chunky gold pendant in the shape of a whale tail adorned her neck. “C’mon, kiddos. Let’s take a break for dinner, yeah?”

“Ugh…okay, Mom.” Putting the kibosh on the gaming, the pair of cubs hopped off the couch and followed her into the expansive kitchen. His tummy grumbled as the comforting scent of chicken tikka masala rising from the stove. “Hope you’re in the mood for Indian,” she said, pulling up a seat at the knurled oak dining table.

“I’m always in the mood,” Jai replied, helping to set the table by skillfully placing the silverware on either side of the dinner plates. Popping open the oven, Courtney pulled out a tray of steaming garlic naan and set it in the center. “Thank you for cooking, Ms. Dinara!”

“My pleasure! It’s always nice to have someone to cook for,” she replied, playfully tousling her daughter’s hair while toting over a serving bowl filled with a bubbling sauce the color of well-loved brass. “Dig in. Would you like something a little more age-appropriate to drink?” she said, cocking an eyebrow at Jai’s choice of soda.

“Chocolate milk, if you have it.” Scooping a big load of chicken onto a bed of fragrant basmati rice, Jai made himself a meal worthy of the King of the Pride Lands. Tearing into a hunk of tender chicken, he nodded thankfully as Courtney poured him a tall glass. “Thank you,” he grunted out through a muzzleful of half-chewed food.

“Samantha tells me you’re quite the geography whiz,” Courtesy said, chair scraping across the black-and-white linoleum as she took a seat. Her emerald eyes gleamed in the soft incandescent light. “What sparked that interest?”

“Well…working on The Lion Guard made me really interested in knowing where my ancestors came from. I started learning all I could about Africa.” Jai flashed her a bright smile. “I had no idea how huge it was! And it’s so different from north to south, like an entirely different climate every few hundred miles.”

“You’re quite well-read for someone your age,” she replied, sipping on a crystal glass of Malbec. “Maybe you could give Samantha a pointer or two.”

“Gah, Mom! I don’t need tutoring from this dork,” the younger lioness replied with a dismissive snort. She aggressively chewed her food as though an unfriendly pack of hyenas were approaching on the horizon. “I help him with his math homework, you know.”

“We all have our strengths and weaknesses, kiddo,” Courtney said, giving the side of her head a tap. “I’m a first-rate attorney but ask me to do algebra and I’m as useless as a concrete parachute. You’ve probably inherited that trait from me.”

“Drat. I guess my dreams of being a professor of theoretical mathematics have been dashed,” Samantha replied, finishing her first serving and taking seconds. Fortunately, Courtney had prepared a feast with more than enough to spare. “Can we stay up late, Mom?”

“Hrm…I suppose I can let you stay up an extra hour, but only if you get ready for bed at your usual time. Having me brush your teeth while you’re half-asleep isn’t fun for either of us,” Courtney replied with a demure smile. “That goes for you too, Jai.”

“Fine,” Samantha muttered, cleaning her plate before guzzling another tall glass of water. Jai briefly debated the merits of another drink before deciding that consuming any more would put him at risk of soaking the sheets. “What’s for dessert?”

“Carrot Halwa. I’m trying a new recipe, so let me know if it’s missed the mark.” Grabbing a small bowl from the refrigerator, Courtney dished out a serving of the rich and creamy dessert. “It’s grated carrots cooked in milk and sugar, laced with cardamom, and garnished with roasted nuts. Nothing too exotic.”

“Thank you.” Stuffed from the gluttonous meal, Jai could only manage three bites before nosing his plate away. Loudly belching to show his appreciation for the meal, he slumped back in his chair and yawned. Despite being barely eight-thirty, his young body was already exhausted. “Mrmph…”

“Let’s get you two in your jammies, huh? I think you’ll be much comfier that way.” Tucking the leftovers away in Tupperware containers, she gave the cubs time to wash their paws and place their dishes in the sink. “C’mon,” she gestured, starting toward the staircase up to the second floor.

Samantha’s room was a comfortable space located just past a laundry alcove that smelled strongly of fabric softener. Jai raised an eyebrow at the toddler-appropriate changing table situated at the entrance, made accessible by a wooden step stool. “Alright, hop up,” Courtney said to the young lioness, giving the padded surface of the changing table a pat.

“Um…isn’t she a little old for one of those?” Jai asked, watching as Samantha laid down on the changing table with a resigned sigh. She buried her muzzle in her paws as her mother pulled out a Size 7 Huggies with a Lion King design. Completely unperturbed, Courtney unfolded the puffy padding and began fluffing it up. “The diaper, I mean.”

“Samantha wets the bed, so we’ve kept a few things around to help manage that issue.” Sliding her daughter’s pants and panties off, Courtney lifted her by the ankles to slide the Huggies under her fluffy bottom. With practiced paws, she applied a thick coating of cornstarch powder to her diaper area before bringing the front up. “It’s nothing to be embarrassed over.”

“Gosh, Mom. Not everyone needs to know about this,” Samantha replied, crossing her forepaws as her mother rolled her shirt off. She replaced her casual outfit with a plush back-zip footed sleeper in a shade of Tyrian purple that recalled royalty. “Sorry you had to watch me get changed,” she muttered.

“It’s no problem.” Jai looked away, awkwardly twiddling his thumbs. He felt a strange tingle in his tummy at the sight of the crinkly bulk between Samantha’s thighs. “I’m kind of curious how wearing a diaper feels.”

“I can put you in one. It’s not like we’re in danger of running out,” Courtney said with a chuckle, flicking open the closet door to reveal almost a dozen 116 count boxes of diapers stacked next to her daughter’s neatly hung dresses. “Samantha’s basically got a lifetime supply of Huggies courtesy of a Costco giveaway.”

“Um…if that would be okay.” Jai hopped off the bed and onto the deep-pile carpet with a muffled thud. Tail swaying nervously behind him, he made the short ascent to the changing table and laid down while Courtney grabbed his overnight bag from the foyer.

“It’s no problem, kiddo. I’ve changed thousands of diapers, what’s one more?” Keeping a professional demeanor, the lioness stripped him down to his bare fur before pulling out another Huggies from beneath the changing table. Jai felt intensely little as Courtney lifted him by the ankles to slide the diaper under his rear. “Now just stay still for me.”
Courtney worked diligently, using the dexterous tips of her paws to massage a light dusting of powder into every crack and crevice of Jai’s diaper area. She ignored the autonomic response of the lion’s prince parts, bringing the front of the Huggies up and over his diminutive erection. “Sorry,” Jai muttered diffidently.
“I can handle a kiddo pitching a tent. It’s just a natural response to being touched,” she replied, snugly fastening the two hook-and-loop tapes on either side of Simba’s grinning face. Rolling him onto his side, she tugged his lithe tail through the elastic gusset in the seat. “There. How’s that fit?”
“Mrmph…it’s definitely thicker than my underwear,” he replied, appreciating the crinkly bulk of the Huggies as he brought his thighs together. The inner leg cuffs hugged his thighs as he sat up, the diaper large enough to look age-appropriate for the nine-year-old cub. “But it’s comfortable. The inside is super soft.”

“Excellent. Now that we’ve got that squared away, can you slide your jammies on yourself, or do you need me to help?” the lioness asked, leaning forward with her paws on her hips. Blushing, Jai offered no resistance as she slid him into a matching set of Buzz Lightyear pajamas with enough stretch in the pants to easily accommodate the extra bulk of a diaper. “There we go.”

“C’mon, let’s go brush our teeth. You don’t want to be around for this,” Samantha replied, a soft blush visible beneath her sandy cheeks as her mother popped open the front of her Diaper Genie. Almost stuffed to the brim, Jai noted that there were perhaps a dozen brown-stained diapers among the bloated, swollen Huggies. “Gah, Mom! Do you really have to empty that in front of Jai?”

“What? It was starting to stink,” Courtney replied, grunting a little with the effort of lifting the pungent sausage of dirty diapers. She tied off the top end before heading off to the trash can in the garage. Jai’s heart pounded with excitement as each step elicited a subtle rustle-rustle from beneath his pants.

“My mom loves to embarrass me,” Samantha said, rolling her eyes as she applied a brilliant pink strip of cotton-candy flavored toothpaste to the ramrod-straight bristles of her toothbrush. “She has no discretion about the diapers.”

“Well, I think they’re cute on you,” Jai replied, brushing his teeth while ogling the way the diaper bulge drew the fabric of her sleeper taut around her bottom. He glanced over at her toilet, where a tall stack of towels and a caddy of bath toys were resting on the rest. “What if you wake up and have to go to the bathroom, though?”

“I have my diaper on,” Samantha snorted, reaching around and giving her poofy rear a pat. “It’s not like I can really take it off.”

“Mrmph…” Jai bit his tongue, finishing up at the sink before padding into the bedroom with a yawn. Courtney had worked at a rapid pace inside to spread out an inflatable mattress topped with Transformers sheets and an overstuffed pillow. “Thank you,” he said, blushing as the lioness tucked the corner back for him in a perfect triangle.

“Of course, kiddo. Do you have a special friend that you sleep with?” she asked.

“Y-yeah…my hyena Dakarai. My mom tucked him in my bag,” Jai replied. Samantha padded in and hopped onto her bed, drawing a plush cheetah up close against her chest. Returning a moment later with the stuffed animal clutched in her paws, Courtney presented him to the lion cub with a playful flourish. “Are you two already tuckered out?” she asked. “I did say you could stay up later.”

“We’re going to the waterpark tomorrow, so we should probably conserve our energy,” Samantha replied with a yawn. Thick diaper snugly fastened around her waist, she looked eminently comfortable. “Plus, Jai’s a sore winner!”

“Hrmph!” Jai snorted, crossing his arms as Courtney tucked him in. A soft night-light that projected a pattern of shimmering stars on the ceiling kicked on as she extinguished the lamp in the corner.

“Goodnight, kiddos. Sweet dreams.” With “Clair de Lune” softly playing from a speaker beneath the night-light, Jai quickly fell into a restful and satisfying somnolence…
#

A twinkling sunbeam peeking through the gap between the muted pink curtains stirred Jai by landing directly between his eyes. Blinking a few times, he yawned and raised his paws over his head before rolling over to look up at Samantha. The lion cub was still asleep, Huggies between her legs now swollen with an absolute lake of pee.

Jai reached down and pressed his paw against his still-dry diaper as he sensed a low ache in his core. The previous night’s beverage binge had migrated downward to his bladder and now yearned for release. Biting his bottom lip, he debated on getting up to use the potty. His sheets rustled as he shifted uncomfortably from side-to-side.

“What’s the matter? Do you need to pee or something?” Samantha asked, glancing at him through one half-cracked eye. “You can just go, you know. My mom can change you after you’re done.”

“Um…even if I have to do more than just pee?” Jai replied, biting his lower lip as cramps surged through his core. The chicken tikka had made its way through his digestive tract and now needed to make an urgent exit. He let out a muffled fart while climbing out of bed. Pbbbblt.

“Duh. You should “Do It In Huggies,” as my mother likes to say,” Samantha replied, rolling her eyes.

Scrunching up his muzzle, Jai dropped his hindquarters into a low squat. He concentrated first on his bladder, imagining that he was standing in front of the potty and releasing his usual morning deluge onto the smooth porcelain. Pssp…pssph…pssssssshhhhhh. After a couple spurts of golden pee, the lion cub finally began soaking the thirsty padding.

“See? Was that so hard?” Samantha remarked.

“Not…hnng…really,” Jai replied, clenching his jaw as his tail flagged. Pbbbbrtch! A moment after another muddy fart, a firm mass dropped into the back of his waiting Huggies. It was immediately followed by a surge of warm mush that slowly spread across his bottom, a little further with each flex of his tummy. Pppbblortch! Prrt! Crackle!

“Gosh, you stink,” Samantha replied, waving her paw in front of her muzzle as the sickly-sweet odor of a messy diaper permeated the enclosed space. Jai’s ears folded against his head as he caught a whiff of the mudslide in his pants, the mess caking every inch of his rear before slinking forward until it brushed up against his prince parts. “Oh, mrmph…speaking of which, I should probably do that too. Indian food goes right through me.”

Resting her forepaws on the bed, Samantha gritted her teeth and curled her paws around her comforter. Tensing up, the seat of her Huggies began to bulge outward as the young lioness dropped a hefty load into her diaper. Far more used to using a disposable potty than Jai, it took her only thirty seconds or so to completely fill out the back of her sleeper with soft poopy.

“Gah…that felt nice,” she said with a feline purr, plopping down on her bottom to further smush the muck around. “If my mom keeps me in diapers at night, the least I can do is get my money’s worth out of them!”

“Phew! It smells like a sewer in here!” Courtney’s eyes went wide as she walked in and took a deep inhale of the stagnant air. Wrinkling her nose, her gaze darted between the bulge in Samantha’s footed sleeper and Jai’s sagging pajama pants. “Looks like I’ve got two little stinkers on my paws, huh?”

“Yeah. You want to change my Huggies first?” Samantha said. Letting out a final, bubbly fart as her mother picked her up, she smirked while being placed down on the changing table. I don’t mind if Jai watches.” 


Perching on the bed to get an unobstructed view, Jai observed the lioness wriggle her daughter out of her footed sleeper. Once she tugged the front of the garment off, she exposed Samantha’s bloated Huggies, a prominent streak of brown visible from waistband to waistband. Popping the Velcro tapes, Courtney allowed the diaper to flop open with a loud squelch.

“Um…where’s her pee-pee?” Jai blurted out, clamping his muzzle shut a moment later. He noticed the member’s absence, Samantha possessing only a pinkish crevice situated a bit beneath Samantha’s navel. Her mother set to work on that area first, wiping the sticky mess off with specially textured Huggies wipes. “Sorry…that’s not an appropriate question,” he added with a blush.

“It’s okay. Samantha doesn’t have one because she’s a girl.” Using the front of the diaper to scrape the worst of the fragrant muck off Samantha’s bottom, Courtney got her partially clean before setting to work with more wipes. “She has princess parts, not prince parts.”

“Oh! Is that why she has to sit all the way on the floor to use the potty?” Jai asked. A large pile of muck-stained wipes accumulated beneath the lioness’ bottom before her mother balled the dirty diaper up and dropped it into the pail.

“That’s exactly right!” Courtney grinned, sliding a fresh pair of underwear between her daughter’s thighs before giving an approving nod. Samantha hopped off the changing table and sighed, slipping into a semi-transparent sundress that flowed down her body like silk-water. “Now that she’s all freshened up, let’s get you taken care of.”

After lifting Jai onto the changing table, Courtney retrieved his spare underwear from his overnight bag and set them off to the side for quick access. Untaping his diaper, she allowed it to fall open before setting to work with the wipes. Jai buried his muzzle in his chest fluff as he felt his penis slowly engorging.

“Um…Mommy…why is his pee-pee standing up?” Samantha asked, eyes going wide at the sight of Courtney curling a baby wipe around Jai’s erect penis to ensure it was clean.

“That’s just something that happens when male cubs get their diapers changed. Sometimes when a pee-pee is stimulated, it stands up like this. It’s perfectly natural,” Courtney replied matter-of-factly. Disposing of Jai’s old diaper in the pail, she slipped him into his Underoos and set him down on the carpet. “All clean! Now how about breakfast, hrm? You two must be hungry, judging by how full those diapers were.”

“That sounds great!” they said in unison. Blushing, the pair followed her into the kitchen, the smell of pancakes greeting them after their first of many diapered sleepovers…
