Sade’s Evening in Huggies

“Are we almost there?” Sade asked, taking a long swing from her stainless-steel water bottle. The station wagon’s engine quietly grumbled as her mother pulled up to a demure home overlooked by towering oak trees. “I’m really looking forward to a nice, quiet evening. All that time practicing lines really has my head spinning.”

“It’s good that you’re taking time off, starlight.” Jenna turned around and playfully ruffled her daughter’s headfur. Even dressed casually in mom jeans and a pink cashmere sweater, the lioness had an aura of glamor about her. “I know you’re excited to play Kiara but trust me, it’s important to touch grass every once in a while. Take it from a former actress.”

“So, do you think they’ll have snacks?” Sade lightly closed the door behind her as her trainers crunched on the gravel. Her Huggies Size 9 rustled softly beneath her jeans with each step she took. Despite being fifteen, the only time the incontinent lioness only used the bathroom to shower or brush her teeth. “I’m absolutely famished, mother. It’s like I’ve spent a whole year in the Outlands!”

“Relax. I’m sure there will be something to nibble on.” Halting her before she stepped out from behind the car, Beau discreetly unbuttoned the front of Sade’s jeans and brought the fly down. A mane the color of golden straw gently danced in the breeze as he exposed her Huggies. He shared a glance with Jenna as she grabbed a Disney Baby diaper bag from behind the passenger seat. “Hrm…what do you think, honey?”

“I think she’s okay for now.” The lioness examined the wetness indicator—slightly green—before wriggling an inquisitive finger around in Sade’s leg cuff. “Her diaper isn’t anywhere close to leaking. There’s no point in wasting one that’s just a little damp.”

“T-thank you for checking,” she replied, blushing and squeezing the puffy padding between her thighs as her father tugged her jeans back up. As soon as Beau buttoned the fly, a muffled pssssssh briefly rose above the ambient birdsong. Sade sensed pleasant warmth spreading further across the front of her thirsty Huggies.

“Just try not to ruin the furniture again, okay?” Jenna gave her daughter a motherly love tap on her padded rear to urge her forward. Well-worn wooden stairs creaked as they climbed onto the porch. “I don’t want a repeat of last year’s Thanksgiving fête.”

Barely a moment after Beau tapped the doorbell, a cheetah with eyes like pure gold threw the door open. Sade’s eye was immediately drawn to the neon purple “Kiss the Cook” apron she wore. A pair of heavy bronze bangles adorned her wrists, each polished to the gleam of a brand-new penny. “Jenna! Beau! It’s so nice to see you. And I see you’ve brought your adorable little stinker too!” she said, flashing her gleaming canines.

Sade averted her gaze as Zahra glanced at her. The young lioness still wasn’t over the sheer embarrassment of having an accident on the cheetah’s sofa in the middle of Tron. “N-nice to see you too,” Sade demurely replied.

Following behind her parents, Sade took deep whiffs of the fragrant spices wafting from the kitchen. She caught luxurious saffron and earthy cardamom as she passed by an exquisite wine set from Persia engraved with a scene of feral cheetahs hunting a chinkara. “So, what is this I heard about your daughter appearing in The Lion Guard?”

“Oh, that? Well, Sade’s really looking forward to working with Kion’s actor…” Sade split off from her parents, trekking into the living room while her parents went into the kitchen to uncork a bottle of wine. To her delight, the Asajus had assembled a luscious snack tray piled high with cured meats, dried fruits, and candied nuts.

“Heya, Sade.” Jasper waved from her position on the floor behind a Barbie Dreamhouse. Roughly eight years old, she wore a simple off-white sundress with a few fresh jam stains on the front hem. “My mommy said you could dig into the snacks,” she said with a welcoming grin.

“Well, at least there’s snacks.” Sade popped a few candied dates into her muzzle before washing them down with a can of Sprite from a minifridge built into the side table. Setting to work on devouring a row of neatly curled springbok salami, the young lioness paid no attention to the ominous grumbles in her tummy. “Mrmph…I’m definitely spoiling my dinner,” she murmured.

“Are you wearing a diaper?” Kana asked inquisitively, the cheetah’s eyes noting the wall of colorful Simba and Nala prints peeking out from Sade’s jeans. Engrossed in a stretch, the young lioness suddenly yanked her shirt down. She looked away, silently cursing herself for wearing slim-fitting jeans that exaggerated her diaper’s profile. “It’s okay if you are.”

“Y-yeah…I am,” Sade replied, shifting awkwardly as her tail lashed about through a slit in the couch’s backrest. Having slowly cooled until reaching about the temperature of lukewarm tea, her Huggies were uncomfortably clammy. The young lioness realized she was fast reaching her diaper’s capacity, the inner layer no longer entirely trapping wetness. “You’re uh…potty-trained, right?”

“Well yeah.” Kana chuckled, standing up and playfully twirling like a spinning top. “I’m in third grade. I got potty-trained as soon as I graduated from daycare. I hated sitting in a yucky diaper and waiting for the caretaker to change me.”

“Well I—” Sade didn’t get an opportunity to finish her sentence before the adults sauntered into the room with wine glasses in hand. Jenna had—as per usual—spilled a dab of marinara sauce on her sweater and was focusing all her attention on scrubbing it off with a cocktail napkin.

“And that’s when I told Mark—you know Mark, from accounting—I told him to run the numbers again and find the extra margin,” Beau said, flopping down next to Sade. Throwing an arm across her shoulder, he drew her close at the exact moment an intense cramp shot through her lower abdomen. Prrrrbt. “Huggies aren’t getting any cheaper! Isn’t that right, kiddo?”

Sade bit her bottom lip, a slight, muffled-sounding poof of gas indicating she didn’t have much time to sprint off to the bathroom. Frozen in place by the heft of her father’s muscular forearm, she struggled to exercise what little remained of her bowel control. Though dropping into a squat and unloading into her Huggies had become natural for the young lioness, she tried to at least maintain a semblance of dignity during the act. “Um…Dad? Can you let me up for just a minute?” she asked, desperation in her trembling voice.

“Now sweetie, I know you’re nervous around strangers, but that’s no reason to run off and bury your muzzle in an iPhone,” Beau replied, giving the young lioness a firm slap on the back. The sudden shock forced a faint and strained grunt from Sade’s muzzle. Her thighs trembled at the strain of holding back the deluge of mess. “Why don’t we talk about you for a change, hrm? I heard Ms. Marvel gave you top marks for your performance in All’s Well That Ends Well.”

“Y-yeah…I really enjoyed playing Helena,” Sade replied, slowly realizing the inevitability of her ‘accident.’ Jenna’s ears. Her ears perked at the sound of a longer, wetter fart bursting from her daughter’s rear. Pbbbllllt! “The hind that would be mated by the lion…hnng…must die for love!”

“Oh sweetie…are you?” Jenna’s eyes widened as she caught the first wet, sloppily audible splurch that indicated her daughter was fully using her Huggies for its intended purpose. A pungent, sickly-sweet odor entered the air, Sade’s eyes half-closing with effort as she began to push.

“Mrmph…hnng!” Sade scrunched up her muzzle as she lifted herself a few inches off the creamy leather. Relaxing as the next wave of cramps hit, she sensed a warm mass push into her waiting diaper, a little further with each grunt. Her diaper softly rustled as her tail flagged, the elastic gusset remaining tightly sealed around the base. “I’m sorry!” she said with an effortful groan.

Sade wet her diaper again for good measure, allowing her bladder to contribute to the mudslide in her Huggies. A loud pssssssshhhhhh rose above the muffled crinkles of her diaper bulging outward in the rear. Visibly sagging in her jeans, the crinkly garment hung low between her thighs as she panted, a crimson glow hanging around the edges of her muzzle.

“Oh sweetie…it’s a good thing we changed you earlier.” Thighs still quivering from the effort of dropping an enormous mudslide into her diaper, Sade offered no resistance as her mother tugged her jeans down. “Phew! How did you turn a Lunchables pizza into that, kiddo?”

Blushing, Sade kept her head down, grounding herself with the sensation of her toes wriggling amidst the deep-pile carpet. Her ears perked at the distinctive crinkle as her mother unfurled a plastic-backed changing mat with a Lion King design depicting the Pridelands. Gently guiding her down, Jenna tried to avoid smearing the bulge in the young lioness’ diaper around even further.

“Now, let’s see what the damage is, huh?” Undoing the tapes with a light scritch-scritch, Jenna let the bloated diaper fall forward. Despite her mother’s best efforts, the young lioness had created an absolute disaster in her Huggies. The inside of her thighs and rump were caked with sticky mess, while a few half-smushed logs were gathered in an uneven pile beneath her rear. “Phew! You stink, kiddo,” her mother said with a soft smile, donning a pair of black rubber gloves.

“I-it’s not that bad,” Sade replied, blush deepening as her mother lifted her off the brown-stained padding with a single firm paw. Using the yellowed and swollen front of the padding as a makeshift napkin, she scraped the worst of the mess off her bottom. Once satisfied with the initial wipe-down, her mother cracked open a turquoise plastic tub of Pampers wipes and set to work, stroking firmly front-to-back across Sade’s muck-caked fur. “Right?”

“You made a really big poopy!” Kana remarked, pinching her nose as she watched the involved process of wiping the young lioness clean. A small boulder of filthy wipes began accumulating in her diaper as Jenna worked on removing the sloppy mixture clinging to the close-cropped fur around her princess parts. “Do you really use your diapers like that all the time?”

“Sade just hasn’t learned potty-training yet. She still does all her business in Huggies,” Jenna replied, sliding the messy diaper out from beneath Sade. The young lioness shivered as a cold wipe stroked between her cheeks before twisting against her tailhole to get her completely clean. “Don’t worry, we’re used to changing her in all kinds of places.”

“Well, I’m sure she’ll get it someday!” Kana replied, helping Jenna by unfolding a fresh Huggies diaper with a peeking Kion design on the landing strip. Applying a few generous puffs of powder to the cushy inner padding, she massaged the sweet-smelling powder around until the entire room was filled with the babyish scent. “Until then, I guess she needs these.”

Jenna hummed softly as she brought the diaper up, swaddling the young lioness’ princess parts in the crinkly bulk. Rolling Sade a little to the side to ensure a snug fit, she drew the wings taut before fastening the hook-and-loop tapes. Once finished, Jenna lifted her bottom up and ran her paws along her tawny inner thighs to make the leg cuffs form a continuous seal. “There we go! How’s the fit?” she asked chipperly.

“Feels good to me.” Sade rolled forward, the adult cheetahs looking away as she flashed her thickly padded bottom at them. She stood up while her mother balled-up the dirty diaper and tucked it away in an impermeable wet bag for later disposal. “Can I get my pants back?”

“Of course. We wouldn’t want to forget that step!” Grabbing her jeans off the floor, Beau held them loosely by the waistband to allow Sade to step inside. “Now, how about some dinner, huh? I think this room could use a little airing out!”

Sade blushed, warmth already spreading across the front of her freshly changed Huggies. It was all part of a normal evening for the incontinent young lioness…
