Sunday, November 9, 2025 


Tommy was breathing hard after shuffling into the Aubin’s house while he held on to a rollator. Mindy held onto his arm to support him, after she walked in behind him. Julie, Mindy’s mom, walked downstairs and smiled at the three.

“Welcome home Tommy,” Julie said.

“Thank you Mrs. Aubin,” he replied.

“What have I told you about calling me that?” She asked.

“I’m sorry, but Julie just doesn’t sound right to me, especially since it’s all I have ever called you,” he replied.

“Tommy, why don’t you go sit in the living room while Mindy and I finish bringing your items in?” Robert, Mindy’s father, suggested.

“Ah, sure,” he replied and started slowly moving away.

Mindy watched, with a heavy sad frown, as Tommy took baby steps holding on to the rollator
 into the living room. It would take him up to a full minute to walk just fifteen feet. Robert told him he’d help but Tommy refused for various reasons, but mainly he didn’t want to be seen as weak by anyone. He was barely able to walk, but insisted, demanded to be released from the hospital’s rehab center, he was sick and tired being there for over a year
, including when Mindy was first admitted. He resented that he had missed their kits first year
, only getting to see them a couple of times a month due to how difficult it was to get all four kits bathed, dressed, ready, loaded, transported, unloaded and up to his room and then reverse of that going back home. After talking with multiple doctor’s, his six different rehabilitation specialists, Mrs. Hines, Robert, Julie and Tommy’s mother, they all agreed to let him come home, to live at Mindy’s house. As much as he loved his mom he still didn’t fully trust her since she let all the abuse go on for years, he didn’t hate her though and still loved her.

Starting tomorrow, he would have to be taken to the local rehabilitation center in Greenwood for physical therapy daily, Monday through Friday, at four hours per appointment.

Tommy sat down and laid his head on the back of the couch and breathed hard as his lungs burned from the walking. He was exhausted after walking about forty feet from the car to the couch. Julie walked in and asked if he needed anything. After a few moments she walked back in and handed him a glass of water and smiled at him.

“Thank you,” he replied.

“No problem. Let me know if you need anything else or need help,” she replied.

“I will,” he replied.

“It really is nice to have you back here Tommy,” she said.

“Yeah, it’s nice to be back and out of the hospital,” he replied then took a drink.

“Tommy, I want you to know that Robert and I feel awful about how we treated Mindy and how we tried to force her to miscarry. I don’t want either of you worrying that we’re going to try to do anything. We love Mindy no matter what. We were upset that she got pregnant but there’s nothing we can do about that now. We’re no longer upset about it. We both love those kits of yours and hers. Please, Tommy, if you need help with anything, just ask me or Robert. Okay?”

“Thank you Mrs… Um, Julie. I do have something I need help with. I really have to use the restroom. Could you help me walk there?”

“Haha, uh, sure,” he replied, chuckling as his face burned from embarrassment.

Julie helped Tommy stand up and walked beside him, holding his arm while he used the rollator. He was still extremely wobbly while using it. Both of his legs lost eighty percent of their muscle mass. Tommy thanked her for helping him to the bathroom then shut the door behind him, leaving her standing outside.

“Tommy, sit down while you pee, Doctor’s orders,” she reminded him.

“I know,” he replied. He pulled his pants and underwear down and sat down. He looked at his dick as he began pissing. It still felt weird to him to sit down while pissing even though he’s been doing it for the past six or seven months. He breathed a sigh of relief as his stream weakened and turned to dribbles. He sat on the toilet for a few moments staring at his right leg and knee. He ran his finger along the long scar, his fur on and around the scar still hasn’t grown back. The doctors said that it might never grow back fully, leaving the scar to be seen. Even worse, his knee had no fur at all. The four-pointed scar showed where the doctors had cut him open more than a dozen times to do surgery on and underneath his knee cap. He cringed in pain as he tried to bend his leg fully. He could only, at most, bend it by thirty degrees to almost straight. The most straightened he could do is just about five degrees from straight. He groaned and rubbed his kneecap.

“Tommy, are you okay?” Robert asked with a ting of worry in his voice, “Julie said you’ve been in there for almost ten minutes now.”

“Oh, has it been that long? Yeah, I’m okay. Sorry,”

“You need help with anything?”

“No, I’m good. Thanks though,”

“Okay. If you do, don’t be scared to ask for help. It doesn’t make us any less of a man to ask for help,”

“Thanks,” he replied as he stood up and winced from bending his leg too far. He hobbled over to the sink, washed his paws then grabbed the rollator and left the bathroom.

“Tommy!” Mindy shouted as he rolled into the living room. She rushed over and walked beside him until the couch, where she helped him sit down.

“You doing okay Tommy?” Robert asked.

“Yeah,” he replied while taking deep breaths.

“Good to hear,” Robert replied.

“I’ll be back in a few minutes,” Mindy said, kissed his muzzle then looked at her mom. The two of them left the living room and headed upstairs and returned a few minutes later. Both them carrying two kits each. Tommy smiled upon seeing his kits while they were sat down on the floor. The four eleven month old kits were just starting to walk. They’re all wobbly when walking and often fall down onto their diapered butts. They would giggle, turn over and crawl a short bit to a chair or table and pull themselves up to stand up again and to try walking again.

Tommy carefully slid off of the couch and onto the floor. The four curious kits crawled over to him and started crawling on his legs. Sally looked up, crawled off his lap and grabbed the coffee table leg and pulled herself up. She wobbly walked herself over to him, her arms outwards, like a zombie shuffling. Tommy chuckled as she lost balance and dropped to the floor.

"Ha, you're kind of like me right now. I know how you feel that you can't really walk," Tommy said then slightly chuckled while picking up the kit from the floor and holding her in his arms.

Mindy sat down next to him and smiled at him as their kits started crawling between the two of them. Maxwell crawled up to his dad’s chest and held onto his shirt while he pulled himself up. Tommy groaned in pain but then scooped him up into his arms and tickled the furry stomach of the kit, who started giggling and squirming. Tommy chuckled and sat him back on the floor. Mindy looked over at smiled at Tommy and placed her paw on his. Sally waddled over to her daddy but lost balance and landed on his bad leg, right on his knee cap that had surgery. Tommy let out a yip and grabbed his leg while Mindy picked up Sally, who stared at her daddy and almost stared crying from the loud yelp. Both were fine after a short moment. After the initial shock of pain Tommy looked over at Sally and took her from Mindy. He sat her in his lap and tickled her for a moment, she only stared at him, not even a slight giggle.

“Tough one, huh?” He asked.

“Yeah, she’s pretty tough, but try here,” Mindy said placed her fingers on Sally’s left side at the bottom of her neck and barely moved her fingers. The little girl squirmed and giggled and laughed/cooed while Mindy tickled her for a few more seconds.

“I missed all of this?” Tommy asked.

“Yeah and all of the dirty diaper changes too,” Mindy replied then looked over at Reed who had crawled away from the group to do his own thing.

“Reed, likes to be alone sometimes and will crawl away to get away from his brother and sisters,” Mindy explained, “give him a few minutes and he’ll come back over, or just call him back over after a minute or two and he’ll come back.”

“I see,”

“Samantha likes throwing things, soft things usually, teddy bears and whatnot. I scold her for doing so. But she’s got an arm on her,” she explained.

“Really?” Tommy asked.

“Yup. I bet she’ll be our athletic kit,” she replied.

“Athletic, huh?” Tommy replied then looked away and let out a sigh.

“Missing football?”

“Hell no,” he replied.

“I know,” she replied as Reed crawled back over and up to his parents.

Tommy and his kits played together for another ten minutes before he let out a big yawn and stretched his arms out over his head. 

“I’m sure you’re exhausted and will want to get to bed soon. We won’t keep you too long. We just want to go over some rules. Is that okay?” Robert said. Robert and Julie were sitting in the living room watching TV and watching the kits play the entire time.

“Yes,” both kits replied.

“Okay. Tommy, you’ll sleep in the room that you have done previously, that’s not going to change. Second, please don’t have sex. Neither of you, nor us, can handle more kittens,” Robert said then grunted as Julie elbowed him in his side. “Umm… fine, at the very least use protection. We’ll leave it up to you two to decide which protection method to use, BUT we urge you not to have sex. Lastly, here,” Robert said, stood up and walked over to the two thirteen
 year olds, then handed both of them simple flip phones, “we want to know if you’re safe while out in town or anywhere else. I know you can’t go out right now Tommy, we want you to have it in case of emergency, if Mindy or us aren’t around you then you can call any of us. Both of you should feel free to call Mrs. Hines if either of you feel necessary to do so, but we hope you won’t have to,” he finished.

“Thanks Mom! Dad!” Mindy replied with a smile. She would get up and hug them, but Maxwell was asleep in her lap, while Samantha slept between her legs near her hindpaws. Mindy had been begging her parents for a phone for months now, even just a simple phone where she could talk and text friends and, of course, Tommy.

Tommy looked at the phone in his paw and flipped it open. On screen was a simple notepad app, which had a note typed out; “Tommy. Welcome to the family. We hope you enjoy it here. Make yourself at home and let us know if you need anything. Oh and no worries, we won’t make you play any type of sports after you recover. :)” Tommy smiled and said thanks, tears welled up in his eyes until he wiped them away, hoping no one saw them.

“Any questions?” Julie asked, breaking the silence.

“No,” both replied.

“Good,” Julie replied, “now, how about we get these kits up to bed?” She asked and looked at Mindy, who nodded. Mindy handed Tommy Maxwell, then picked up Samantha and carried her upstairs with her mom helping. After another trip they had put the kits to bed and came back down. She helped Tommy stand up and get him on the couch. He was rubbing his leg when Robert spoke up.

“Tommy, while you’re in recovery and physical therapy, we only want you holding your kits while someone is near you, okay? This is for their safety and yours. Your arms are still weak, no offense intended. You’ll still be able to hold them, we’re not preventing you from doing so. I hope you understand our reasoning,” Robert stated.

“I understand,” he replied ending with a yawn.

“Looks and sounds like you’re exhausted. You want to head to bed?” Robert asked.

“Mmm,” Tommy grumbled, knowing that he was going to be carried upstairs, causing Mindy to giggle.

“You ready?” Robert asked.

“I guess,”

“Mindy take his rollator to the top of the stairs. He can use that to walk the rest of the way to his room,”

“Okay daddy,” she replied jumping up. She grabbed the rollator and picked it up. At the stairs she looked back at her dad just as he lifted Tommy up into his arms. Tommy was cradled on both arms, as if carrying a sleeping kit, or a pile of firewood.

“I’m sorry that you have to be carried upstairs. Hopefully we can get you back to your old self soon,” he said as they reached the stairs.

At the top was the rollator awaiting for him. Robert carefully sat him down on it. “Think you can handle it from here?”

“I think so. Thanks,” Tommy replied, shakily standing up. He grabbed hold of the handles and made his way to the “guest” bedroom. Mindy stood next to the door and waited for him. As soon as he was next to her she smiled and pushed the door open. His eyes looked around the room for a few seconds then nervously chuckled.

“It’s like your room,”

“It IS my room,”

“Then where do I sleep?”

“With me silly. We’re mates after all. Come on, I’ll help you to bed then I’ll explain,” she replied.

Before heading to the bed he moved over to the four cribs and looked inside. The four eleven month old kits were all peacefully sleeping. He reached in and stroked the face of Maxwell, the forth born. He then softly rubbed Reed, Sally and Samantha,
 That was their order of birth, with Maxwell being the youngest by six hours after Reed.

“How were they doing while I was in the hospital? I hadn’t seen them in like two months until today,”

“They were good while you were in the hospital. Come on, lets get to bed and try to get some sleep, it’s already past ten AM and I have school tomorrow. You’ll be able to play with them more tomorrow,”

“Okay,” he replied then moved over to the bed.

Tommy exhaled deeply, his lungs, legs and muscles were hurting quite a bit from moving around. He looked behind him and then sat down on the bed. He looked over at Mindy who was about three feet away and looking at him. She was smiling at him.

“I’m glad that you’re
 back home Tommy and starting to feel better,” she said.

“Me too,” he replied removing his shirt then laid down. He unzipped his pants and sat up. After pushing them down to his knees he went to bend his knees to pull them off, only to gasp and cringe in pain. He closed his eyes for a moment until he felt the pants behind pulled off, it was of course Mindy. He smiled at her as his pants came off his hindpaws. He was left in just his white underwear with red bands. She tossed the pair of pants to the corner where some of her dirty clothes were piled at already. She moved back onto their bed, laid down and turned onto her side. She smiled at him. He leaned over and kissed her, lip to lip. After that he placed his paw on her neck and rubbed his thumb against her, feeling his claim marks on her.

“I Love you, Mindy Aubin” he said with a smile.

“Tommy …” she said with a long pause, “I’m glad that you’re back here and … I love you too, Tommy Cri… Aubin.”
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�Tommy in the hospital for a year?





Yes, including when Mindy first came in for her health.


�How old are their kits at this point??





Almost a year old.


�Both are now 13 years old.
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… oops, I forgot to copy the original text… First time ever, I think XD





