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By Nightlight
By Horatio Husky
Commissioned by Chrono
The soft chime of a lullaby played from a pastel-pink music box on the nursery shelf, its notes floating like bubbles through the warm air of the dimly lit room. A gentle scent of lavender powder lingered, tucked between the padded changing table and plush armchair where Naddie had just finished nursing Jordan minutes before. The nightlight shaped like a sleepy cloud cast a dim, soothing glow, painting the walls in silhouettes of rocking horses and alphabet blocks.
Jordan let out a sleepy giggle, kicking his legs softly from where he sat in the crib, an oversized one, custom-built to hold two big babies when the need arose. His thick diaper crinkled with each squirm, the ruffles of his pastel onesie fluttering as he turned to look at Alex, who stood shyly beside the rail, tugging at the hem of his own baby-pink onesie.
"Come on, silly," Jordan cooed, reaching over the bars with grabby paws. 
“It’s bedtime. You get to cuddle with me!”
Alex hesitated only for a moment. The plush carpet was so soft beneath his socked footpaws, and the warm air brushed against his fur. Still, something in his belly fluttered from nervousness, maybe even from anticipation. His diaper felt extra thick tonight, thanks to Naddie’s careful layering. He blushed, realizing Jordan’s diaper looked just as puffy as his.
Naddie chuckled softly behind them, towering over the crib with her motherly presence. She was dressed in her bedtime robe, her red panda fur brushed out fluffy and warm, glasses pushed down her nose as she checked the nightstand for the final few touches.
"Alright, little ones. Let’s get you tucked in nice and snug." 
Her voice was syrupy and slow, humming with sleepy authority. 
“You’ve had such a big day. Jordan’s been such a good girl. Alex, Mommy’s proud of you too, sweetie. You were very brave today, trying out new things.”
Alex blushed deeper at that, tail flicking beneath his onesie. He looked away bashfully as Jordan’s eyes twinkled, clearly proud of the praise she had earned. With practiced ease, Naddie reached down and helped guide Alex into the crib, gently lowering the rail once he was inside. The mattress dipped slightly beneath their weight as he nestled in beside Jordan.
Jordan scooted close immediately, wrapping his arms around Alex and pulling him into a soft, crinkly cuddle. Their diapers pressed together, the heat between them warm and comforting beneath the layers of padding and plush. Jordan’s head nuzzled under Alex’s chin, his snow-leopard ears flicking as he settled in with a happy sigh.
Naddie pulled the blankets up over them both, a quilt of pastel prints and cartoon kitties. She smoothed it down lovingly over their wriggling bodies, tucking it beneath their chins like she would for any sleepy kittens.
“Now then,” she purred, brushing a lock of hair from Jordan’s face. 
“No staying up all night whispering, okay? Good babies need their sleep.”
“But what if we have a scary dream?” Jordan asked with mock innocence, fluttering his lashes as he peeked up.
“Then you’ll hold each other tighter!” 
Naddie replied smoothly, leaning down to press a kiss to each of their foreheads. 
“And if that doesn’t help... well, Mommy will be listening.” 
Her paws lightly tapped the edge of the nightstand, almost unnoticeably, where a closed, matte-pink baby monitor sat humming gently.
Alex’s heart skipped. Something about the way she said it, so casual, so commanding, that it made him shiver for a moment. He buried his muzzle slightly into Jordan’s hair, inhaling the familiar scent of powder and sleepy feline.
Naddie stood tall again, surveying her handiwork. Two padded little ones, cuddled in her oversized crib, snug and helpless, exactly as they should be. The quilt rose and fell gently with their soft breathing, their cheeks already pink from warmth and whatever dreams they might be slipping into.
She walked to the light switch slowly, her steps deliberate, tail swishing lazily behind her. Her paw paused on the toggle, glancing one more time over her shoulder at the soft bundle of diapered cuties in the crib.
“You two be good for Mommy,” she said gently, though her voice held a knowing edge.
And then, with a soft click, the main light went out.
Darkness swept over the nursery, save for the faint, silvery glow of the cloud-shaped nightlight in the corner. Shadows danced gently across the walls, toy animals standing sentinel in their shelves.
In the stillness, Alex shifted slightly, his body instinctively curling closer to Jordan. Their diapers pressed and squished softly together, the bulk forcing them into a close, intimate position. Jordan purred softly in his sleep, or half-sleep, and wrapped one leg over Alex’s, sighing contentedly.
The crib creaked just slightly with the motion.
The door clicked shut with finality. They were alone now, swaddled in softness and crinkles and dim light. The air buzzed with a gentle static, quiet and filled with the possibility.
Alex exhaled slowly, still adjusting to the strange weight of his diaper under the blanket. It felt so big, so thick, hugging him in ways he was not used to yet. His cheeks burned as he became aware of how closely Jordan was nestled against him, how natural it felt, how innocent and intimate all at once.
He did not want to move, fearing that it might ruin the moment. It was then that his bladder gave the slightest twinge.
Alex laid frozen beneath the warm quilt, his arms around Jordan, his body stiff but held close in the sleepy feline’s grasp. Jordan had already begun to drift—purring faintly with each breath, cheek pressed to Alex’s collarbone, their diapers pressed snug between them. It should have been comforting.
Alex swallowed. His belly gave a soft, tightening flutter. Pressure nudged gently at his lower abdomen, the slow, creeping urgency of a full bladder he had not realized he had been ignoring until now.
He blinked up at the ceiling, the low cloud-glow throwing everything into gentle relief. He shifted his hips slightly, the bulk of his diaper crinkling between his legs, reminding him inescapably that this was supposed to be fine. That this was normal here. Expected, even.
But he had never done it this way before.
Standing up? Sure. Squatting a little with the safety of movement? Okay. But like this, laying still, tucked under blankets, snug as a bug?
Something about it felt too unfamiliar.
His body held the tension of old habits. Of years of potty training and adult modesty. It resisted the idea. Peeing while lying down? It felt a little unnatural. Even with the thick padding between his legs, the warmth around him, the cradling weight of Jordan’s sleepy body, it still made him hesitate.
He clenched his thighs a little and tried to breathe slowly.
Maybe he could just wait.
But Jordan stirred.
“Mmh…” came the tiny murmur, like the rustle of leaves. The snow leopard blinked slowly and stretched, a little purring sigh escaping him. His paw moved lazily across Alex’s chest, trailing down across his tummy in a soothing motion.
Alex tensed.
“You okay, Lexy?” Jordan whispered, voice slurred with sleep but still warm and present. 
“You’re all stiff…”
Alex hesitated.
“I… I need to pee,” he admitted, voice so quiet it was barely a breath. His cheeks flared instantly with embarrassment. 
“But I’ve never… not while laying down. Not like this.”
Jordan’s eyes opened a little more. His expression softened immediately, not teasing, not judging, just understanding. His paw gave Alex’s tummy a soft rub, the kind you would give a nervous kitten who was not sure whether it was okay to curl up in your lap.
“Ohhh, sweetheart,” Jordan whispered, scooting up a little so they were face to face. 
“It’s okay. Really. You’re allowed. That’s what the diapers are for, silly.”
Alex looked away.
“I know… but it’s hard. My body doesn’t want to. I keep thinking I’m gonna make a mess.”
Jordan let out a little coo of sympathy and cupped Alex’s cheek gently.
“You’re not gonna get in trouble,” he said firmly, thumb brushing along the corner of Alex’s jaw. 
“You’re not even doing anything wrong. You’re doing exactly what good babies do at bedtime.”
Alex’s eyes flicked back toward him, still hesitant. Jordan leaned in and nuzzled their noses together.
“Do you wanna try together?” he whispered. 
“I’ll stay right here and help. You don’t have to do anything but relax…”
Alex nodded, just barely.
Jordan purred again and slowly, deliberately, guided Alex to lay more flat, snuggling against him from the side. One paw came to rest gently over Alex’s tummy again, pressing the softness of his palm down in rhythmic strokes.
“Close your eyes,” Jordan murmured, “and breathe for me. Nice and slow. Just like that…”
Alex did. His paws gripped the blanket softly as he exhaled, focusing on the comforting pressure of Jordan’s touch.
“It’s okay if it takes a minute,” Jordan whispered, letting his lips brush gently against Alex’s ear. 
“You’re safe. You’re warm. You’re in your diapers, baby butt, just like a good little one should be.”
Alex’s breath hitched. He whimpered, barely audible.
“I… I think it’s…”
Jordan kissed his cheek. 
“Mmhmm. Go ahead.”
And finally, slowly, the warmth began.
It was subtle at first. A trickle, like a tiny dam cracking open. His body quivered as it gave in, instinctively trying to resist before yielding to the comfort of padding and permission. A soft hiss filled the silence between them. The quilt rose slightly as Alex tensed, then exhaled in a long, trembling moan, half relief, half disbelief.
The heat pooled quickly in his diaper, the thick fluff between his legs eagerly drinking it up, swelling gently. The front of his onesie began to press tighter as the padding expanded. He felt it spreading between his thighs, creeping toward his rear, wrapping him in an unmistakable squishy warmth.
Jordan did not pull away.
If anything, he held Alex closer, his paw pressed flat against the now-warm front of Alex’s soaked diaper, feeling the saturation spread beneath his fingers. His eyes glittered in the dim glow of the nightlight.
“There’s my good boy,” he whispered, nuzzling into his neck. 
“That’s it. You did so good, Alex.”
Alex let out a soft whimper, his face burning. He had not expected it to feel like this.  His diaper squished softly with every twitch of his hips. He could feel the wetness pressing back against him, not leaking, not overflowing, but there, undeniably. He was diapered. Helpless. Soft and wet and so small in the arms of someone who knew exactly what that meant.
Jordan giggled quietly and gave the front of Alex’s diaper a little squeeze.
“Feels nice, doesn’t it?” he teased. 
“So warm and squishy… and you did it all by yourself.”
Alex groaned softly, biting down on his pacifier without realizing it had slipped into his muzzle. The silicone bulb filled the space behind his lips as if by instinct. He moaned around it, whimpering as his blush deepened.
“You’re adorable,” Jordan cooed, kissing his cheek again. 
“I’m so proud of you…”
He began to rock their bodies gently, just a little sway, enough to make their padding shift and squish together beneath the blanket. The warmth spread where their diapers pressed flush, and Alex gasped at the contact. His body responded in ways he did not expect. The pressure. The closeness. The sweet, constant crinkle and wet puff between his thighs. He wasn’t just wet, he was turned on, and quickly.
And Jordan could tell.
“Ohhh?” he purred. “Someone’s feeling very proud of himself…”
The wet heat between Alex’s legs was impossible to ignore.
The moment his body gave in, it was like a dam had broken, and now he lay trembling in the aftermath, cheeks flushed, heart hammering against his chest. His diaper was soaked, puffy and swollen beneath his onesie, clinging to him in a way that felt far too intimate. It crinkled differently now: squishier, heavier. Every tiny shift of his hips was a reminder of what he’d just done.
And lying there in the crook of Jordan’s arms, with their bodies pressed close, he realized just how hard he had become.
He did not mean to. But it was like the heat and embarrassment had melted into something else, something hotter. Something helpless and aching.
Jordan noticed instantly.
“Ooooh~” The feline’s purr deepened, taking on a devilish edge. 
“What’s this I’m feeling?”
His paw slid down under the blanket, right over the front of Alex’s bulging diaper. The moment he touched it, softly at first, then with more deliberate pressure, Alex whimpered.
It squished.
Wet. Warm. Heavy. And hard.
“Oh, Lexy,” Jordan cooed, his voice a playful whine. “You naughty little thing. Did peeing your pampers turn you on?”
Alex couldn’t respond. The pacifier still filled his maw, muffling everything but the moan that slipped through as Jordan’s paw squeezed him again, firmer this time.
“You’re just soaked, baby. No wonder your little bits got all twitchy.” Jordan giggled, starting to knead the front of Alex’s diaper in slow, taunting circles. 
“Mmmm. Someone’s diaper is full and needy, huh?”
Alex squirmed, his legs twitching under the blanket. The feeling of thick, used padding grinding against his throbbing shaft was too much, too overwhelming to process. Every slow rub pushed the wet heat deeper, letting it soak into the moment.
Jordan was relentless.
“Let me show you another way that good girls have fun in their diapers!”
He shifted to lay more on top of Alex, straddling him lightly, their diapers squishing together through the thin fabric of their onesies. His own was still dry, pressed snuggly against the soaked heat of Alex’s, and he used it, grinding in slow, shallow motions, like a cat settling into a spot to nap.
“Look at you,” Jordan whispered, face inches from Alex’s now. 
“Blushing so much. You’re dripping, Lexy. Bet you didn’t think being such a good boy would get you this excited, huh?”
Alex moaned around the pacifier, biting down on it softly. His paws clutched the edge of the blanket, knuckles white.
Jordan leaned down and licked at his cheek, slow and warm.
“You’re adorable when you’re embarrassed. All squirmy and stuck in your soggy diapers…” 
He gave Alex another squeeze, firmer this time, and Alex gasped.
“Oh my gosh!” Jordan giggled. 
“You love this.”
Alex tried to turn his head away, but Jordan caught his chin with gentle fingers and turned him right back.
“No hiding. Not from me,” he purred. 
“You made your diaper all wet, and now your cute little thing is so hard I can feel it pulsing. You want me to tease you, don’t you?”
Alex whimpered again, and that was enough.
Jordan licked his lips and started to gyrate his hips.
Softly at first. Just the squish and grind of diaper on diaper, the slick heat between them growing with every shift of his hips. His paws pressed against Alex’s chest for balance, then slowly slid down to tug open the buttons of their onesies.
Pop… pop… pop…
With each little snap undone, the warmth of the nursery air kissed their bellies. Their diapers bulged out, freed from the stretch of fabric. Jordan’s was dry, but not for long.
Once he had both onesies peeled open, he sat up just slightly, enough to settle himself on top of Alex’s swollen, wet front. Their padding met with a thick, slow squish, and Jordan let out a dreamy sigh.
“Mmm… better,”
He murmured.
Alex looked up at him, dazed, flushed, and utterly trapped beneath the weight of soft, padded dominance.
“Wanna know a secret?” Jordan asked, voice low, intimate.
He leaned in until his muzzle brushed Alex’s ear, his breath hot and sweet.
“I still have to pee, too.”
Alex’s eyes widened just a little.
And then Jordan let go.
The warmth bloomed instantly, his diaper swelling with heat between them, soaking right into the layers that were already mashing together. The hissing sound was unmistakable, faint but intimate, and Jordan moaned, soft and real, right into Alex’s neck as the wetness pooled.
“Mmmf… ohhh yes… That’s so much better…”
Alex could feel it, feel the squish change, feel the pressure as the second wave of wetness joined the first. Now both of them were soaked. Sticky. Pressed so close the heat between them felt like fire.
Jordan did not stop.
His hips moved again, slow and delicious, grinding his freshly-wet diaper into Alex’s. Every motion squished and pressed them together tighter, every rub pushing Alex closer to the edge.
“You’re gonna cum in your diapers, aren’t you?” Jordan whispered, rocking a little harder. 
“You’re gonna shoot all over yourself while your princess rides you in her soaking wet pampers.”
Alex gasped, then whimpered, a desperate, helpless sound muffled by the pacifier still locked between his lips.
“Good. That’s what I want,” Jordan purred. 
Good little kittens make sticky messes in their wet diapers for Mommy to find…”
Alex’s hips jerked.
His body tensed.
And then, with a choked, high-pitched moan, he came.
It rushed out of him, a helpless, twitching climax that spilled into his already soaked diaper, flooding it with sticky heat. Jordan kept grinding as Alex trembled beneath him, teasing him through every wave until he went limp.
“Ohhh there it is,” Jordan whispered sweetly. 
“That’s my good boy…”
He slowed his movements, cradling Alex now, nuzzling their cheeks together. The blanket lay twisted at their sides, their open onesies framing the puffy diapers between them, soaked, used, and squished into each other like one swollen, sticky pillow.
Jordan kissed his forehead, as he let his breathing slow once more.
~
~
~
The nursery was quiet again.
The air had cooled slightly, though the lingering warmth between the two crinkly bodies in the crib clung like a humid little cloud. The blanket had been kicked halfway off during their squirming. Jordan’s head rested against Alex’s chest now, rising and falling with his sleepy breaths, while their limbs were tangled beneath the bulging, soaked fronts of their diapers.
The scent of powder still lingered, but it was layered now. Tainted with something warmer. Muskier. A quiet scent of used diapers, skin, and release.
Alex let out a long breath, his eyes drifting shut, pacifier bobbing slowly as he suckled without thinking. The rhythmic suckling helped slow his heart, grounding him. Even now, his body soft, his padding sticky and swollen, he felt safe. Cradled. His cheeks still burned faintly, but the tension had melted away.
Jordan gave a lazy little purr.
“Still alive down there?” he murmured, voice barely audible.
Alex nodded slowly.
Jordan giggled, wiggling just enough to press his own wet front against Alex’s again. The squish was soft now. Familiar. Soaked padding pressing together like two layers of soggy clouds.
“Mmm… I like this,” he whispered. 
“Sleeping all sticky and close…”
Alex made a soft, sleepy noise. His paw gently brushed Jordan’s back, fingers curling around his shoulder in a silent agreement. Whatever tomorrow brought, whatever surprises Naddie had in store, this moment felt like theirs.
The hush of the nursery reclaimed them. The mobile above turned lazily, casting stars and clouds across the ceiling. The dim nightlight cast long, sleepy shadows across the carpet. And the crib, sturdy, oversized, secure, creaked once as Jordan shifted into a final cuddle.
They drifted off. Entwined. Crinkly. Content. Soaking in each other’s warmth.
Across from the nursery, inside the soft whirr of the baby monitor, a quiet flicker of light pulsed. Inside, a small camera had been watching in silence. It had been recording ever since Naddie had tucked them in.
And now, she watched too.
From her own bedroom, door locked, lights dim, Naddie sat reclined in her overstuffed reading chair, her laptop glowing softly in her lap. One paw rested over her chest, absently tracing the edge of her robe. The other was lower. Hidden beneath the plush folds of her blanket. Still. But not for long.
Her glasses had fogged slightly. She watched the screen in pleasant silence.
The entire performance, the whispers, the blushes, the way Jordan guided Alex through his first wetting like a practiced little seductress, played before her. She could see every squeeze, every moan behind that pacifier, every twitch in their soggy diapers as the scene unfolded.
Her paws curled slightly into the fabric between her thighs. Her pretty little princess, diaper soaked and cock twitching, grinding against a trembling new playmate. Alex, so fresh and unsure, trying to act like a good kitten while helplessly creaming himself in front of her star performer.
Naddie licked her lips slowly.
“They’re gonna need some attention tomorrow,” she murmured to herself, almost purring. 
“Little princess thinks she’s the one in charge now… we’ll see how smug she is when she’s strapped down to the changing table.”
She leaned her head back against the chair, exhaling softly. Her paws twitched.
“Mmm… maybe I’ll get them both into matching pink onesies next time,” she mused aloud. “Diapers double-thick. Pacis clipped to their onesies. And no release without permission.”
The thought made her hum with satisfaction. Jordan might have gotten her new friend all worked up and spent tonight, but she would be the one to handle cleanup in the morning. And discipline. And whatever “encouragement” they both needed to stay obedient during naptime.
Her paw reached forward, tapping a key. The screen went black.
Naddie stood slowly, stretching her arms with a sleepy yawn, but there was a glint in her eye that promised she was not done scheming.
Tomorrow, the nursery would wake to a very different energy, her two charges had a lot to look forward to when she wakes them up for a diaper change.

