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Chapter I - A City Transformed

Tatu and Jack had been wandering on the city's west side, scanning where a sprawling warehouse district had stood two years ago.

“I’m sure it was here,” Tatu said, his tone filled with confusion, his brows furrowed as he squinted at the urban skyline. “And now... nothing but tall buildings everywhere. Where could Omiddu’s warehouse be?”

“Tatu!” Jack exclaimed, pointing toward a colossal skyscraper. “Look at that huge building. Can you read what it says? I don’t recognize these characters.”

Tatu looked in Jack's direction and let a slow smile spread across his face. “Sttely and Omiddu, Commercial Center,” he read aloud with a chuckle. Here they are! We’ve found them.”

Omiddu’s Family Chaos

Their ship landed smoothly on the towering edifice's rooftop. As soon as Tatu and Jack stepped out, a portly “Omiddu-like” being appeared, his rotund figure and stubby limbs giving him the comical look of a puffed-up caterpillar. His little vest barely closed over his belly as he approached, his gait quick and officious.

“You’re not allowed to park here!” he huffed, his fluffy antennas bobbing with each word. “You must use the basement parking lot.”

Tatu raised an eyebrow, gesturing toward two extravagant ships parked nearby. “Really? But why are these two allowed and not us?”

The stout caterpillar puffed out his chest proudly, his tone turning reverent. “Those belong to Mrs. Sttely and Mr. Omiddu,” he declared, his voice swelling with importance.

“Well then,” Tatu said, smirking, “Mrs. Sttely and Mr. Omiddu are our friends. So, be a good boy and take us to them. Listen carefully; if I come back to find even a scratch on our ship, I will personally blow your fuzzy little head off your shoulders. Got it?”

The caterpillar-like Omiddu paled, his fluffy antennas trembling. “Y-yes, sir!” he stammered, bowing slightly. “I’ll take you to them right away. Their apartment is just below, on the top floor.”

Another equally fluffy “Omiddu” met them at the entrance, guiding them through the vast, luxurious hallways to an enormous living room. The walls glowed with soft, ambient lighting, and the furniture gleamed with polish that suggested constant care. In the center of the room, Omiddu sat ensconced on an oversized chair, a spectacle of chaos and charm.

Omiddu cradled two little “Omiddu” children, each fluffier than the next, in his many arms. Their vibrant, soft exteriors made them look more like living plush toys than caterpillars. Their wide, innocent eyes sparkled as they eagerly opened their mouths for the food Omiddu spooned into them one by one. 

The third child, however, was the showstopper. Perched on Omiddu’s head like a crown, this tiny, pudgy ball of fluff, SipSip, energetically thumped his father’s head with his tiny fists while humming an incomprehensible but oddly catchy tune.

The sight was too much for Tatu and Jack. They collapsed into laughter, clutching their stomachs.

Omiddu looked up from his parental juggling act, a grin spreading across his face. “Tatu! Jack!” he boomed, his joy contagious. “You’re early! Your message said you wouldn’t be here for another two months. What a wonderful surprise!”

Jack wiped tears of laughter from his eyes. “We’re glad to see you too, Omiddu. Especially like this, with your hands full of babies. You make such a handsome dad!”

“Well, someone has to do it,” Omiddu replied, pretending to be annoyed as he resumed feeding his brood. The two children in his arms obediently opened their mouths like little birds, swallowing their food without fuss. 

Meanwhile, SipSip, undeterred by the laughter, snatched the spoon from Omiddu’s hand, flung the food into his father’s face, and resumed drumming on his father’s head with gleeful abandon.

Tatu and Jack doubled over, laughing even harder. SipSip, with his impossibly soft fluff and mischievous antics, was irresistibly adorable.

Sttely entered the room at that moment, her commanding presence instantly shifting the atmosphere. Her voice rang out like thunder. “SipSip! What are you doing on your father’s head?”

SipSip froze mid-drum, his tiny fists hovering in the air. Instantly, he scrambled down from Omiddu’s head and nestled into his father’s primary arms, his wide eyes feigning innocence. SipSip extended the spoon back to Omiddu and began waving his little hand toward his mouth, signaling that he wanted more food.

“And you, old horse,” Sttely continued, fixing Omiddu with a stern glare, “why do you let him do this?”

“Well,” Omiddu stammered, trying to defend himself, “if that’s the only way he wants to eat—”

“‘If that’s the only way he wants to eat,’” Sttely mocked, rolling her eyes. “No, Omiddu. That’s how you’ve trained him, and now he’s running circles around you!”

“Not true!” Omiddu protested, his voice filled with mock indignation. “SipSip will be the cutest, most well-behaved boy on the planet!”

Sttely laughed, shaking her head. “Sure, sure. Keep dreaming, Omiddu.”

Turning to Tatu and Jack, she opened her arms wide, her face lighting up joyfully. “Tatu! Jack! What a delightful surprise. Omiddu told me you wouldn’t be here for another two months.” 

She embraced them warmly, her enthusiasm infectious. “Oh, I’m so happy to see you. Omiddu needs a break. He spends all day with the kids and does nothing else.”

“Excuse me?” Omiddu interjected, pretending to be offended. “And what’s wrong with that?”

Sttely pressed a button on her bracelet, summoning the nannies. “Nothing, my love. But you need some time for yourself. Let’s go to the terrace and have lunch together.”

As Ela and Dali, the nannies, entered the room, Dali caught Sttely’s sharp gaze. She was barefoot, clutching a jar of mustard in one hand and her slippers in the other.

“Omiddu,” Sttely said in a silky tone, “care to explain why Dali is holding a jar of mustard?”

Omiddu shrugged, feigning innocence. “Ask her.”

Dali interjected shyly, “Mrs. Sttely, I actually enjoy it. SipSip pours mustard into my slippers daily, making him so happy. It’s... sweet.”

Sttely stared at Omiddu, raising an eyebrow. “I wonder who taught him that.”

Omiddu’s face remained a picture of innocence. “Not me.”

Sttely shook her head, exasperated but amused. “Let’s go, everyone. Omiddu, you’re in charge of drinks.”

“Yes, dear. I'll be right with you,” said Omiddu, his voice carrying a mix of playfulness and resignation as he handed SipSip to Dali. 

A young girl no older than twenty, Dali was petite but had a lively energy that made her seem larger than life. She shrugged, her bright eyes widening slightly with concern. “I didn’t know Mrs. Sttely was here,” she said, her tone apologetic yet innocent.

“Neither did I,” Omiddu replied with a conspiratorial smirk. “She came home earlier today. It’s nothing, Dali. You’re doing a wonderful job with my son. This month, I’ll pay you double.”

Dali’s face lit up with pure joy. Her soft, round cheeks flushed with gratitude as she hugged SipSip close, the little caterpillar-like creature wiggling his fluffy, segmented body in delight. 

SipSip’s furry tufts shimmered in the light, resembling soft clouds tinted with pastel hues. His tiny, beady eyes sparkled with mischief, and his stubby legs wriggled excitedly as he let out a cheerful trill.

“Thank you, Mr. Omiddu. You’re so kind to me,” Dali said, her voice trembling with emotion. She kissed SipSip’s velvety head and added, “Today we’ll play
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