Another Diaper “Change”

By Onyx Cheetah

Waking up in yet another puddle of sweat, the thoughts and memories of the incident originally missing from his mind about the experience flooding his dreams every night since that fateful day, Onyx whined to himself, begging himself to forget that horrible day. The day the poor kitty was forced to turn into a diaper by some magical overprotective father bear and used by the cub, and the father till his bursting point. 
At first it felt like a strange dream; memories of the incident being clouded in his mind, unable to piece it together. The only reason why he knew it actually occurred was the picture left for him. The picture filled him with dread and weird tingly feelings every time he saw it. The kind of tingle that would occur on the back of your neck as the hairs rose, to inform you of something off. Over time though the memories started flooding in until every night the cheetah relived the entire event: being attached to the cub, feeling like he was floating through the air as he was worn around. Eventually becoming used and filled by the younger bear, stretched from his intense use, sat on and squished, recycled and cleaned, then reused more a second time by the cub’s daddy fur, and rubbed aggressively until filled with the older bear’s orgasm. The cat could still smell and feel it. Every night.
He saw the picture, the one found the morning after, sitting on his desk, almost staring at him like always. Of course he didn't put it there- nothing he could do would permanently destroy it. It was probably more of the bear's punishment. But, more than the creepiness of his memories flooding his mind night after night, it was the note on the back of it that left him the most on edge. "Till next time...” The idea that the bear had a thought of next time put a fear deep in the back of his thoughts constantly. He half expected the bear to show up one morning, looming over him as he slept, to change him into his play thing the second he woke- just gaining consciousness before being turned into that thing again.
The cat shook his head and tried to place it out of his mind as he got up to ready for his day. No, it's over, it's just fear left over from a traumatic experience. He told himself something like this every morning. But still, he knew there was something to the words written on the backside of the picture, something that would come back.
It was eating him up day after day, even if he tried to deny it, but he couldn't think about it anymore. Not now. Today was an important day. A big job interview! And if all went well he would be able to get out of this town and away from this continuous nightmare.
He had put in resumes for job after job, trying to find something to get away from this place, away from the nightmare, but each and every job rejected him. About to give up though, one morning, after one of the harsher and more realistic nightmares occurred, the cheetah sobbing uncontrollably at the memories, the phone rang letting him know that he had an interview. 
Onyx rose, and ran to the shower- careful not to be late for such an important meeting.  He pushed his nightmares from his mind, thinking- or really just hoping incredibly deeply- that the nightmares would soon be a thing of the past.
---
A few hours later, the cheetah stepped into a very fancy looking lobby, nervous but excited, the morning troubles finally temporarily forgotten. Standing behind the reception desk stood a busy black furred, brown haired wolf. He quickly typed into a keyboard and spun around opening a drawer in a filing cabinet, searching frantically through the files inside, clearly trying to find something. The cheetah swallowed his nerves about the interview, trying to calm his heart rate, and walked himself over to the desk.
“Be with you in a minute.” The wolf called back to him, barely looking over his shoulder. He mumbled to himself a few names, Onyx recognizing his own, as he started pulling out a couple of thin folders and a thick folder. He threw the folders onto the desk except for one, a thin one, which he opened and quietly read a few things to himself.
“Beringer?” He looked up over the folder and looked around the room. “Rainier Beringer?”
A nervous, slightly twitchy looking snow leopard stood up in a hurry and rushed over to the desk. Rainier’s nerves clearly taking control of him, tunnel visioning and just barely missing hitting the cheetah with his fluffy tail as he rushed up. 
The wolf smiled politely at the frantic snow leopard. “You have the interview at 10? Come with me.” The snow leopard nodded and followed just slightly too close to the wolf, an awkward and nervous kind of follow, as they left the lobby, the pair disappearing behind a door leading to the office rooms.
Onyx looked around, looking at the desk, noting the files sitting on top. His was the thick one. He squirmed, wanting to quickly look to see what they had on him while the wolf was away. He took a deep breath and looked around the lobby more to distract himself, seeing the name badge on the desk for a “Lowie.” That must have been the wolf receptionist’s name. His eyes went back to the file. It would be so easy to just grab it, no one was around!
No. A voice in his head commanded. They wouldn’t have asked him here if it was bad, so it was probably just a lot of his portfolio he sent out for the interview. It had to be. He hoped so. He really, really wanted to get out of this town. Maybe then his nightmares would finally end. 
The cheetah didn’t satiate his curiosity. The rational part of his mind made that decision even if his paranoid mind begged to look at it. He didn’t want to do anything that could hurt his chances.
He went over to the chairs in the lobby, picked up a magazine and plopped down on one of the chairs waiting for the wolf to return. He looked through the magazine, but his nerves wouldn’t let him truly focus, the cheetah constantly looking over to the door. He always had issues with nerves. It's what caused the… incident. His nerves getting the better of him as he tried to use that urinal and-
He shook his head. Can’t think about that right now. The dream was worse than usual last night, it felt more real. He was grinding his teeth as his mind continued to think about it without permission, not realizing his tense muzzle until the wolf walked back into the room and gave him a look. The cheetah noticed the expression and released the pressure in his mouth, trying to look friendly though the grimacing and grinding probably caused a few off thoughts in the wolf’s mind. He took a deep breath and once again walked up to the front desk, smiling at the receptionist.
“Hey, I’m Onyx. I got a call for an interview today!” Onyx held out a paw, but the wolf didn’t take it, clearly a little unsure over the cheetah’s stature when he walked back in. The feline held it there for what seemed like an eternity, smirking awkwardly when it still wasn’t taken to try and seem friendly, putting his paw down to keep from being too awkward.
“You’re early. The last interview just got started, it’ll take a bit. We’ll call you when we’re ready for you.” Lowie sat down and began typing things into his computer, more relaxed this time.
Onyx awkwardly stood there for a minute before turning around and heading back to his seat, hoping he didn’t screw things up already- even with just a receptionist. His mind screamed at himself over doing the little things that could mess it up. He got lost in his head again as he argued with himself. 
After about half an hour, the wolf called his name, shaking him out of his trance, his nerves reigniting. He looked around, noticing the snow leopard hadn’t come back out. Or if he did he must have missed him. But it was hard to miss such a nervous critter; he had to have been offered a job right then and there. That calmed Onyx. If someone seeming to be in the wrong place could be offered a job, then certainly he could get the out of state one he was hoping for and more than qualified for. Thoughts entered his mind though- maybe the snow leopard was offered his job, maybe that was the only job at all.
He barely missed walking into the wolf as he stopped at an office door. The wolf gave him another look, and Onyx gave a flustered blush, he really needed to get out of his own head.
He was led into the nice-looking office room, having to wait longer for his interviewer to finally get in. He needed a distraction, needed to stay out of his own mind. He looked through the pictures on the shelves to maybe gain some kind of insight into his interviewer. Seeing pictures of a tiger doing many different things with other people- he figured that the striped feline was his guy. A tiger, not a bear. He felt his shoulders relax, even though he didn't realize those had been tense.
Continuing to look through all of the pictures, it just ended up being things that didn't interest the young cat: the first picture had the tiger fishing with a couple of older animals, a younger version of the tiger in the next picture playing basketball, and in the next a middle-aged tiger lifting weights. There wasn't anything in these pictures that could help him relate. The cat decided to just go and sit down. Just as he gave up trying to find clues to help the interview, he thought he glanced something in a fourth picture, turned just off-kilter that he didn't get a full look. His neck fur stood on edge.
It was his mind playing tricks on him, it had to be. This morning's dreams and fear were harder to deal with than usual. That's all it was. He took a deep breath and took a look back at the picture.
The tiger stood in front of a wooden shack in a park, but there was a very blurry shot of a bear in the background of the shot! Onyx reeled back, a full blown panic igniting over him, goose bumps instantly covering his arms. The cheetah wanted to run, but instead took a deep breath, looking again. It was just an ordinary bear, not the monster that haunted his dreams. Onyx let out an audible sigh. Not all bears are going to get you… relax! Yet still, he stared at the photo. The panic bringing back his tenseness, and his mind prickled as he looked.
The door opened, and Onyx felt his heart jump through his chest to his throat, but standing there was just the tiger from the pictures. Onyx cleared his throat and tried to compose himself, knowing he seemed jumpy and paranoid, even to someone that didn't know him well.
He held out his paw for a shake and the tiger took it, before realizing how wet it was. The tiger looked quizzically at the younger cat who could just squeak out a “nervous” and a worried smile.
“No need to be nervous! It's just a simple interview, sit and relax, I'm sure you'll do fine!”
----
About 10 minutes into the interview, finally relaxed after breezing through some easy questions, the cheetah regained his confidence. He sat up straight, engaged in the tiger's stories, relating his own experience to the tiger's as he pointed out how each picture changed his life for him, overcoming some obstacle and how those led him to where he was now.
As the tiger pointed out the first picture, the cheetah's eyes glazed the fourth photo again, and immediately it felt as though a dark cloud was over his head, his focus drawn to it. Time stood still. It was just him and the picture in that moment and this time the bear was much more in focus. It was him! There was no denying it this time-
“Hey, are you there?!”
The cheetah was knocked out of his extreme gaze, apologizing to the tiger, though glancing back over. The picture was back to normal, the bear out of focus.
“You seem to be interested in that picture, huh?” The tiger smiled and grabbed hold of the frame. “Well. Funny story about this day…” the tiger went off on a story about the day of the picture and the young cat nodded along, pretending to care but not paying attention.
“-then this guy asked for a change!” The cheetah blinked, coming back into the story with a slight shock, trying to remember what was fully said. It couldn't be anything like what he thought.
“A change?”
“Yeah, his cub needed a change!”
The cheetah's eye twitched. “His c-cub?”
“Yeah! His cub was a bit older than cubs usually would be, but I was sure I had a change just for him somewhere. We've been friends since then!” 
The cheetah's heart was pounding hard. It wasn't... It couldn't... It was a coincidence! He had to get out of here.
Loudly, to drown out the thoughts from his head the cat stood up and excused himself to the bathroom. Just a breather.
Onyx washed his face off, trying to get himself under control. He couldn't blow his only chance to get out of here, away from this whole nonsense around every corner. He looked up into the mirror, seeing his worried eyes and how silly he must seem, freaking out over nothing.
He inhaled deeply to calm himself down and headed back to the tiger's office. As he was about to enter he could hear the tiger talking.
“Yeah, the little cat is very nervous; you must be doing a number on the poor thing.”
The cheetah swallowed and stood there a little longer.
“Oh no, that doesn't mean I don't want to have fun. Been hoping for more fun with you since the last time your cub needed some quality time and someone fun to wear. Definitely more enjoyable leaving this one with the memory.” He chuckled and purred. There was a weird emphasis on the word cub, almost like he wasn’t talking about an actual cub, but that didn’t matter, Onyx knew he had to leave right now. 
As fast and as silent as he could, Onyx rushed away from the office. As he hit the fancy entrance, the cheetah ran out the front door to the busy but small main street crowd.
He ran sloppily, especially for a cheetah, but he was scared and constantly looking over his shoulder. He bumped into the random pedestrians that happened to be just slightly in his path, knocking a few down as he ran. He could have sworn he saw the wolf from behind the desk at the office chase after him as he escaped the office, but he must have lost him in the small crowd.
The cheetah pulled off into an alley to catch his breath. He may have been good at running but his body and mind was already stressed and close to their limits and he had to just sit for a few minutes.
----
“--ou okay?!”
He must have passed out from the stress, just barely, as the next thing he was conscious of was a figure standing in front of him.
“Eh err… wha?” was all the cheetah could get out.
“Are you okay?” The figure came closer, putting his finger in front of the cat's eyes to see if they would follow.
“Y-yeah, I'm good, just must have been the hea-” As the figure pulled his finger back the cheetah's eyes finally focused on him. It was the wolf that was chasing him. It was Lowie, the one that led him to the interview room, pushing him towards a new nightmare. His panic rose instantly and he tried to stand.
“Whoa! Hey, hey! Relax!” The wolf placed his paw onto the cheetah's shoulder to try and calm him, thinking the heat must have gotten to the panicked feline. Instead in the moment his paw made contact with the cheetah's body, the wolf froze, eyes wide.
The cheetah stared back, unsure what just happened. The wolf continued to touch his shoulder and stare blankly and silent. The cheetah tried to push his paw off, but instead of knocking him off, it slid down his chest- slowly and still in contact with the cheetah.
“Hey! What's gotten into you?! What the hell are you doing?!” The cheetah stood, but the wolf continued to touch him. Onyx grabbed hold of the wolf's arm and pulled it, but it didn't budge. He looked directly at the frozen wolf, becoming paler by the second.
“What the fuck is going on?!” The cheetah started to pull on the arm. Somehow the wolf had super strength; he must have to be able to hold himself in place like this. He began to use the wolf's body as leverage, continuing to pull hard but to no avail. This was a mistake though, the wolf's body now also “sticking” to him. 
“Oh fuck, oh fuck!” The wolf began to shift, becoming plumper as his body turned more and more white. The cheetah recognized this, and that scared him more, this poor wolf was somehow going through his own nightmare in front of him.
“Oh god! I didn't do this! You'll be okay!” I hope. He could have sworn he heard a whine from the pale, transforming wolf, but it could have been his mind playing with him, blaming himself for this ordeal, guilting him to feel that this was his fault.
The wolf began to shift more, connecting to the cheetah more and more as he changed. The wolf contoured to his body plumping up, his fur becoming a soft plastic. 
The cheetah stood in panic, unsure what to do to help the poor wolf, not even realizing his own predicament of wearing the puffy wolf garment. The top of his pants slowly disappeared, being replaced by the diaper as the wolf came into contact with its backside. The wolf-diaper continued to wrap and contour until it surrounded the entire crotch and bottom of the cheetah, wrapping itself around the tail and his hips and thighs. For just a moment, the garment became painful as it tightened itself to the cat’s body, wolf face appearing on the diaper for everyone to see if anyone happened to look.
And then it became silent.
The cheetah didn't even realize how loud the wolf was once he became a crinkly plastic, he was just concerned for him. But now with the transformation finished, it was creepy how silent it was, him alone, wearing a former wolf as a diaper. Just as he had been worn in the past. 
Somehow the bear had caused this, but he wasn't around, it was just an empty alleyway. And he was standing there in just the wolf diaper and a shirt. He tried to pull the diaper off but it wouldn't budge from place, just as the wolf's paw couldn't pull off him. 
The cheetah tried to breathe in slowly, a different panic forming. He had no way to get the poor wolf off. There was only two people he knew of that could know what was going on: the bear and the tiger. He swallowed and tried again with all his strength, pushing his newly poofy butt against the wall grabbing the front waistband, trying to break the hold on him, but all it did was cause the wolf padding to settle tighter to his bottom.
He whined and looked down at the diaper, the wolf print staring back at him on the front looking worried and scared. He knew that feeling too well. He had to get him off, and back to normal. That meant he had to go see the bear. The one that caused all this. And he had to go back to the tiger, as he knew where the bear was. Whimpering, the cheetah stood trying to gain some confidence. He was going to have to face his repeated nightmare, there wasn't a choice now.
To make things worse the cheetah finally realized that all that was left of his pants were the pant legs cut off by the transformation. He would have to go through the bustling street in broad daylight wearing this diaper out on the open. And it wasn't going to be bad just for him, the wolf worked nearby; people would definitely recognize the face of someone they saw every day on the front of the diaper.
He gulped and stepped out onto the street, trying to just push through the embarrassment, and show confidence. People won't care if you're confident, right?! He tried, beginning to walk forward through the crowd; his back straight, tail arched- anything to act like he owned this so that it wasn't as embarrassing. Instead, as he walked the other pedestrians stopped talking and stared, or turned to look. Others walking on the same sidewalk as him gave him a wide berth. Instead of confident he felt his blush reach his ears, the crowd pointing and whispering about him and the wolf-diaper plenty of them surely recognized.
He tried to rush his way down the street, trying to quickly move through the crowd without running as to try to attract less attention; the wolf-diaper's crinkle seemingly louder at every step. By the time they reached the office building, the cheetah was shaking from enough embarrassment that he almost forgot how scared entering the building made him, ready to hide away forever in its depths away from all the eyes and chatter. From the blush on the face of the wolf, the feline knew he was probably feeling a little bit of the embarrassment himself.
Closing the front door to the office building though, the feelings of dread fell back over him. Not only did closing the door cut off the feeling of the eyes and the whispers that seemed so much louder than they were in reality, but the office itself felt silent, stale. No one was here. It was still the middle of the work day. The hair on the back of the cat's neck stood up again and he started slowly walking towards the tiger's office. Each step elicited a loud crinkle from the wolf on his crotch, echoing through the empty hallway. The diaper was so loud in the soundless void of an empty office in the middle of a day that it seemed to drown out everything except the cheetah's own pounding heart.
He saw it, the door to the tiger's office. It was in the corner at the end of the hall, just as it was this morning. Unlike all the other offices he passed, this one was still open, lights on, creepily inviting him to come in. The cheetah paused for a second, losing almost all of his courage, but he had to get there. His body took over, mind engulfed in worry and paranoia, but he still made it toward the office. As he turned into it he closed his eyes and walked in. 
The tiger sat at his desk, smiling at the cheetah dressed in the diaper.
“Bathroom break took you long enough, huh?” He pointed to the cheetah's plastic garment. “Guess you had to find a way to take your bathroom with you.” He chuckled to himself and smirked at the cheetah. It wasn’t a happy smirk, behind that half smile his real intentions showed through: dark intentions that made the cheetah shiver.
Onyx swallowed and took a deep breath, shuffling towards the desk as he stammered out questions. “What is going on?” He gripped the waistband of the diaper. “Why did this happen? What do you have to do with it? A-and…” The cheetah whimpered, standing in front of the desk. “What do you want with me?”
The tiger stood up and walked over to him. He towered over him, menacingly this time, and pushed the cheetah into the same chair he had sat in for the interview just a few hours earlier. The cat bounced down on it with a floof from the diaper-wolf getting sat on quickly, air pressure inside the plastic body being pushed into whatever air pocket it could escape to before slowly (and assuredly achingly for the diaper critter- the wolf's face turning into a pained expression) releasing.
“Have a drink.” The tiger used his fake doing-an-interview way of talking he had done earlier.
The cheetah looked at it and shook his head, unsure what was going on. Not to mention still a little shocked over the aggressive movement against him.
“Drink!” The aggressive voice boomed through the office, vibrating through the cheetah. He quickly turned and downed the drink, choking at the alcoholic burn going down.
“See, isn't that better? A whiskey will always help fried nerves.”
The tiger began to slowly walk throughout the office, picking up and occasionally swinging a golf club in his paw, showing the cheetah that he was in control; Onyx's predicament was casual to him. 
“You know, if you weren't so twitchy earlier, you wouldn't be going through all this. But, I can't say that this isn't much more enjoyable.” He turned and smiled at Onyx, leaning on his golf club. “In fact, I love it when someone looks so worried.”
Onyx squirmed a little. Unsure if it was the tiger’s look, his words, or something else making him extremely uncomfortable.
“Though it's also very enjoyable when they don't know anything, knowing you used and abused them.” He pointed to the diaper on the cheetah. “Like poor Lowie here, always surprised when he becomes someone's crap catcher. But it's not like he can help it.” The tiger grinned at the diaper. “Ever since I found him when my friend's cub needed a change, he's been such a good diaper. For cubs and adults alike.”
The face on the diaper looked as though he was in shock, no longer processing anything the tiger was saying. Not that the cheetah was doing better. His uncomfortableness grew and he started to squirm and sweat.
“Of course, I heard just how good of a diaper you were.” The tiger reached his finger under the cheetah's chin and pushed so that the cheetah was forced into looking into the stronger feline's eyes. How unforgiving and mean they looked now compared to when he first met him earlier that day. His arms grew goose bumps as he was forced to stare into those orange eyes. “It's such a shame though, not getting to use you myself. At least not until my friend gets his paws on you again.”
A panic instantly filled the cheetah's body, enough for his fight or flight instincts to kick in, jumping up and pushing the tiger away from him. But the cheetah didn't get more than a step before his stomach cramped. He stopped, unable to move without cramp pain. The tiger laughed.
“Where are you going? Should relax. As I said, a little whiskey should calm your nerves…” the tiger grabbed hold of the cheetah's tail and held it tightly, lifting it up aggressively. A rumble and a long, slow frrrrt escaped into the wolf diaper, the tiger holding the tail to force it out. “And the laxative I put into it makes you fill the poor, poor diaper stuck on your butt.” 
The wolf face almost looked cross eyed, having to deal with the gas forced out of the spotted cat. The cheetah stood there, fighting a losing fight with his stomach, grabbing hold of it tightly as it gurgled and grumbled.
Another slow fart rumbled out of the cheetah's bottom. The tiger sat down on the chair the cheetah jumped out of, continuing to hold the weaker cat's tail, laughing as he watched the predicament he caused and the struggle the cheetah was going through. The wolf face on the diaper turned a slight green on the cheeks as it endured the nasty smell escaping from the cat, engulfing and being absorbed into his body. Barely any of the scent escaped the plastic shell, the wolf-diaper getting the brunt of it.
The cheetah groaned and grunted as he was forced to let out more and more gas, collapsing on his knees at the abdominal pain, the intense laxative preparing a horrible storm for the poor wolf to hold. 
“Hmm… I have an idea!” The tiger jumped up letting go of the cat's tail, it flopping to the ground and giving the cheetah a reprieve of gassing the poor wolf-diaper. He walked around to the front of the cheetah and placed a finger on his chin, once again lifting the spotted face up to stare him in the eyes. The cheetah's fur was soaked with tears and he begged to stop. The tiger clearly enjoyed this a lot, a bit of a bulge sat under the tiger's pants. “Now if you can wait to fill the wolf until your bear friend gets here, you'll be free to go!”
The cheetah whimpered and let out another long fart. Clearly his body was almost ready to let go whether he wanted to let it out or not. The tiger knew this and was confident in his bet.
“And if you fail…” the tiger started undoing his belt, “I'm sure you know more than I do about what you'll have to go through,” he paused and looked down at the wolf diaper, “and what the wolf is going to go through soon enough.” He chuckled and started to unzip. “But in case you want a reminder…” He pulled his pants down and facing the cheetah's nose was an extremely soaked, drooping diaper- clearly on the brink of leaking. But what was even worse was the picture of a poor snow leopard emblazoned on the front, the usual white fur yellowed from the urine soaking the diaper body. 
The tiger's bulge pressed against the front right into the face print, slightly distorting it, the cheetah unable to make out the face completely. But… but he had seen whoever they were somewhere before. The intestinal pain aching through the cheetah made it hard for him to think. The tiger rubbed at the swollen plastic, giving a full view of the feline that made up his used diaper. The face finally registered in the cheetah's teary eyes: the face of the interviewee right before him. The one who had disappeared. He had been a diaper for this tiger since then. During the interview, during the cheetah's freak out, during the transformation of the wolf, and the return. The tiger had used and abused the snow leopard for hours.
He squished the plastic to him. “Every employee has to be fully tested.” He laughed and squeezed his bulge in his paw. “I don't know about this one. Can't rely on him to take the brunt of the work. Too close to being full after only a few short hours. Didn't even get to fill it yet.” He pulled on one of the tapes, the rip of the tape echoing through the room. “Guess I'm going to have to reject them. Just a soaked diaper and nothing more.” He pulled the other tape off and the diaper critter dropped to the floor with a loud plop. The tiger's member bounced out as the diaper dropped, clearly loving everything.
The cheetah's tail flagged unintentionally as he watched the horrible scene forced in front of his face. A small frrt again rippled through the diaper and a fresh cramp attacked his stomach and intestines. He needed to hold back. He could. He had to…
The tiger picked up the snow leopard diaper on the ground and shook his head, balling it up. Then opened a door in the room showing, in what should be a small closet for work materials, a strange looking machine and a large bin connected to it. He squeezed the balled up diaper, eliciting a squish noise as the snow leopard’s body tried to absorb more of the wetness inside, before dropping it into the bin.
“Such a waste… Couldn't even hold enough piss.” The tiger began to pee into the bin, on top of the poor feline inside- right onto the cat-diaper’s face. “I'll let you think about your worth for a while. And maybe you'll soak up a bit more before then!”
A groan and a loud frrt-squish and the sound of expanding plastic filled the quiet room. The tiger turned and faced the cheetah, the younger cat holding his stomach tightly, groaning. The tiger grinned and came over to the cheetah, grabbing the tail again and lifting it, watching almost giddily. A large bulge pushed out into the wolf-diaper. As soon as the tiger lifted the tail, there was no more holding back for the poor cheetah, lump after lump pushing into the wolf's crinkly body, expanding him and stretching him out.
The crinkling as the laxative induced load pushed out into the diaper echoed loudly in the room, the only noise besides the cheetah's grunts and whines and the tiger's chuckles. It felt so loud in his ears, his senses reminding him how he was using… 
The wolf! In his panic and cramp-pain state of mind he had forgotten about the poor wolf that he was using. He looked down at it, the face on it now undoubtedly looking greener and a little freaked out. The cheetah managed to squeak out a tiny “I'm sorry…” before another wave passed over him, pushing another lump into the plastic body, already stretched far behind him. This caused the load already in the diaper to spread out more- mostly towards the front, settling right under the disturbed and sickened face print.
Onyx finally finished filling up the diaper, his body relaxing. Though with his bowels emptied harshly, as he tried to relax his tailhole he felt a second pressure release from him. He tried to stop it, but his body wouldn't listen, a small spot on the front of the diaper, right next to the wolf face turning an off-white yellow and swelling. As his body released it, it wanted to release more. The cheetah held back and whined. His sore full bladder and smell of full diaper bringing his thoughts back to the bathroom where this all started. His head hung low, drooping his ears. He was feeling horrible about using the wolf even though it was impossible to avoid, and feeling embarrassed sitting in a full diaper. And felt naive about the whole job thing. It was too good to be true; he wanted to get the bear out of his thoughts and instead led himself right to the bear. And like he would even help in his previous predicament. Yeah, the diaper wolf needed help and he couldn't get him off, but they weren't going to help, they just wanted to give more embarrassment and have more fun with him.
Large feet came into his view and he looked up seeing the man of his nightmares standing right in front of him.
“You started the fun without me.” He growled-laughed, almost teasingly at the tiger. The second his voice vibrated through the cheetah's ears his fear dialed up to ten. His bladder released at once, just as it did from the bear in the bathroom. 
The sizzle as the cheetah's pee hit the wolf-diaper filled the bear's ears. They twitched a little and he smirked looking down at the frozen cheetah, and crouched to his level staring directly into the cat's eyes. His arm began to rise and the cheetah instinctively flinched and closed his eyes.
“Told you I'd be seeing you again.” The bear patted the diaper rear to the cheetah’s dismay, smashing the mess both into the cheetah's bottom and into the wolf's diaper body. “I see my tiger friend here has been keeping you busy.” He laughed and stood back up, crossing over to the tiger behind the cheetah. A soft moan came from the tiger. “Mmm, you deserve a nice reward for bringing my favorite diaper back to me.” A slurp and squish noise was heard behind the cheetah.
Onyx tried to stand, but his legs felt like they were stuck firmly in place. It had to have been the bear’s touch! He was stuck, again! The cheetah’s tears began anew. More moans and slurps were heard, echoing through the quiet room for the next few minutes.
“Mmm maybe… maybe we should… oh you're good, I've missed this.” A deep moan escaped from the bear. A slurp and small pop was heard and there was a purr. “Maybe we should enjoy ourselves with our favorite diapers.” There was another deep purr and a loud suck. Then it was silent. The only noise was a sniffle from the cheetah.
Both the bear and tiger appeared out in front of the teary eyed, stuck cheetah. Naked and hard. The bear once again reached over and the cheetah whined and squirmed, feeling tingles all over his body. He knew what was happening! He relived it constantly! Before the cheetah turned, the extremely used wolf-diaper slid down from him, bear taking hold and pulling the cheetah out of it. The mush filled wolf was held out by the bear towards the tiger, as a parent would hold out a pair of pants to a kid too young to dress themselves. The tiger blushed and came forward, stepping into the used and abused wolf. The bear pulled the messy diaper onto the striped feline as far up as it could go, squishing the cheetah's mess against the tiger and squishing the mess throughout all of Lowie.
“Ooo wee! That cat sure did a number on this guy! Phew!” The bear rubbed the diaper-wolf, and it seemed to plump up. It stayed as full as it had been, but the entire garment seemed to get thicker- the tiger's legs spreading wider apart. The yellow-tinted wolf face on the front had an even more fearful and slightly pained face as he expanded. “Now there we go, an appropriate size for daddy's big stinker!” 
“Thankies, daddy!” The tiger's entire stature changed, subtle subby qualities showed throughout his body. His tail lifted, his ears down, and he held his head in a slightly downward angle. The cheetah would have given a strange look towards the pair if it was under any other circumstance, instead his body started to compress and change.
The bear pulled the tiger into a hug and squeezed the full rear eliciting a purr from the regressed feline. “Mmm, want more of your reward while we wait for daddy's diaper?”
The tiger moaned in response and kneeled right in front of the bear, the diaper bottom sitting right in front of the cheetah's face, forcing him to smell his own mess. He wanted to gag, but his diaper filling was starting to take over; he couldn't elicit a noise. But the two didn't care, the tiger taking the bear’s hard member into his muzzle, all the while rubbing Lowie hard against himself.
The cheetah started to turn white, and began to shrink- certain parts of him flattening out, others puffing outwards. The fur on his face started becoming a plasticky material while other parts, as he couldn't tell what was front or back of his body anymore, became a fluffy, cottony material. As he shrunk and contorted into a shape of a diaper, the tiger's full rear got closer and closer to him until he was sitting on top of the now diaper-cheetah. The smell was overwhelming. If they got out of this the cheetah would owe the poor wolf drinks forever for having to endure this awful smell.
The tiger began bouncing on top of the diaper-critters, really mushing the mess against him as he pawwed into Lowie's diaper face. 
The bear stepped backwards from what little the cheetah could see when the tiger bounced off his diaper-face, causing a pop as he left the feline's muzzle. The tiger followed him trying to get more, crawling onto the ground in front, giving the diaper-cat some respite and fresh air.
“Such a good little tiger tyke, but daddy is needing a potty break. Wanna help get daddy into his own diaper?!” The bear rubbed the tiger's head fluff, and the tiger bounced happily and crawled with enthusiasm over to the diaper that was sitting in the cheetah's old place. The tiger was so cub-like in his motions that, if the cheetah didn't just see him happily blow the bear and paw himself, he would have thought that the tiger was another spell of the bear. Instead it was just a kinky role-play for them while they abused other furs.
The cheetah was lifted, getting dizzy as the cub-like behavior from tiger swung him around the room, getting glances of everything. Of the bear's naked body lying there, hard and dripping. Of the tiger and his cub like expression. Of the defeated look of the wolf on the tiger's diaper. Then he swung in front of a mirror and saw himself. The cheetah wanted to cry; instead he just saw the face his diaper-self, sporting a teary eyed version of himself. 
He was flopped onto the ground next to the bear's waist, a bit of the bear's musk filling the pocket of air created as he was plopped down, slowly soaking into the cheetah-diaper, filling his senses with the horny, needy scent. The tiger slid him under the brown rear, flashbacks just pouring through him- begging himself to wake up. But the chubby rear came down on top and slowly squashed his backside, his inner fluff squishing and compressing to accommodate the large bear. 
The bear wiggled on the soft diaper, getting himself comfortable on the cat. Stopping for a second, he grunted and let out a small but long, high pitched frrt, echoing and vibrating through the diaper critter. The smell absorbing right into the padding, the cheetah would have started sobbing yet again if it had been possible.
The tiger pulled the cheetah's front side up and looked down at the teary face once again on the padding, laughing heartily. “Your diaper can't wait to be used! You can see it in his eyes!” He pulled the cheetah over the bear's groin, stretching and pulling the cheetah tight and in many directions, feeling like he was being pulled apart. But in the back of his mind he knew the bear wouldn't let that happen. It would end the cat's torture too soon.
The cheetah then felt a tear, and heard the riiip to go with it. He would have screamed. He thought his last idea was coming true- that he was just going to be pulled apart. Instead he felt more stretching and then felt another part of himself touching his front. It was the tape part of himself. That still meant bad news though; he was getting trapped to the bear. A second riiip on the other side of the cheetah, followed by more pressure on his front, signaled to him that he was fully trapped, surrounding the bear’s musky crotch. That was almost all he could smell right now.
The tiger let go of the diaper-cat, but the pressure of being pulled didn't end there. He realized that he was holding himself to the bear- not under his own free will of course, but it still made him want to whine. There was also a pressure pushing right against his face… something just constantly feeling like it was going to break right through it. He then felt the throb and felt his insides suck up a little bit of wetness. The cheetah wanted to gag; it was the bear's dick! It was like the inside of his entire front was sucking him, engulfing the thick bear member. The bear rubbed the front of the diaper, enjoying its feel against his needy meat.
Standing up, the bear looked into the mirror, continuing to rub himself, enjoying how he was treating his prisoner. Onyx was forced to look in front of him into the mirror, seeing himself sitting on the bear's crotch, any time the bear’s paw moved off his eyes. His face bulge outwards. More than the snow leopard did on the tiger’s crotch, it almost made the muzzle on the face print look 3D, pushing out almost just the right length away from his eyes and cheeks as it usually did. It made the experience feel all the more real.
The bear grinned. “Mm, yes, this is exactly where little shits like you belong. To be used as a toilet over and over. My little toilet. I want you to see as you're freshness is taken. I want that in your mind forever!” He moaned softly and his breathing stifled, concentrating for a second before a dribble escaped the hard member into the cheetah's absorbable insides, forced to suck it up into himself. He felt the heat first, just under the backside of his face, but the hot stream continued and began to slowly spread. He saw it in the mirror, his white turning to an off-white. He could see the liquid appearing under his plastic skin, spreading up and down, left and right and directly towards his face! He wanted to scream for him to stop, but even if the bear could hear him it was too late. He felt the warmth hit his face area, his lighter yellow furred cheeks turning a darker yellow as he was stained with the bear’s urine. The bear rubbed even more as he wet into the cheetah, making sure to spread his piss to as many dry places of the cat-diaper as he could. 
The cheetah felt defeated, his nightmare coming true; forced to watch it as it happened too. All he could smell and taste was the bear's musk and urine. His front was filled and he couldn't help it. Couldn't do anything but take it. The bear knew it, the cheetah's face-print showed it. 
“Mmm, what's wrong little diaper? You should be happy; you're serving your purpose. Nothing but a little piss holder…” He grunted and a frrt echoed through the cheetah causing the face print to turn a slight green in the cheeks as his entire being absorbed the scent. “Oh, that must be why! Haven't served your true purpose yet!”
The cheetah face went wide eyed as he begged as much as he could, but there was no one that could or would listen. The bear squatted slightly and grunted another fart emptying into the diaper, expanding the plastic a little before the ripe air soaked itself into the cat. The bear smiled and turned just slightly so his profile view could be seen in the mirror- probably to watch him filling himself, but also to make sure the cat got to watch the soiling of his body. 
Another grunt and the cheetah felt it, a push against his backside. Similar to the push against his front side, but he knew it was an even worse thing pushing into his body. The smell hit him next. As the bear defecated into the cheetah’s body the smell completely entrenched the inside, filling the cheetah-diaper with the rancid smell. The cheetah face once again turned green and cross-eyed, unable to do anything but take the bear’s sewage into himself. Staring forward into the mirror, as he was forced to do so, he saw the bulging bottom of the bear. If not for feeling and smelling the horror unfolding inside himself, he would believe that he was just watching a bear fill a normal diaper on a video. It felt surreal to him, his mind unable to comprehend and combine what was happening and what he was seeing even though deep down he knew he was being used and abused.
The bear’s first log pushed into the diaper-cat, making a nice bulge physically appear on his bottom, but he definitely wasn’t finished. He grunted and pushed, letting load after load push into the cheetah’s plasticky frame, stretching the cat-crinkle out, and spreading the mess inside up the back and the front.
The tiger came up to the bear and groped the bulging mess against the bear’s bottom. “Daddy knows how to show off! Always making such a big mess in his diapers!”
The bear grabbed hold of the cub-like tiger and pulled him in close, looking at each other in the mirror. The cheetah could see the wolf-diaper on the feline and saw that he was much more soaked than he had been before, the fur on the wolf print even somehow looking wet.
The two of them began to kiss and rub along each other as they watched, the fronts of both diapers bulging out as they enjoyed each other’s company. The bear grabbed hold of the tiger and grabbed the wolf-diaper’s face, the tiger’s member pushing out underneath, eliciting a moan from the feline and a cringe-face from the wolf on the diaper. But it didn’t matter to the bear or the tiger what their diapers were enjoying, all that mattered was how they felt playing with each other. The tiger was pulled into the bear close, the two diapers finally being rubbed together, bulging faces being pushed into each other as they started to hump and rub against each other. 
The bear started to drip into the cheetah again, never quite losing his hard-on when he was wetting, cheetah-diaper soaking up more and more of his pre as the cheetah squashed into the poor wolf, the two diaper critters grimacing and cringing as they were forced together. The tiger began to moan hard and whine at each hump into him, begging for release, bear laughing and moaning himself. The bear gripped the tiger and turned him around, bending him over, the used rear of the diaper-wolf fully on display right in front of the cheetah-diaper. He began to hump hard into the tiger, pressing himself hard with each thrust into the cat. The cheetah smelt the mess in the wolf- his own mess- and he wanted to faint. It was too much. But it didn’t matter, the cheetah continued to stay conscious through it all. 
The bear humped even harder into the bulgy bottom, moaning and grunting. The tiger rubbed at himself as his “daddy” pounded into the messy bottom, smushing the wolf-diaper and its contents all against himself, the contents mushing around inside the plastic of the wolf and spreading all over. The tiger began to whimper, and the cheetah-diaper felt a push back against himself, pushing between the wolf-diaper in front of him and the bear member behind him.
The bear growled and began to pound against the tiger harder, the cheetah feeling like he was being increasingly stretched as the bear became harder and harder and pressed into the striped cat harder and harder. The tiger whined, subilly, and dropped to all fours- tail up, just needing his bear daddy to hump him more. The bear obliged of course, smashing the tiger’s diaper as he began to get closer and closer to his own orgasm.
    The cheetah continued to beg to pass out, his body sending signals to his mind that he was going to, but his diaper-self was unable to do anything but be a diaper. He had to endure the scents of all the messes around him, the pressures of the humping, the horrible feelings of having to be a toilet for the bear, all the abuse, and all the other small things that was caused by being a diaper.
    The bear pressed into the messed diaper hard, whimpering as he started to cum into the cheetah-diaper front. The cheetah soaking up his load as much as his body would allow. The tiger under the bear pushed back into the cheetah-diaper, and the bear’s member, rubbing his own member in the wolf-diaper hard, finishing into the wolf with a loud and subby cry. Both bear and tiger twitching and moaning as they each came thick and hard into the diaper-critters they each wore, soaking both diapers with their seed and making them have to absorb their musky, sexual mess. They sat there tight to each other for a few minutes as they soaked the diapers with their sticky loads, an obviously intense and enjoyable orgasm for each of them, diapers still throbbing from their occupant’s hard throbs, even after the two finished emptying into the diapers.
The bear collapsed to the floor, letting go of the tiger, giving the cheetah a respite from breathing in his own mess. His eyes were crossed on the diaper print, unable to focus from the bulging and the squishing. He felt as though his face had to have been stretched and smeared from the pair’s aggressions with each other. The relief from the two finally separating lasted only a few seconds though, the bear dropping to the ground making him land directly on the big bulgy bottom, squashing and staining the inside of the cheetah's body with his ripe smelling mess, alighting the cheetah's senses anew, forcing him to breathe on the horrible scent of the fresh mess all at once. His body absorbed the wretched bathroom-like air, taking it all in, in any small pocket the air could reach, front to back. He smelt like the bear's mess, all over, and his own body made sure of it. 
Not to be outdone though, the tiger plopped himself right onto the bear's lap, the diaper bottom landing right onto the cheetah-diaper's still bulged nose. The cheetah knew that Lowie would have just experienced the same as he had, diaper bottom just sucking up the scent. He must have the whole time the bear humped too. 
A fart vibrated from the tiger above the cheetah diaper, rumbling through the squishy wolf-diaper backside, but escaping through the thick mess and padding all the same. The cheetah whined to himself, knowing what was coming above his poor face.
With a squelch a bulge started pushing into the mess already there, squishing everything around, pushing the load already inside up to the poor wolf face. It pushed against the cheetah nose, and the bear pushed back- his dick becoming fully hard again as his playmate used the diaper critter. Before the tiger even finished the bear began to bounce him on his lap, squashing the mess around the second it entered the wolf diaper. Moans, farts, crinkles and squishes filled the room as they enjoyed their messy company once again.
Onyx wondered just how much more both of them could take, definitely feeling fully used, abused, and stretched to his limits already. But, his dreams were really true, and he knew that they'd make it last however long they wanted to. He already saw the bear increase the padding on the wolf-diaper just so the tiger could use it more. They were stuck.
----
The bear gripped the tiger's messy diaper front, the poor wolf-diaper fully used throughout the long hours of the night. The diaper was being played with yet again, the wolf muzzle on the print squelching as it was squashed out of place.
“Been such a good little tiger cub for daddy tonight that I have one last surprise!” He leaned in and kissed the tiger as he had numerous times already that night. The two diaper fronts pressed together, the two critters forced to stare at each other as they rubbed together. Not long though, the cheetah diaper surprisingly sliding down the bear as the two continued to kiss. The bear's hard-on pulling against the squishy kitty face print, stretching it in ways the cheetah hadn't felt before, wishing he could whine or do anything to get him to stop. The pressure built and built until finally it was relieved, the member flopping out of the diaper-cat's waistband, slapping against the wolf diaper's face.
The cheetah diaper quickly slid to the ground after the bear released his dick, plopping on the ground with a nasty squelch. The contents of the diaper rearranging themselves inside the kitty as he hit the ground, grossing the cheetah out as he thought of where everything went.
The bear stepped himself out of the cheetah's leg holes before breaking the kiss, tiger looking down at the disgusting diaper sitting on the floor and blushing, stepping his feet into the now vacant leg holes, backwards.
“Go on, put on daddy's mess!” The bear kneeled down and pulled the full diaper up the tiger's legs into its new place, overtop of the wolf-diaper. The huge bear mess covering the front of the wolf face print and the bottom bulge pushing out the cheetah face, having settled just under the tailhole area.
The tiger ran his paw up and down the used cheetah-diaper covering the freshly abused wolf-diaper, making sure to push the two together with nasty squelch noises, trapping Lowie in the bear’s rancid mush.
The bear grabbed the cheetah’s waistband, slightly loose on the tiger from their size difference, and pulled it open, releasing the over used diaper scent to their noses once again, and giving Lowie a view of the bear staring down to his mess covered print. The bear’s cock pointed into the diaper, pointing directly at the wolf. A dribble at first, the bear began to pee into the overused cheetah and right on the diaper critter’s face stuck inside, washing off the muck for this moment, completely covering his face and plastic with the musky urine till his bladder emptied. Without even saying anything, the bear just squashed the cheetah-diaper right back into the wolf, re-spreading the gross mess against the poor wolf.
The bear, reinvigorated by causing both the wolf and the cheetah more grief, grabbed hold of his “cub,” almost instantly bending him over, and began to pound himself against the tiger’s rear and right onto the outside of the cheetah-diaper’s face print. With each thrust there was squelching and squashing, nasty noises coming from inside the cheetah and the wolf.
The bear didn’t last long, his final orgasm for the night coming over him, staring at the grossed out, yellow-tinted, bulgy face of the cheetah he had used completely over the night. He began to cum hard up the tiger’s backside, his cum arcing from the diaper, splashing against the cheetah and up the stripped back. He made sure to stain the cheetah’s diaper face, the cheetah getting the brunt of the bear’s seed covering his face. The tiger wiggled his bottom, murring happily, enjoying the bear’s finish against him.
Grabbing hold of the tiger’s waist, the bear slid the diapers down by their waistbands, together, before both plopped on the ground- Lowie still stuck inside the cheetah. The wolf diaper squelched along with the rest of the diaper’s contents. The tiger stepped out of the diapers and the pair walked off and out of the office room, disappearing for what felt like forever; the diapers just stewed in their messes, unable to do anything about it.
It was the first time in a very long day and night that Onyx was finally able to actually think about what had gone on and he just wanted to sob. Everything he had feared and more so had happened, and he didn’t even know what was going to come next. Of course, he knew that none of it was his choice now anyways. It never was. The months on months of psychological torture, the job offer and belief that he was going to escape, all of it was just a part of the bear’s punishment- just for annoying him one day, years ago.
    Lost in his own thoughts, he didn’t notice the bear re-enter the room until he was picked up, the mess and other full diaper inside him re-stretching him as gravity pulled his contents towards the ground again. The bear held the diaper in front of him and smiled at the cum-stained, teary-eyed cheetah face. 
“Such a mess, but you hold up so well. Just perfect for being a diaper. Cause that’s all you are and it's all you’re ever meant to be, nothing but a diaper to be used, abused, soiled and recycled until someone wants to enjoy themselves with you again.” 
The bear sat the diaper on the ground once more and forced a riiip, pulling the plastic skin a bit as the bear tore the tapes on the cheetah. He began to ball up the used kitty diaper, making sure all the contents inside, including the wolf diaper, squished and squashed around. He then picked up the heavy diaper, squeezing it with a chuckle for just a reminder of the mess, and dropped him into the bin in the closet; the diaper-cat noticed the weird machine was labeled as a recycler as the bear brought him close to it. He dropped on top of the pissed on snow leopard the tiger had used the day before with a small splash, sinking in next to the used, bloated diaper. The top of the bin was put back on, leaving the diapers sitting there in the dark until the bear or tiger were finally ready to use the recycler, left to just sit there in their mess for perhaps days to come.
----
    The cheetah sighed in the bathroom, staring at himself in the mirror. It had been months since the incident and honestly he felt better mentally since that day as his fate had been sealed. He wasn’t scared of what may happen; he knew exactly what did and what could happen. It was kind of a calming experience in a way. Even though it was the worst of his fears coming true, knowing that it had happened and will happen didn’t cause him too much fear any more.
    He closed his eyes, concentrating, still trying to get over peeing in a public bathroom. As he felt himself start, he opened his eyes to watch himself in the mirror and watching another employee walk by behind him on his way towards a urinal, unaware of the pissing cheetah standing by the mirrors.
    The cheetah wasn’t pissing on the ground though, unaware to most of the employees here, with the exception of his tiger “boss,” the feline had been forced to continue to wear the wolf- whose position he took over.
    Finally let out of the recycler, only Onyx came out; shaken of course, but finally freed of the messy and stinky prison. He felt like a new cat with a new appreciation for life, but noticed a crinkle as his tail moved happily. Looking down, he saw the wolf-diaper- clean, but still stuck as a diaper. The bear, laughing as the cheetah looked at it shocked, only chucked out that the recycler had an issue dealing with the diaper balled inside of another diaper, the wolf being forced to remain his diapered self- once again stuck on the cheetah rump. He could have easily fixed the wolf up, but instead wanted a reason for the cheetah to be stuck, and leaving him on the cheetah as he had been that fateful day, unable to be taken off. The bear was going to force the diaper critter to be used and abused by the cheetah day in and day out even if the cheetah didn’t want to, the bear’s magic cleaning the wolf every day. 
    There was also a question of where the snow leopard went, the bear just smiled, mentioning his outside now matched his usefulness. The cheetah didn’t question, why should he? No matter what he did the bear would only tell him and do to him what he wanted.
Onyx was getting used to it now, having to use the diaper for months, in every way. He even kind of liked it sometimes, especially when needing some release after a long tough day the warmth of the soaked wolf surrounding his crotch helped him reach his orgasms quick.
He grunted and his tail flagged. Well… looks like it's going to be a stinky day for the poor wolf. He thought to himself and chuckled, grunting more as with a muffled frrt and a crinkle, the wolf-diaper started to expand. 
Maybe he liked it more than he thought.
