Welcome to the Jungle...Nursery?

An Entirely Too Niche-y Kinky Story by Terinas Tiger

Part 1: Jacob

“Sheesh, Marcus was right. It's practically like a jungle in here.” Jacob wiped some
sweat from his brown as he walked towards the stairs going up. The hallway was lined
with more plants, and the green rugs seemed to be even going out of the entryway and
into the hall he’d found himself in. Although against his socks, it barely felt like rugs at
all. It was almost like soft, dry grass beneath his feet. And the air was as hot and humid
as steam. Whenever he took a breath, he almost felt like he was drinking it in. It swirled
around in his mind, the almost cloudy air fogging in his mind. Making it hard to think.

He found himself panting. “I'm going to boil myself in this thing.” He grumbled, as he
unzipped his winter jacket, tossing it on the ground next to a few of the tropical trees. “I'll
clean it up later.” he grumbled, before sniffing the shoulder of his deep midnight black
sweater. Ugh, | stink of sweat.”

“Leaving clothes on the floor?” The deep voice echoed around him, booming quietly.
“‘How very cubbish of you! | apurrrrove!”

Jacob’s eyes narrowed. He couldn’t quite tell where Louis’ voice had come from. But it
almost sounded like he’d been saying something from the floor above them. “What the
hell man?” He shouted, cupping two sweaty palms in front of his mouth. “Louis!”

He dashed down the hall, pumping his arms back and forth. “LOUIS! This shit isn’t
funny!” He just had to round a corner to get to the stairs.

“O000... naughty words!” The voice was quieter now, almost distant. “Your daddy would
wash your mouth out with soap, you naughty kitten!”

Growling, Jacob rounded the corner. His eyes went wide. “This. This isn’t possible.” The
stairs were enormous, nearly the width of a city street. Gray, misshapen stone steps
had replaced the gray fuzz of their carpeted staircase. The stone steps went up farther
than the human could see, past the cover of various green leaves forming a tree lining.
He blinked, before turning away and rubbing his eyes. “The hell?”



From up above, a voice echoed out. “Come and catch me! You're itt Come ooooon!”
There was a playful purr to it now, as Jacob heard it echoing from the peak of the stone
steps. “Nah nah! Can’t catch me, you pottymouth!”

In just a moment moment, Jacob forgot entirely about the impossibility of what he’d just
seen. “The fuck? Is this some kind of game to you, you bastard?!?” He snarled, vaulting
up the first few steps as he rushed upstairs. The steam in the air thinned as Jacob
climbed, but the heat didn’t seem to lessen. As he climbed, he found himself sweating.
It got worse as he cleared the treeline. The sun hung low in the sky, its rays beating
down on him. Beads of sweat formed along his forehead, and he found himself panting.
His black shirt and black pants grew moist, clinging to him almost like a second skin. He
stared up ahead of him. The stone stairs seemed to climb to some sort of flat
mountaintop. Had he been climbing a mountain all this time? Something felt wrong
about that, but Jacob couldn’t quite put his finger on what. Louis. His mind locked on his
goal. He had to find Louis. Figuring out what was wrong could wait.

He started to move again, but the heat was sapping his strength. His shirt was soaked
in sweat, and when he sniffed at himself, he reeked of the stuff. “Just need a moment.”
He mumbled, falling to his hands. The stairs felt cool to the touch.

“Poor weak little kitten! If walking like a big man’s so hard, perhaps you’d find it easier to
reach the top if you crawled on all fours!”

Louis’ voice rang out from the cliffs above him. Taunting him. Jacob panted, snarling up
towards the bright blue sky. “You know what?!? FINE! | will crawl!And I'll get there faster
than you think!” He growled, baring a pair of long, polished white fangs that glinted in
the sun. “I'll run up there on all fours, you bastard!” He growled in spite, new vigor filling
him suddenly. He felt ten years younger, at least. In a moment, he took off as fast as his
hands and feet could carry him. The scent of his own sweat seeming to grow stronger
as he ran, mixing with other scents. He could smell water nearby, and some mold
growing on some of the rocks on the mountain, as well as something masculine, and...
talcum powder, for some reason? As he climbed, he found how easy it was, moving
from a slow plodding crawl to a fast run, a small black tail starting to sprout out of his
sweaty, skin tight jeans, swaying back and forth as he ascended.

The peak of the mountain was flat, and the sound of running water hit Jacob’s ears as
he vaulted up the last few steps. “Hah! Take that! I'm faster than anyone!” He laughed,
tail straightening out as he pushed himself to his feet. “You thought | couldn’t make it up
here, but | sure showed you!” He looked around. “...Louis?” There wasn’t much to see



from where he was standing: A few rocks that looked like they’d be nice to sun oneself
on. Then there were a few other oddly colored rocks that seemed to almost sink into the
mountain. And then there was a single rock that seemed almost rectangular, with
grooves cut into the sides, almost like the outlines of drawers. It was too deliberate to be
random, so he fell to all fours and crawled over to it. It felt more natural to crawl.

Midway towards the object, he caught whiff of water again. Twitching a flattening,
darkening nose, he turned and walked towards the edge of the cliff. Gazing over it, he
gasped. “Woah...” He found himself looking down at a grotto. A waterfall burst forth
from the cliffside, pouring down into a large pond of clear water, surrounded on all sides
by sand and plants. In that moment, the realization that something was odd here hit him
once more. “Impossible.” He said. “This is our house. How the hell is any of this even
here?”

“You’re right, Jackie.” A warm, thick baritone voice rattled through his body, right behind
him. His body froze. “You've always been the roughest, toughest cub around, haven’t
you?” Jacob spun around, on all fours, to find himself standing face-to-crotch with a
thick white diaper. In his panic he’d moved so fast his face smacked right into the crotch
of it, and then all he could smell was talcum powder. Looking up, Jacob finally saw him.

“L-Louis?”

“It's Louie, now.” Standing before him, a wide, hungry smile on his chops, was
something best described as a hybrid of a large apex predator and a man. Louis had an
almost gleaming bronze mane of fur crowning his neck and head. Golden fur spread
along a large feline muzzle, ending in a large set of lips. A pink tongue slid along them,
hungrily. He was almost entirely naked, the sunny golden fur spilling down his
shoulders, his chest, and his back. Thin fur failed to obscure the outline of sculpted
pectorals, of chiseled abdominals, and of bulging biceps. Louis had a body that could
only be described as olympian. A tail, tufted at the end with the same bronze fur,
swished behind him, making crinkling noises as he looked down at Jacob, a haughty
sneer crossing his muzzle. “Prince Louie, as it now were. Welcome to my domain: The
Jungle Nursery.”

Jacob felt his skin standing on edge, his muscles tensing. He tried to back away from
the looming figure, but just a step back told him he didn’t have far to go. He was caught
between a cliff and a hard body. “W-what the heck...” So many questions and concerns
ran through his addled mind at once. He was having trouble deciding where to start.



“Isn’t the lion supposed to be the KING of the jungle?” He realized only too late that he’'d
asked the least relevant question he could think of.

“‘Nonsense.” Louis reached down and groped the front of a thick white plastic diaper, as
if to emphasize its existence. It was the only garment he wore, and as Jacob stared
down at it, almost transfixed, he saw a bulge forming in the front of it. “l am very much a
cub, as my diapers show you. I'm not ready yet to join the world of adulthood and its
burdens. A cub can’t be king, so therefore | must be a prince.” He licked his lips again,
purring. “And you shall be my vassel, one of my bestest friends.” A satisfied chuckle
escaped his lips.

“You're... you're crazy.” Jacob felt himself trembling. “Louie... Louis... you're not
making any sense.” He felt his face getting hot as he stared at that tented diaper. He
wanted to look elsewhere, the scent of talcum powder and the bulge were almost
hypnotic. He couldn’t seem to point his face away. “MAAAARCUUUUS!” He shouted.

Louie smiled. “No, Jackie. I'm simply making our dreams come true. A world free of
adult cares, free of worries. Where we can just be happy and free and, nnnngh-”" he
closed his eyes, and Jacob could smell something new. Something salty and tangy. The
diaper started to grow yellow in front, sagging more and more as Jacob watched the lion
hosing his padding down. “Aaaaah...” Louie sighed in relief, before continuing. “And
play with each other and with our bodies like the happy, healthy, gay little kittens we

are.
“That’s... that's fucked up.” Jacob snarled, feeling his pulse quickening.

“Is it?” Louie’s golden eyes shifted to stare down at Jacob’s backside. “But on some
level, you must have wanted this. Why else would my power have given you that
blessing?”

“What the fuck do you mean-" Jacob looked at his backside. He had a tail. A long, black,
fuzzy tail. That was thrashing rapidly back and forth, like a rattlesnake’s rattle. His eyes
went wide. “How the hell did | not notice that!?!”

And then, distracted as he was, he couldn’t react in time. Louie lunged forward and
shoved him in the center of his mass, sending him, stumbling backwards, over the cliff.
With a feral yow! of surprise. Jacob plunged towards the water, terror gripping his mind.
‘DON’T WORRY!” Louie shouted from the cliffside. “YOU’LL FEEL SO MUCH BETTER
AFTER YOUR REBIRTH!”



Jacob hit the water with his eyes closed, plunging downward into the warm pool. Where
he’d expected pain, there was none. His body itched all over. His black pants, his black
shirt, they were changing, spreading over his body. Growing fuzzier. Growing to be a
part of him. As saturated as they were with his flesh, they had already been skin tight.
Now, they became his skin: fur grew like moss across his body, as his fingers grew
stubbier, black pads forming along his palms. His body swelled in size, muscles
growing, body fat being consumed for the change. The sensations were so intense and
new, he could barely think of anything else. His cock stiffened and swelled, inches
growing out of his shaft as he began to pump his paws, kicking and paddling towards
the surface. As he broke to the surface of the water, gasping for air, he heard a
splashing sound nearby him. Water spattered against his face. He made for the shore,
his fur sending droplets of water everywhere as he pulled himself into the shallows. Fur.
He had fur.

Jacob stopped for a moment as he crawled out onto the sandy beach, looking down at
his body. Muscles all over. Paws with black, retractable claws. What felt like flexible,
curved feline ears. A muzzle. A fully erect, sensitive feline cock swinging between his
rear legs. Even the feeling of drops of water trickling down it was sending flashes of
pleasure. He moaned. He felt quite good, actually. Right. Like he’d gotten something he
never knew he needed, but was slowly dying without. He was a panther. He felt like
he’'d always been a panther in a human’s body, and it was only now that he was
realizing how much better he felt now.

A large force slammed into him, pushing him down and rolling him onto his back. Louie,
his mane slicked against his head, his body soaked through and through, tried to pin
him to the ground. “How do you feel, Jackie?” His smile was obnoxious and his tone
meant he was practically begging for a challenge. The new cat was happy to oblige.

Jackie the black panther growled at him. “Like pinning your crinkly bum to the ground!”
He growled, mostly in jest, as he pushed Prince Louie off of him, pouncing at him and
trying to pin his opponent, just as the other cub had tried to do to him. Cub. That word
stuck in his head, making him angry. He knew he was a panther, but he rejected that he
was a little kitten like Louie. He didn’t need diapers. He was a perfectly big cat, and
could go potty in the potty place, just like any big boy. “Kittens like you don’t know how
to wrestle right! I'll show you!” A fangy grin spread from ear to ear. He loved to
challenge himself against the other cats, didn’t he? It felt so right. Such a great way to
exhibit his physical prowess.



The lion smiled back at him, a playful growl escaping his lips. “Oh yeah?” The two
laughed, rolling around, wrestling with each other. Every time Jackie felt like he’d almost
got the Prince of the Nursery firmly under his paws, the lion managed to escape him.
And as they played, Jackie’'s worries and concerns melted away from him. He forgot
what he’d been doing before he fell into the water. Forgot what he’d needed to do.
Nothing mattered but the moment, the now, as his chest rubbed against Louie’s, the two
felines grunting as muscle tested muscle.

Eventually, Louie pinned him down, pressing firmly against the panther’s front paws. His
knees held Jackie’s legs down into the sand. “Nnngh! Let me go!” Jackie squirmed, his
tail thrashing, as he felt Louie’s hot breath against his face. It smelled of cream.

The lion smirked up above him. “Do you yield, my vassel?” His wet diaper was rubbing
against Jackie’s erect cock, and the panther was feeling embarassed at how good it felt.
He could feel Louie’s cock through the warm, wet padding. And every slight motion
made him moan.

Amidst all that sensation, with no way of getting free, Jackie scowled and snarled,
struggling with the inevitability in his head. “FINE! YOU WIN!” He grumbled, looking off
at the waterfall. “Maaan, someday I'm gonna pin you, prince.”

“Purrhaps.” Louie grinned. “But until then, | claim my reward.” His limbs moved away,
freeing them up. But Jackie’s reprieve was short lived. ‘Tickle tickle!” Louie, the lion
Prince of the Jungle Nursery, began to mercilessly tickle the black panther, wiggling his
fingers under Jackie’s armpits, and tracing his tail along sensitive spots down lower on
Jackie’s body.

The panther burst out laughing, squirming and wiggling. “S-stoppit!” He managed to
gasp out, amidst his laughter. “If you keep (ahahahaha!) doing that-" It didn’t take long.
Perhaps a minute passed before Jackie felt a warm wetness spreading along his groin,
his pee splashing against the plastic outside of Louie’s diaper, as he wet himself,
leaving a puddle in the sand. “Noooooo!” He whimpered, trying and failing to stop
himself as Louie’s tickling onslaught ended. His paws both shot to his cock, trying to
stop the flow.

“You may challenge me at any time, Jackie. Just remember the penalty for my victory.”
The lion pinned Louie again, holding his paws against his cock, getting them soggy with
his own leaking. The lion held him firmly down, locking his yellow cat’s eyes with the
newly transformed panther’s own set. “| think we need to remind you of a few things



here.” Louie’s eyes started to change color. First to pink, then to red. Then to a deep
orange, and then to a pastel green. A rainbow of colors shimmered through his eyes, as
he gazed deep into Jackie’s soul. “Remind me, Jackie, what species are you?”

“l...” Jackie didn’t even think to look away. Those rainbow eyes encompassed his
vision, everything else fading to a blur. The fog in his mind was clearing as the stared
into Louie’s pretty eyes, feeling his thoughts focusing on a single point. “I'm a black
panther.” He said, without the slightest hesitation.

Louie purred. “Indeed. You are a black panther and always have been. Justas | am a
lion, and always have been. Now then... what are you?”

The question sounded like the same one. But Jackie knew what Louie was asking.
“Your vassal.” he said. And as he said it, it was like a switch flipped in his mind. Of
course he was Louie’s vassel. The prince was his bestest friend, and he served him just
as he was supposed to. After all, the jungle belonged to lions.

That purr filled his mind, background noise pushing out any conflicting thoughts.
“Wonderful. Now then. What did you just do, Jackie?”

In spite of how focused his mind was, Jackie felt his face getting hot. It was hard to
admit. “I-1 wet myself.”

The last of Jackie’s resistance fought against the lion’s question, but it was a losing
battle. After a few seconds of awkward silence, Jackie finally admitted the truth to
himself. “Like. Like a cub.” Another switch flicked on in his mind. He was a cub. He had
always known he was, but he just got a big cocky. It made sense. Louie was his bestest
friend, and Louie was a kitten too. Why would a big adult panther have a princely kitten
as his favorite playmate? He blushed, feeling embarrassed at having forgotten how old
he was.

“Exactly.” Louies’ grip on his paws tightened, as Jackie felt the lion sliding his soggy
panther paws against his cock. “You shamed yourself, revealing to the whole jungle
exactly how mature you weren’t. Because that’s what we kittens do, isn’'t it? We have
accidents. We need our diapers because of it.” The stroking of his paws against his own
cock began to quicken. Jackie let out a moan, his body tensing. His eye slammed shut.
“But it’s ok, because any kitten knows the secret: It feels so good to just let go and have



an accident. It feels nice to use your diapers.” The words echoed in Jackie’s mind as he
felt himself reaching the point of no-return. “Doesn’t it? To just feel a warm, wet diaper
rubbing against your cock with every step. To not even have to worry about holding it.
To just let go and enjoy how freeing and sensual it feels...” Jackie came, a load of
bone-white spunk firing up along his chest. His head swung back into the sand of the
beach, as he yowled and moaned, his mind soaking in the afterglow.

Louie pulled up off of him, chuckling. “Good cub. It looks like you’ve realized the truth
about yourself, haven’t you?”

Jackie’s eyes were rolled back in his head, his tongue lolling out as he sprawled on the
sand, his cummy underbelly on full display, showing off to anyone in the jungle watching
how much he loved being a cub. After a few moments, Louie cleared his throat. The
black panther pulled himself up to his rear legs, smiling. “The truth about myself? You
bet! I'm a happy gay black panther kitten! The most rough and tumble cub in the whole
jungle! Rwar!”

Louie narrowed his eyes, smirked, and cleared his throat. “Ah-EM.”

The panther folded his paws behind his back. “Er, second to you, my Prince!’ He
chuckled. “At least until | finally wrestle you to the ground! Grr!”

Louie chuckled. “Glad to hear it. Now let’s climb back up to the cliffside. There’s a
changing table up there, and we both need a fresh diaper.” The lion patted Jackie’s bare
fuzzy butt as he started walking them both towards a set of stone stairs.

“Wait, that rocky rectangle is a changing table?!?” Jackie’s eyes were wide, awestruck.

Prince Louie chuckled. “Indeed!” He reached over and took Jackie’s black paw, holding
it firmly. The two cats wandered towards another stone staircase leading up into the
cliffs.

“Isn’t that uncomfortable?” Jackie felt the lion prince’s tail entwining with his. His face
got a bit hot.

The lion tossed his mane as they reached the peak, the brown fur starting to poof back
up, as water spattered everywhere. “This place used to be a place the humans called a
“‘bathroom”. Now it's a much more maijestic place to be bathing.” He pointed at one of
the discolored rocks lining the cliffs. “Touch that.”



Jackie lifted one of his rear paws and poked at the rock. His paw pushed inside, as the
discolored rock squished. It felt like cloth. “A pillow?”

Louie nodded, leading his fellow big kitten to the large stone changing table. “Spongy
and soft. A good place to nap cuddled up next to your best friend after some fun
swimming and cliff-diving.” He patted the surface of the changing table. “And, like all
bathrooms, equipped with a changing table, so that kittens can play without fear of
accidents. It's quite soft and gentle.”

Before he knew it, Jackie was sitting down on the changing table. His body had moved
almost on instinct, and he found that the prince of the jungle was right: It felt so soft and
soothing. He almost found himself wanting to rest his head and nap right then and
there. Stifling a yawn as he laid down, he looked up as Louie towered over him. “This IS
comfy.” he squirmed a bit on the changing table, rolling on it to feel the pillowy surface.
As he did, he saw the lion pulling something pastel green and white out of a drawer
underneath where he lay. “H-hey. Um, do | really need to be put into one of those?” He
felt a bit weird, questioning Louie, but for some reason, wearing a diaper like the prince
did almost made him feel wrong. Even if he knew with certainty that they were both
supposed to be in them.

“What an odd question.” Louie rubbed the front of his diaper in front of Jackie, purring
as he lifted the panther’s legs with one strong arm. “l would have to ask you my own
question: Why would you want to be out of them?” He slide the diaper under Jackie’s
fuzzy bum, threading his tail through the tailhole. As he lowered his friend down, he
resumed stroking his cock through his yellowed diaper. “You know just as well as | how
good it feels to let go. To just let yourself have an accident, without a worry in the world.
Why would you ever want to lose that?”

“And feel how comfortable it is.” Jackie’s bottom pressed down into the diaper as Louie
lowered him onto it. “It's like wearing another pillow around your bottom, isn’t it?” To his
surprise, the big panther found himself purring. The diaper had green plastic around
each side, but the front and back were a bright white, just like the prince’s had been
before he’d wet himself. “They feel so nice and comfy, and they make you look cute.
Kittens like us are supposed to look and feel cute, aren’t we?”

As the lion pulled out a bottle of talcum powder and sprinkled it along the panther’s
fuzzy bottom, Jackie couldn’t help but find himself giggling. The powder tickled as it hit
his skin, and the paw rubbing it in was making his cock stiffen again. The scent of the



powder in the air was soothing. Any worries he had about being diapered were
vanishing. The whole experience had been quite pleasant so far! Without even looking
up, he could feel Louie’s paw sliding up his cock, coating it with a fine layer of the sweet
smelling dust. Jackie felt a big smile growing along his face. “Mmmm... I’'m sorry,
Prince. | guess | forgot how nice it felt to be changed into a fresh diaper!” Looking back,
his worries suddenly felt silly. After all, cubs like him belonged in diapers!

And then, the lion pulled the front of the diaper over his crotch, taping it firmly shut. As
his cock was sealed away behind its plastic, pillowy prison, he felt complete. “Mmm...
I’'m a big gay cub who loves his diapers!” Jackie said out loud, for no reason other than
the fact that he wanted to hear himself say it out loud and accept it.

Louie leaned in to kiss him firmly, pushing his tongue into the panther’'s muzzle. The two
made out hungrily for a moment, before the prince broke the kiss. “I know.” He looked
into Jackie’s eyes and grinned. “They feel so nice, don’t they.”

“Yeah. | can’t imagine life without them now.” Jackie giggled. “Thanks for changing me,
Prince Louie...” And then he pounced, knocking the lion to the ground, and pinning him
quickly. Two pairs of golden cat’s eyes locked. “And now it's my turn to change YOU!”

With an indignant huff, Louie folded his arms. “Alright, alright, change my diaper,
Jackie.” He grumbled. “You play a bit rough for a royal such as myself, but | suppose |
can’t enjoy being wet forever. Get me into a nice clean diaper quickly, though. | have
someplace | need to be...”

(To Be Continued in Part 2: Marcus)



