 It was a nice sunny spring day as the wolf scientist worked on his life’s work. Considered a cub prodigy, Dr. Reginald Lovejoy had earned his bachelor's degree at the age of 10 and earned his doctorate before he was 20. Still considered in its infancy Reginald was considered a leading expert in the field of teleportation technology. Ever since he was a little cub watching cartoons he was always fascinated with how a teleporter could work; he envisioned a world where you could jump from one continent to the next in a matter of seconds. The wolf imagined all the benefits of practical teleportation technology, like being able to send goods without the need for semi-trucks. Once he heard about how some scientists were able to teleport a beam of light, he knew what he had to do.
Now in his early 30’s Reginald was nearly finished a fully functioning prototype teleporter system. From one chamber to another the system would be able to teleport objects from a specific set location. Though far from being ready to teleport living things through it the doctor was barely able to send inanimate objects safely through. He even had to install a scanner system that would tell him the contents of each objects to make sure it went through intact. The wolf had to make sure everything was perfect for his live demonstration to the others working on the project. If it went off without anything going wrong Reginald would have his name written down in history as the first mammal to perfect teleportation. 
Lost in his work he failed to notice a presence creeping up. With a jolt he was shocked when he felt something grab onto his leg

“DADDDDDY!” the black furred cub yelled.

Even though Reginald spent all of the free time he had devoted to his life’s work, he still found the time to start a family. He found himself a good bitch and together they were able to have a healthy bouncing baby boy. Mikey Lovejoy, who was his 4 years old, was the only thing besides his wife that dwarfed his love for his invention.  

“Hey buddy how you doin” he said getting down on his knees so that he was on eye level

Without hesitation Mikey squatted his legs down and presumed the all to familiar position. With a grunt he grunted and strained until his face was red. Nothing happened. There was no familiar foul smell that usually followed after grunting like that. 
“Aww buddy, still can’t go poopy?” said Reginal affectionately rubbing his tummy.

His son responded with a sad nod.

“Well don’t worry buddy. Mommies gonna be home in a few hours with the medicine that’ll make you go poopy” he said while blowing a raspberry into his son’s stomach.

With his face near his son’s crotch, the wolf’s sensitive nose picked up on the familiar scent of pee. All it took was a quick glance down to see his son’s diaper sagging near his knees. 

“Looks like someone needs their diapee changed!” he said enthusiastically

Scooping his son up in his arms, father and cub went down the familiar path to the changing table.

Though his son was a little old to still be in diapers, Reginald loved seeing his son in them. He loved the sound they made when he ran up to him. He loved the smell of the diaper aisle as he walked down it to pick up more diaper. And he especially loved how much his son needed him to change his diaper. The wolf’s heart always fluttered when he felt his cub tug at his pants asking for a change. To him, it was the perfect way to bond. He was probably one of the few dads who actually enjoyed wiping his son’s poopy butt. Part of him felt sad when his wife said they needed to start potty training him. He knew she was right but the selfish part of him wanted to keep his son in diapers until he was 10. Reginald was able to delay potty training by a year but come this summer Mikey’s butt would be on a potty chair.
As his son lied on the changing table all helpless and cute looking, he couldn’t help but feel bad for him. It had started a week ago when Reginald noticed all of Mikey’s diapers were only wet. Taking him to the doctors his wife and him found out he was severely constipated. The doctor prescribed a non harsh gentle laxative to mix in with his food but until today, it would have been a week since Mikey went number 2. Part of him was glad potty training was delayed or else they wouldn’t have found out about their son’s potty problem. 
Stripping his son’s shirt off he tore tapes off the diaper leaving Mikey fully naked on the changing table. 
“Tickle tickle tickle!” said Reginal as he tickled his son’s dinky. Though it was really weird to anyone who watched the wolf knew all of his cubs dirty secrets, like how he wouldn’t pee out everything and would save some to pee at daddy or mommy.

As if on cue the son started to squeal in happiness. His legs thrashed around and giggled with a stream of pee shooting out of his dinky. Instinctively, the father used the old diaper to cover up his son’s dinky.

“Not this time buddy”

With a smile the older wolf got to work rubbing the oils and lotions onto the naked cubs nether regions. He hummed a sing song as he worked to ensure his cub wouldn’t get a rash. Taping a fresh diaper on the cub Reginald lightly pressed into his cub’s crotch to make sure everything was in place. Taking pride in his work the wolf smiled looking at Mikey all happy wearing only a diaper. 
He carried his son downstairs to the kitchen. Reginald didn’t bother to put clothes on his son, it was a warm enough day and both wolves preferred Mikey to be in just his diaper. With the pup still in his arms Reginald filled up a sippy cup full of juice.
“Thanks daddy! I love you daddy”

With a light smack on the butt, the wolf scooted his cub back out to the living room to play. As he walked back to his workshop he saw the do not disturb light was off. Not wanting another incident like last time he made sure the light was on before getting back to work. 
*buzzzzzzz* 

Reginald felt his phone vibrate in his pocket. Figuring it was his wife he was surprised to find out it was a colleague of his.

“Hello?” he said

“Reggie, it’s Henry. Listen I just got done talking with the board and if you can’t make a successful organic teleport they’re threatening to cut our funding by half”

An angry scowl formed over Reginald’s face. He’d had this discussion with the board multiple times that he wasn’t ready to use organic matter yet. 

“I’VE TOLD THEM MULTIPLE TIMES IT’S NON-ORGANIC ONLY!” said Reginald in a rage.

“I know, I know! That’s what I told them but they said there’s so many more promising projects coming up that they’d need to see hard results NOW.”

He sighed. 

“Did they at least move the demo date back”

“What do you think!?” he said in an annoyed tone.

“Ok ok Fine! I’ll have a fully functional teleporter ready to demo by then.”
Not letting his associate get another word in Reginald angrily pressed the disconnect button. 

He’d gone over how delicate this technology was multiple times with the board but they didn’t care. He’d told them what could happen if he were rushed to finish but they didn’t care. All the cared about was there lucrative government contracts and that meant unrealistic goals and due dates.

‘Ok smartasses fine! You want organic teleportation I’ll blow your socks off”

With a rage filled vigor the scientist got to work. If the board was gonna make him do an organic test then he was gonna make sure the entire room was silent when he made the first successful anthro teleport. He went over his math again and again finding every little mistake he made. Even if it was minor the smallest of mistakes could have devastating consequences if someone were to actually use it. Ripping off his shirt he got to work on the teleporter itself, inspecting every part and detail with a fine tooth comb. Everything had to be in place for this to work. He installed new power regulators in the main chamber along with a matter filter making sure everything would go back to the right places as well as filtering out foreign materials and debris.
Wiping the sweat from his brow he look over his work. Everything seemed like it was working fine. He took an apple from the bag he kept in the office and placed it on the pad. 
“Teleportation in 3…….2…….1……”

With a blinding light the apple was teleported in the blink of an eye to the adjacent pad. Reginald walked over to inspect the fruit. To his delight it wasn’t charred to a crisp. Picking it up, he sniffed it with his sensitive wolf nose. Everything smelt ok. Next came the knife that cut the apple in half; still everything seemed fine. Though it was unscientific, the wolf took a bite out of the apple to make sure it was ok. It passed on that front. 
Though his test seemed successful at first, Reginald wanted to make it wasn’t a one-time thing. Apple after apple he sent through the machine. Each one seemed as perfect as the first one until the bad was completely empty. Each apple made a successful trip through the machine showing he’s figured out organic material. 

Though this was a feat in it of itself it wouldn’t be good enough for the board or him. Wanting to shove there smug snouts in the time crunch the wolf sighed. Ignoring every scientific safety protocol in the book he would use himself as the first live test subject. His heart raced as he got close to the machine. He smiled as he stripped down. Though the end goal was to have perfect teleportation him didn’t want to put any undue stress on the system. It was just a test anyway, and if it worked he’s preform the test himself in the nude just to make the board uncomfortable than that’d be a win too. 

Stepping in the chamber he pressed the button to activate the system

“Teleporting in 3………2………”

“DADDY!”

Reginald had heard the familiar sound so many times. Dashing through the door was his diaper clad cub charging right at him. Without time to react Mikey grabbed on to his dad’s leg looking all happy.

“MIKEY NO! GET OUT OF THE…….”
“1…………”

Not even being able to finish the computer initiated the teleport. Reginald and his cub’s molecules were broken down and send through the air to the other pad. Though it was a split second it felt like an eternity for Reginald. His consciousness remained during the process and for some odd reason he could feel himself getting lower to the ground. 
Once the smoke cleared the first thing the wolf did was call out for his son.

“MIKEY! MIKEY!” he screamed fearing the worst. Though upon hearing a cub’s giggle his worries were put to rest; but he soon found out that was only the beginning of his problems.
Trying to locate his cub, Reginald found out he couldn’t move. Hell, he couldn’t even move his head around. It seemed like he was high up to as the only thing in his vision were a pair of legs. From what he could see withing his sightline, he could tell there was someone else in the chamber. Calling out he could tell his voice fell on deaf ears.

“WOAH WOAH”

The wolf felt movement. It wasn’t his own as he had no control of where he was going. Every bump and jiggle was felt as the force that guided his movement waddled its way over to the full wall mirror. It was there that he made his horrid discovery. There in the reflection, staring back at him was a diaper firmly wrapped around his son’s waist.
“OH MY GOD! I’M A DIAPER!”

Reginald was shocked. Surely this was just some kind of lucid dream or an unforeseen side effect of his teleporter. As his cub batted at his reflection in the mirror he tried to snap himself out of it but found he had no control of anything.

*SSSSSSSSHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHSSSS*

The sound of water hitting plastic filled the room. If the wolf was still unsure if this was a dream or not, his doubts were quickly dashed as he felt his son’s warm pee hit him. Clapping in amusement over such a basic bodily function Reginald’s new body wasted no time in absorbing his cub’s bodily fluids. Sopping it up like a wet sponge, the pee became a part of his new body. Reginald could feel his new diaper body grow bigger as he swelled from cub pee, but the worst part of it all; he could taste it. 
“EWWWWW! MIKEY STOP PEEING ON ME! YUCK I CAN TASTE IT!”

Waddling around his fathers workshop Mikey gave the poor wolf no time to get a grasp of his new situation.
“NO NO MIKEY. FOCUS BUDDY! FOCUS ON SEEING DADDY!” he pleaded 

Though through his pleading it seemed as if he had slight control over his cub. If he willed something hard enough he could subtly influence his cubs actions. As he willed and pleaded to go see daddy, Mikey turned and waddled toward the teleportation chambers. 

A slave to his cub’s whim Reginald felt helpless as Mikey dictated where to go. Each waddle came with the embarrassment of his son’s bits brushing against his new tongue. It felt weird moving yet having absolutely no control over the movement itself. To him, his new reality was slowly setting in that he was nothing more than a diaper now just being worn by his cub.

As Mikey turned the corner into the teleporter pad chamber Reginald let out a sigh of relief seeing his body was still there. Still naked as the day he was born his body stood there frozen in some kind of trance. With no emotion on his face the wolf’s head was turned upward with his mouth wide open; almost as if he was enacting a diaper ready to catch bodily waste.
Reginald shuttered thinking of that topic, instead he needed to focus on getting his mind out of his cub’s diaper and back where it belonged. 

‘Maybe just touching my body will transfer me back’ he thought

Using all of his willpower he suggested his son hug his naked leg.

“DADDDY!” said the cub as he tightly hugged his fathers dormant leg

Feeling his non-existent face squish against his fur he shut what was believed to be his eyes. Hoping he would just wake up in his body he opened them only to be disappointed to find he was still tightly taped to his cub’s crotch. With no luck he looked around as best as his eyes could. At the corner of his eye he saw the activator switch for the teleporter. Willing his cub to look at the button he could see it was primed and ready to go. 
‘THAT’S IT. THAT COULD DO IT’ He thought to himself. 

If he went through the teleportation process again, chances are he could swap back to his original body. At the very least it couldn’t get any worse than being a diaper. 

‘Go on Mikey, press the big button’ he willed

Just as his son was about to press the button, both of them heard the door open. With a loud slam a feminine voice called.

“Where’s my little man?!”

Upon hearing this voice Mikey immediately forgot what he was doing and ran out of the room as fast as he could.

“MOMMY!” he screamed 

“NO MIKEY NO! PRESS THE PRETTY BUTTON!” he begged from his cub

It was no use. Mikey’s willpower was too strong. When he set his mind on something there was nothing Reginald could do; he was just a diaper along for the ride. 
Running at full speed Reginald screamed. The added weight from Mikey’s pee caused him to violently wiggle back and forth with each step. Running down the stairs didn’t make things easier as he felt the impact when Mikey landed on his butt. Turning the corner into the kitchen, even with his limited field of view, Reginald knew exactly who it was.
“EMMA! EMMA DOWN HERE! HELP ME PLEASE! I GOT TURNED INTO A DIAPER, OH GOD PLEASE HEAR ME PLEEEAAAAAASE!”
Even though he begged and pleaded in vain for his wife to hear him, his whimpering fell on deaf ears. Emma’s attention was fully on her son. Lifting him up with no effort she gave him a long wet lick.
“There’s mommies little man”

“MOMMY” Mikey yelled hugging his mother.

“Did daddy have time to feed you yet” she asked, which Mikey shook his head no
“Aww don’t worry mommy will feed you. Daddy’s just busy working is all”

“T….they can’t hear me” said Reginald out loud. 

As Mikey was loaded into the highchair Reginald reflected on how grim his situation was now. Nobody could hear him, nobody could save him. His only chance to get back to his body would be to get Mikey back into the teleporter chamber and teleport again.

Walking to the fridge Emma got some jars of baby food. Even though Mikey was WAY past the need for non-solid foods, the doctor recommended the baby food diet to help with his constipation.
Grabbing one of Mikey’s old bibs, Emma gleefully wrapped it around her son’s neck. With her hungry puppy ready she wasted no time in feeding him. Bite after bite Mikey ate every spoonful of the chicken and gravy that was brough to his mouth. Though she wouldn’t admit, Emma loved feeding her son this way. The way he happily ate spoonful’s of food that was brought to his mouth, the way he showed how much he loved the mushy food, even how dirty his face got after eating made her feel like how much Mikey relied on her. All the while the only view Reginald got was of Emma’s crotch.
Chicken and gravy finished off she walked over to counter to retrieve some unknown item. Reginald couldn’t make it out from his viewpoint.
He could hear stirring as unbeknownst to him, she was mixing the unknown substance in with Mikey’s mashed peas.

“Ok Mikey, finish off your special bowl of peas and mommy will give you a big bottle of juice”

Without a moment’s hesitation Mikey opened his mouth ready to eat. She could barely keep the spoon full as Mikey at it as fast as she could shovel it on. In just a few minutes the peas were gone with over half of the mush on his face. Removing the tray Emma was about to clean her cubs face, that is until he decided to clean himself the wolf way and violently shake off all the glop off him. One of those globs landed right on Reginald’s diaper face. 
Desperately trying to shake the glob off Reginald felt even more useless in his new body as he found wiping baby food off himself was an impossible task. Taking a napkin Emma wiped the glob off of her son’s diaper. She ran her fingers over the diaper pinching and poking at it until she lifted Mikey’s crotch up to her snout. With her sensitive nose she sniffed to get a sense of how wet her husband was. 

“Oh my, look how wet you are! Want me to change your diapee?” she asked

“YAY! DIAPEE CHANGE, DIAPEE CHANGE!” Mikey responded happily clapping his hands.

“NOOOOOOO! DON’T CHANGE HIM PLEASEEEEE! ANYTHING BUT THAT!” 
Reginald went into full panic mode. He knew if his son was brought to the changing table he’d be treated no differently than any other used diaper. If that happened, he’d be tossed unceremoniously into the diaper pail and there’d be no way of ever returning to his body. 
Take a few moments to mull it over she thought it over, unknowingly having her husband’s fate in her hands. 
“Nah better not. No point in putting a new diapee on you if you’re gonna go poopy soon anyway” said Emma licking her son’s stomach.
“YAY! POOPY! POOPY!”

Making good on her promise she get Mikey a bottle full of juice as they both walked to the den. Though it was physically impossible for Reginald to move he stood there as still as possible, for the true grim horror of his situation finally set it. That thing Emma went to get was Mikey’s constipation medicine and she just fed it to him; and he was Mikey’s diaper.

Placing Mikey into his playpen, Emma turned on the tv.

“Ok honey, mommy has to take care of some things so be good and mommy will be back to change your poopy diapee.”

Snapped back to reality from his body squishing into the soft colorful floor of the playpen Reginald was motivated more than ever to get back to his lab. He had to get his son to press the button, he had to get back to his body, it HAD to work; failure was not an option. 
Trying his best he told his cub to climb out of his playpen. Though just like before he learned he had no power when Mikey was determined. To his dismay, Reginald saw Emma had put on Paw Patrol for him to watch. Whenever he saw it the wolf pup watched it religiously; they used it all the time to keep him quiet. 
“Come on Mikey no watching tv! It’s time to go see daddy!” he pleaded. 

Nothing. Mikey was focused on more important things than to listen to his diaper. Mikey was in charge and he decided to watch his favorite show. 

Trapped in the playpen Reginald tried everything to get Mikey to move. He physically tried to move his own new body but this only caused his body to make a wet crinkling sounds. It was no good, he was stuck in the pen until Mikey got bored. All the while he could hear the medicine start to work.

*GURGLE*

Gurgle after gurgle came from his cub’s intestines. It was like a loud clock counting down to his disgusting demise. Without a miracle, instead of learning the intricates of teleportation he’d be learning what his son’s poop tasted like. 

An hour had passed and Paw Patrol finally ended. With his favorite show off the air Reginald finally had a chance. Regaining what meager foothold he had he willed his son to go see his dad. Thinking it was his own idea, Mikey climbed the walls of the playpen and landed with wet squish right on his butt. Dazed but still stable Reginald continued guiding his son’s actions. 

He had to hurry. The medicine had plenty of time to enter Mikey’s digestive tract and do its thing. Any minute now and Mikey would unload a weeks worth of poop into his diaper, regardless if the diaper was Reginald or not.
*gurgle*

As he reached the bottom of the stairs a loud gurgle came from Mikey. Wincing in pain, the cub instinctively hunched over and squatted down in a position that horrified Reginald, for he knew exactly what it meant.

“OH GOD NOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOO!”

*FRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRRTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTTT*

It was just a fart. All be it a long and foul smelling one, it was just a fart. Though for Reginald he learned what a fart tasted like as the foul fumes lingered on his diaper tongue. 
“EWWWWWWW” 

The fumes wafted all the way to his face. His non-existent eyes watered as he had no choice but to taste it. With Reginald distracted by the fart he lost his persuasion over Mikey as he waddled his way back to the den. The risk of Paw Patrol coming back on was too great as Reginald fought through the fart fumes to regain his influence. Success: right before the tv came back on he was able to direct Mikey back to the stairs. He had to hurry; though it was just a fart for now, if he didn’t make it in time that fart would be a taste of what was to come. 
Step after step. Mikey made his climb up the stairs back to his father’s lab. His father, meanwhile, was getting the worst of it as each time his cub climbed a step his diaper face got smacked into the stairs. Climbing each step the diaper would wiggle back as gravity would swing Reginal face first into the carpeted stairs, leaving behind a wet spot on impact. 
Mikey reached the top of the stairs.: At this point his diaper sagged to his knees. It went without saying that Reginald was a thoroughly soaked diaper. The only thing that was keeping him on this side of the diaper pail was the disgusting fact that Mikey wasn’t done with him yet and would soon be cleaning his bowels out. As gross as it was, Reginald was thankful that the medicine had bought him some more time. 
The cub waddled his way to the lab. Reginald sighed in relief seeing that his body hadn’t moved. He still wasn’t sure how his new body worked as he felt himself getting cold as the pee chilled down. Though he wouldn’t have to dwell on it long as in a few minutes he’d be back to his old body.
“Ok Mikey go se da….”

“DADDY!” 

Mikey didn’t even let his dad finish his sentence as he ran full speed toward his naked father. Reginald could taste Mikey’s excitement as the pup let out a fresh stream of pee. 
After hugging his father’s leg Reginald could see wet droplets on the floor. He blushed as he realized he’d absorbed so much of Mikey’s pee that he was starting to leak. Leaking pee or not, soon it wouldn’t be Reginald’s problem for much longer. 
For his last act as a diaper, Reginald willed his son to press the big red button. 
Considering how soggy and swollen his diaper was, Mikey waddled his way to the pretty red button. Mikey tried to press the button, but it was just barely out of reach. Panic set in as Reginald willed his son to try to press it. 

“Come on Mikey use your tippy toes! Press the pretty button Mikey! A few inches isn’t gonna keep daddy from getting back to his real body!”

The wolf sighed in relief seeing his son’s paw connect to the button. He shut his eyes in bliss as the hum of his teleporter started up.
‘This is it’ 

“Teleportation in 3…….2…….1……”

The same blinding light filled the teleporter capsule as before. Just as quickly as it had come the light dissipated indicating the teleportation procedure was finished. Still keeping his eyes shut he heard the sound of Mikey giggling. He smiled knowing he was where he belonged. 
“Hold on sweetie, Daddy will pick you up in just one second”

As he opened his eyes, his newly found bliss soon turned into despair as he saw he was still a diaper.  

“Malfunction” 

“No”

Dread filled the diaper’s body as it willed it’s cub to press the button over and over again. The bright light stopped after the first time and instead each button push was replaced with just one word; “Malfunction”

“Warning; one or more subjects dna has been corrupted with unknown substance. Scans indicate dna has been infused with urea, inorganic salts, organic compounds, ammonium salts.”
“How the hell can this be happening” said Reginal in a panic. “The only thing that has all those compounds together is……is…….”
“Pee”

Reginald felt hopelessness in the very bottom of his new body. All his work to get back to normal was in vain as his fate was sealed the moment he became a diaper. 

“There you are you little scamp” 

Out of nowhere Mikey and his diaper were picked up. Even though Reginald couldn’t see who it was he knew it had to be Emma. 

“Aww you still haven’t gone poopy yet” she asked which Mikey nodded no

“And look at your diapee, its completely drenched.”

She pinched Mikey’s diaper causing more pee to gush out. 
“I know what’ll help. Do you wanna go outside?”

“YAY! OUTSIDE OUTSIDE” he cheered

“I’ll take that as a yes”

“And I’ll see you later in my bed tonight” said Emma as she ogled her naked husband while smacking his ass.

Just like that all three of them left. 

“NO! NO! GO BACK! NOT OUTSIDE” 

The diaper screamed as much as it could. The way Emma carried them both put the diaper at an angle where he could see him walk away from his body 
Emma brought Mikey and his drenched dripping diaper outside. The sun beams hit Reginald as he felt his entire body heat up from it. 
“Ok. Have fun outside while mommy does dishes.”

And with that Emma shut the door behind them.
Mikey walked around carefree as his diaper wiggled and leaked. The diaper, on the other hand, was still trying to think of way to get out of its now hopeless situation. 
‘Come on Reginald think! You’re not a diaper, YOU’RE not a diaper, YOU’RE NOT A DIAPER!’

He was hysterical now. All the mental justification in the world didn’t change the fact that he was still trapped as his son’s diaper. 

Going over everything that happened to him today he kept thinking back to what the machine said. That’s when the diaper had an idea. 
With the sun beaming Reginald came up with a desperate idea. All he had to do was get Mikey to untape him and let him soak up the rays. Then the sun would do it’s job and dry him out. With any luck Emma would tape him back on and then it was just a trip back to his lab to let the teleporter do its job. Sure it was along shot but it was the only choice he had as the alternative was the diaper pail. 
Unbeknown to Reginald, he hadn’t noticed that his cub had stopped moving. Standing still, he just stood there.

“Come on Mikey, take me off you!” it said yet the cub stood still.  

“COME ON MIKEY, TAKE YOUR DIAPEE OFF!” it said again, this time with growing concern in his voice. 
But his body wasn’t listening to his diaper anymore. Mikey stood there still as can be. Panic mode kicked in as Reginald heard a loud gurgle come from his son.

“NO NO NO!” He screamed

He tried everything he could. Loud wet squishes echoed as Reginald tried his best to fall of his son’s waist. It was in vein though as he was taped too tightly on Mikey for him to fall off. He screamed as his son squatted down. Reginald had failed. The diaper screamed in horror at what was about to happen next. He tried his best but in the end it wasn’t enough. It was poopy time. 

Mikey grunted.  Though still not having any control over his bodily functions the cub was backed up enough where he had to use some force to get it out. Mikey let out another long fart as the fumes hit Reginald; unfortunately for him it wouldn’t only be a fart this time. As resistance finally yielded a result the cub let out a sigh of relief as the long log made it’s way out of Mikey and into his diaper. Reginald only knew this as he had the unfortunate job of being on the receiving end of the poo. When the tip of the giant turd hit its diaper mouth it screamed out in agony.
“NOOOOOOOO! NOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOO! EEEEEEEEEEEWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWWW!
Poop tasted just as awful as he imagined it would. A week’s worth of rotted, decaying, digested food made it way into his new mouth. Reginald had not choice but to taste what his son was shitting out. The inside of the diaper acted like a giant tongue, and he was forced to taste anything and everything that went into it. Unfortunately for the diaper poop was on the menu, and it was an all you can eat buffet for the former wolf turned diaper. 
Grunt after grunt Mikey sent a seemingly never-ending slurry of sludge into his diaper. Huffing with content the faucet finally turned off as Mikey stood up with a feeling of content and relief. With Mikey’s pleasure came Reginald’s pain as the diaper was now fulfilling it’s role of holding the cub’s bodily waste. If the smell wasn’t a dead giveaway of what just happened in his diaper than the giant bulge that was sagging from his seat was an indication that he was poopy.
The nagging pain in his tummy finally gone, Mikey giggled as he wandered around the backyard. He liked the way his diaper wiggled every time he waddled around. Looking down, the cub giggled to himself seeing how much his diapee was sagging. He started to wiggle his hips just to watch his diaper shake back and forth with how full it was. He poked at it, hearing and feeling how wet it actually was. Such a simplistic act brought joy to the cub as he unknowingly tortured his father. 
*Slosh* *Slosh* *Slosh*
Mikey gleefully waddled around enjoying the swinging diaper. Enjoying the day the cub caught sight of his swing set. With a smile and a wag of his tail the little puppy waddled over to this favorite swing.
“NO MIKEY NO! NOT THE SWINGS!” Reginald pleaded.

Little did the diaper know that the poop that was currently lying in its mouth was the only thing that gave it any control over the cub. While being constipated, Mikey had to deal with the unpleasant feeling of the pressure and blockage of being backed up; this made him more easily susceptible to any form of influence regardless of how weak it might be. Now that the poo was in its proper place Mikey was free from the influence of his father, free from the influence of his diaper. The cub could do whatever he desired to without an annoying nagging feeling, and what he desired was to swing. 
Reginald, now face to face with the swing, pleaded in vein to try to stop his son. 

“NO MIKEY NO NOT THE SWING!”

Pleas completely ignored, Mikey lined his butt up with the swing seat. Sending his full diaper swinging in the same direction Mikey gave a little hop onto the and then 
*SQUISH*

He sat down with all his weight creating a loud squish in the process. 

The wolf giggled feeling his poopy squish around. He loved it so much he rubbed his butt into the swing seat more just to feel it move around. He loved the noises his diaper made as squish after squish sent the poo to every corner of his diaper. The muck made it all the way to the front of his diaper. He smiled as he rubbed his crotch feeling his dinky and balls getting coated in poo; though that was no big deal for the cub. Kicking his legs he started to swing, smiling as each kick caused his diaper to squish a little.
“GROSS! OH GOD IT TASTES EVEN WORSE NOW! EWWWWWWWWWWWWW”

For Reginald, the diaper’s experience was the complete opposite. The moment Mikey’s butt made contact with the swing it sent a new wave of flavor throughout the diaper’s tongue. Without a traditional mouth each squish basically chewed the mess for Reginald making the poop more pungent with stronger more powerful taste. Previously clean areas of the diaper’s tongue were now coated in poop making it even more unbearable for Reginald. When Mikey rubbed his crotch he unknowingly stuck his father’s tongue to his crotch adding to Reginald’s humiliation; with the poo acting as the glue. The diaper’s cries of agony were translated to squishing noises for the cub, causing Mikey to squish his diaper more. 
After an hour of torture ticked away on the swing set a familiar feminine voice called out for her son. Without hesitation Mikey jumped off the swings and ran as fast as he could over to his mom. His diaper no longer wiggled or swung around anymore as the diaper was firmly stuck to the cub.

“MOMMY!”

As Mikey approached his mother her sensitive nose picked up on the surprise he had for her. As her face contorted and shrunk she kept a fake smile as to not upset her son.

“PEE YOU! Smells like someone did a number in his diaper” said Emma

“Yup. All poopy now mommy”

To assess the damage to Mikey’s diaper, Emma decided to tug at the diapers waistband to see how bad it was. Her eyes dilated seeing how messy the back of her son’s diaper was. It looked like he slid in mud as no clean spot was visible. Reluctantly, she decided to look down the front too. To her dismay it was equally as poopy.
“WOAH thats…..someone needs a diaper.”

Holding her son at arm’s length Emma opened the door. Mikey just smiled knowing what was coming next.

“YAY! DIAPEE DIAPEE!” he shouted in glee

The way Emma held Mikey gave Reginald a good view of the house. They walked past the kitchen and into the den where his giant TV sat. He got a good look around the dining room where he bought that expensive mahogany table. As the trio ascended the stairs Emma’s arms got tired from holding her son away from her body. Braving the stench, she decided to use her hip to secure him causing Reginald to squish firmly against his son.

 Right before heading to Mikey’s room they walked past Reginald’s lab.  From what the diaper could see the diaper’s old body still stood motionless inside the teleporter.
“TURN AROUND EMMA! TAKE ME BACK TO MY LAB! LET ME TRY TO FIND A WAY TO FIX THIS! I DON’T WANNA BE A DIAPER!!!!!!”

Just as he finished whining the trio were already out of eyesight of the diaper’s old body. Instead, Emma walked with her son in her arms into his room. 

Although he was four Mikey’s room looked more like a nursery than a young boys room. Sure it may have  had big boy toys strewn everywhere, but it also still had Mikey’s crib in it. Emma and Reginald had decided to surprise their son with a big boy bed once he was potty trained. Paw Patrol characters were all over the walls with a light baby blue paint coating each corner. Approaching their final destination Emma hummed to herself as he started to place her son down. Fear and hopelessness returned to Reginald as the pit of despair reopened; just like when he found out he was stuck as a diaper. Reginald got a good look at where they had arrived at. Deep down he knew it was where he was going to go but his optimism bias kept him from thinking that. In a last ditch effort he hysterically pleaded with his wife. 
“OH GOD PLEASE NOT THAT ANYTHING BUT THAT PLEASE GOD NO NO NO NOOOO NOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOO!”

He was hysterical. With all the screaming and begging he had done prior, screaming louder now wouldn’t have any impact. The poo flavors on his tongue made him more desperate as he blubbered to his wife. Even if she could hear him the smell of the dirty diaper was getting to her. In the end whatever he wanted didn’t matter anymore as Mikey, and his poopy diaper, were lowered onto the changing table.  

Reginald shook nervously as his wife hummed to herself. Without a care she gathered up the changing supplies to clean her son. The diaper’s heart sank as it saw Emma grab its replacement. The clean fresh diaper was placed right next to Mikey and his icky poop filled diaper as she hovered over her son. He playfully kicked at her when she tried to get in to change causing more shit flavored squishes for Reginald. 
“You little stinker. Mommies gotta wipe your poopy butt”

Lifting his legs up she gave the wolf cub a light slap on his rear which caused him to squeal in delight. Have subdued her kick happy cub momma got to work on changing his dirty diaper.

*RIP* *RIP*

The sounds of the tapes being ripped off echoed throughout the nurser. It sent chills to Reginald’s very soul. As the tapes fell to the side more of the poop smell oozed out from the diaper.
“GAAHH You’re stinky! I think daddy’s gonna be changing the next poopy diapee from you”

“Hehehehe daddy diapee, diapee daddy.”

With her fingers placed right beside his eyes Emma pulled the diaper off her son. She had to literally peel Reginald off her son as the poo was so sticky and gunky it made the diaper firmly stick to him. Though it didn’t take that much effort to overpower a dirty diaper.

“AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAHHHHHHH” 

With him now free from his son for the first time the diaper was sent falling face first into the soft matt of the changing table. He landed with a squish with Emma assessing the damage inside. 

It looked like a bomb had gone off inside of Mikey’s diaper. There was literally no clean area left inside of his diaper. His butt cheeks were thickly coated with the disgusting brown mess. The wolf’s dinky was no worse for as Emma couldn’t even make out where Mikey’s penis began and balls ended. To no surprise his inner thighs received no special treatment as poo glistened off them too. With a sigh Emma grabbed the entire box of wipes, knowing they’d all be needed.

Reginald sat motionless with his face in the changing table. This was the first time he’d been free of his cub since his transporter accident. It felt even weirder not moving at all except for the little wiggles coming from the cub. 
Out of nowhere Reginald felt his face leaving the changing matt. He would have been grateful had it not seen where his new destination was. He screamed as Emma held her sons legs by the ankles with Reginald’s face heading straight for the cub’s poopy butt cheeks. 

“WAIT WAIT WA..!”

*SPLORP*

Just like that Emma used Reginald’s face as a wipe.

With so much poop coating her sons butt cheeks, the mother used the front of the diaper to get as much poo off before the wipes; a technique she used all the time with Mikey’s diapers. Psudo-wipe in paw Emma used the diaper to scoop up the majority of the poop that was between Mikey’s butt crack. Now filthy, the diaper was placed down, the front now looking no different than what was inside. 
Wipe after wipe was used on the poopy butt and wipe after wipe was thrown inside the diaper. With what little Reginald could see, he saw a steady stream of used poo rags get thrown inside him. Reginald wasn’t able to learn what baby wipes tasted like as the poop was so thick it blocked the wipes from making contact with his full body tongue. 
Finally clean the new diaper was taped onto Mikey. 

“All done.”

Mikey kicked his legs in glee again feeling the nice fresh clean diaper on him. The only evidence left of the diaper change, besides the smell, was the very poopy diaper lying on the changing table. Moaning in agony Reginald screamed as once again he started to move. A glob of poop fell off his eyes; only for Reginald to see that his screams were justified. His entire body was being rolled up into itself and his face was going inside his diaper tongue, strait into the poop. The last thing Reginald would ever see was a wall of poop being shoved at him. 
“MMMMPH MMMM MMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMFFFFFFF” the diaper screamed. 

Being taped up into itself the diaper could no longer talk, not that it mattered. 

The only thing that Reginald seemed to accurately predict today is that he was tossed unceremoniously into the diaper pail. 

Tightly wrapped. Emma grabbed the nasty diaper as she was about to toss it where it belonged. 

“Say bye bye to your diapee Mikey!”

“Bye Bye stinky icky diapee”

And with that Emma let go sending her former husband tumbling down into the diaper pail: treating him no different than any other used diaper.
The former wolf landed with a squish as he joined his fellow dirty diaper brethren in the pail. Besides the brown staining, if you were to look down into the pail there would be no way you could pick out the former wolf from the other used diapers that lied inside. As the diaper’s wife shut the lid to the pail the diaper screamed how it wasn’t fair. He didn’t deserve to be a diaper. He didn’t deserve to be shit on by his son. He didn’t deserve to taste poop. He didn’t deserve to be thrown away like any other disposable diaper. But that’s all he was now. 

It didn’t matter if he was a brilliant scientist. It didn’t matter the he had a wife and a son. It didn’t even matter that he use to be a wolf. The was in the past and right now all he was, was a diaper. A used drenched stinky poop filled diaper: nothing more, nothing less. 
