     “Goddamnit Jeff.”, Michael breathed thickly. If Jeff actually heard him, well, who could say. The studio was a miasma of noise that eagerly sucked his curse into it. 

“Alright, they're wrapping up now. They want you to do the remote in studio 2. That little piss-ant one in the corner there.” the unseen fox man spoke from the earpiece in Michael's ear. The tiny electronic hissed briefly and Michael grit his teeth in reply. 

“Copy. The one with the big wooden blocks right?” the otter asked once his ear stopped buzzing.
“Mmhm. The same one every year.” the fox replied back to him. 

Michael nodded and adjusted his tie. He then took a moment to rub his mic against his suit so that Jeff got a nice loud KRUMMPH sound on his end of things. He couldn't hear it but he imagined the sweaty, gangly fox yelping and yanking the headset off his head in a quick motion. He smiled to himself as he watched the announcer waving to the studio audience with practiced motions. The show was over for this year. It was very strange seeing him from this side of the tv screen.

     Fleming G. Goodfoot had been hosting the annual lottery for as long as Michael could remember. And he remembered the rabbit had a ghastly fashion sense from when he was a kid. The ugly red and white plaid checkerboard pattern of his jacket made him look a candy cane as seen through a sewer grate. The rest of him wasn't as bad looking. He had classic handsome features, a tv face if there ever was one. The white rabbit's fur had a yellowed tinge to it on the tips, revealing that once upon a time it was closer to straw in coloring. The studio lights dimmed and the red lights turned off. Fleming let his arm drop finally and handed his microphone off to a stagehand. Another year, another show done. He wiped his brow, then reached into his pocket for a cigarette. The same hands that had waved to families across the country found the smokes with just as practiced mannerisms. However before he could light one, another pair of hands were in his face, offering a match. The rabbit leaned in and lit the smoke without glancing at the lighter's owner.

“Old habits huh?” Michael offered. Flem's pale blue eyes glanced at the crowd as they were beginning to shuffle out and found the reporter's own. Michael was a average sized man. A bit thick in the middle but who wasn't these days. The otter kept his hair short and neat, matching his tie and suit jacket. A typical young newsman with something to prove. Boring. Fleming hadn't bothered to care about reporters since the last time he could get a hard on without a pill.

“Old maybe, but not dead yet.” the rabbit smiled as he inhaled. He looked down and saw the man had a microphone in his webbed hand and was trying to be casual about this attempt at an 'off the cuff' interview. This one obviously hadn't been here before. The last time he gave an interview that wasn't   scripted was also back before the little blue pills. He shook his head politely. 

“Sorry, you're looking at the wrong rabbit. Paddington's the one you want to interview.” he breathed out alongside a puff of smoke.

The man's face broke at this and for a moment, Fleming had an urge to laugh. Such a crestfallen sight it was. This one was young. 

The otter scowled and looked at him from furrowed brows.  

“The same lines he gives every year I assume?” he grunted. Fleming nodded. “Likely...”

Michael adjusted his tie and ran a paw though his hair. He tried again. 

“Look, I know the kids love him and everything but he's not a...'new' story. I want to get something from everyone's favorite announcer 30 years running. I''ll be happy with just a sound bite.” he offered, giving a smile that was both greasy and reminiscent of a small child asking for candy.

 Fleming didn't bite. 

The rabbit motioned with his cigarette towards his 'co-host' as he waddled along with his handlers towards studio 2. Michael glanced towards the mascot and felt himself slouch with the sigh he let out. When he turned back towards the rabbit, determined for one more try...he was already gone. Only the smoke left behind. 

-

     “I told you that wasn't gonna work. Fleming hasn't given an interview since I was in preschool.” Jeff gloated over the headset. Michael rolled his eyes. 

“It was your idea you tool.” 

“And it didn't work. Move on rudder butt.” the fox replied. 

Michael shook his head as he watched Paddington be lead to his chair. The mascot was almost always on camera and knew the role well. The bear motioned towards the big plush beanbag as if it wasn't the one he sat his wide ass in every year. His handler nodded and the teddy bear clasped his hands together cutely and sat down with a flop.  Michael breathed out and walked onto the set, taking a seat in the wooden chair next to him. Paddington's costume was quite thick and he crinkled every time he moved. He was meant to be a walking diaper after all. He looked the part. Thick padded rump and crotch, rounded boot-like feet. Short little tail and mitten-like paws. His head was recognizable as a bear, thick snout and wide nose on the tip with tiny round ears on top.. He was all one color though, a soft tan tone that reminded Michael of clay. Even his eyes were the same color, making it quite hard to tell where he was looking. Much like the host, he hadn't changed since Michael watched him as a kid.

Michael had to admit, up close the costume was impressive. He guessed it was a modified P.A.D.S suit of some kind. It was significantly friendlier looking than those biohazard suits. It was made seamless and thickly padded to hide the body in it. Paddington looked quite convincingly like a walking stuffed animal. Just one that was made of plastic. Not surprisingly, it took longer for Michael to stop believing Paddington was real than it took for Santa. Even now a tickle in his brain brought back old memories and silly child thoughts. By the time the cameras came on, his smile was quite real. 

“Goooood evening folks. Michael Rudding here, and this, no introduction needed, is Paddington.” he started. The mono eye of the camera zoomed in on the pair and the bear waved eagerly to it. Michael nodded and read off the teleprompter like a good boy.

“Another year, another batch of lucky boys and girls. Almost everyone in the country was watching ya. How do you feel you did tonight?” he asked.  The mascot nodded, smiled his unceasing smile, and did what one would expect of a big stuffed toy. 

      “Ooh I do love all the smiles people make when I spin that big basket!” he giggled. While his mouth never moved, he did 'speak'. Paddington's handler stood off camera and spoke in the voice that Michael had known since he was old enough to speak. The actor inside the suit did a perfect job of moving and gesturing to it, completing the illusion. The otter & the bear had almost the same conversation that the bear gave reporters every year. He told the otter about how nice it was to work for Absorban, how happy kids made him, and how Absorban made the best diapers on the market. He was sure that every kid picked would make excellent diapers. And just like every year, he ended by telling all the good boys and girls who got picked for the lottery that he'd see them real soon.

-

The cameras clicked off, the lights dimmed, and the magic was over. Michael sat back and breathed thickly. He was both embarrassed and oddly excited to have done that. He was a little wet too but that wasn't from this. The hot lights had kept him guzzling water all night long. He'd change his diaper later when they got back to the studio. 

He glanced over towards the padded bear and smiled. 

“Heh, I think you were likely my first word.” the otter offered. Paddington looked his way, still smiling, and nodded. He got that a lot. Michael glanced around, looking to see if Flemington was still hanging about. The rabbit likely was picking through what was left of the studio audience for a hot date. There were pictures a few years ago of his post-lottery hook ups...

Paddington saw his searching eyes and made a sound somewhere between a giggle and a fart. Michael ignored it but then stiffened when he found a hand on his shoulder. Or a mitten to be more precise. Oh god he was soft. The person inside the suit must be tiny. It felt like a oddly shaped pillow was touching him. Paddington thumbed towards his handler. Said man was a round fellow with a thick beard. The tapir rubbed his short nose a bit and smiled. When he spoke, he did it in the bear's voice, which made a odd disconnect for the otter seeing it come out of someone else's lips. 

“I want you to come upstairs. Pwease?” the bear 'spoke'. Michael blinked and gave them both a cockeyed look. The hell? Had he done something wrong? He stuck to the prompter...more or less.

Had that old ass-hat rabbit bitched to the producers? That had to be it. That long eared fuc...

“Pwease mistar Mikeey. I wanta showw you somethin neat!” Paddington pleaded. Michael snapped out of his thoughts as the bear stared daggers at him with those unblinking eyes. The otter swallowed thickly and looked around. The crew was packing up, the stagehands busy removing the cameras and boom microphones. The big stage lights turned off and left just the minimal normal lights on. His own crew would be packing up too. This place would be a ghost town shortly. 

“Michael? Mike what's going on? I'm getting a lot of static on this end. Who are you talking with? I keep hea...” Jeff asked with obvious impatience on his end of the microphone. More so when he realized that Michael had turned it off on his end. The otter smiled. 

'Maybe i'll get that scoop after all...' he thought. 

–

      Michael knew something was wrong as soon as they got in the elevator. Paddington's handler, who he learned was named Westmore, pressed an unmarked button and inserted a key. The lift lurched slightly and started to ascend. The elevator was small and between himself, the tapir, and the big diaper bear, Michael didn't have room to even turn around. He could smell himself now, sweating a bit. Fear sweat and a wet diaper. Urgh.

What the hell did they want with him...?

Once the door finally opened, he pressed himself to the back of the tiny space and waited for them both to get out first. No such luck, Paddington slipping a big soft paw behind him and pushing forward. The otter squirmed a bit, his butt a bit messy so the feel of it against his ass made him squeak. Paddington didn't seem to notice. The elevator doors shut and Michael stood there as he watched the big stuffed animal and his handler walk past him and down the narrow hallway. It was glass on both sides, giving a wonderful view of the city below. The otter watched the pair walk until Westmore made a 'ahem' sound and the otter was obliged to hurry up. He was watching for a hidden gun or for someone to pop out and strangle him with garotte wire. Nothing came. Paddington stood at the lone door at the end of the hallway and pressed in a key code. The door hissed slightly and unlocked. He pushed in and motioned for Michael to follow. Westmore didn't cross the threshold. When Michael didn't immediately follow, the tapir spoke in Paddington's voice. “Don't worry Mikeyy. No one's gonna hurrt you. I want some commpany and I picked you. Plwease?” he begged. The otter swallowed thickly and, after a long glance into the darkened room, then back at the bear's handler, he slipped inside. The door shut behind him with a hiss and a click. Westmore left on the elevator, making a phone call.

-

     The lights flickered on, blinding the otter when they did. He cursed a bit and held a webbed paw over his brow till his eyes adjusted. He wasn't expecting what he got in this room. 

Before him was a very high class apartment. Leather seats ( plastic covered), massive tv, pool table, stereo system, kitchen, and even a full bar. And a view of the city just like the one in the connecting hallway. Michael couldn't help but whistle. 

“Nice huh?” a voice beamed. Michael blinked. He didn't recognize it. He looked around and found Paddington, still in the big bear diaper costume, standing behind the bar. He was pouring himself something. The voice coming from him, his 'real' voice, was thicker and deep then his 'stage' one. A tired but soothing, gravel filled thing. 

“Not what you expected is it?” Paddington added. Michael, confused, nodded. The bear came around, body crinkling with each step, and handed the otter a glass full of strong smelling booze. The bear held a sippy cup full of his own drink. Michael's face wavered at that. Paddington just smirked his smile.

“Sit down. I wanted some company and you're it, mister reporter man.” he laughed as he sipped from his cup. The bear sat down on his couch with a loud rustle and motioned the otter to sit down with him. Michael was content to stand perfectly still and pretend he was a coat rack. The bear shrugged. 

“Suit yourself. Nobody's gonna hurt ya kid. If you weren't already wet i'd think you'd fear-pissed yourself.” he giggled. Michael felt his face redden. 

“I..i'm just cautious is all. This is...odd.” he reasoned. The bear nodded. He sipped his drink and pointed with a big mitten paw to the left of the otter. 

“Changing table's over there. I'll help ya...” he started, beginning to get up. Michael put his hands up and shook them vigorously. 

“NO No noonnoo. I...I got it. Really.” he squeaked. The bear took his place back on the couch and gestured to him to get to it. Michael waddled to the side room and found a fresh supply of diapers and supplies in the cabinets. He slid off his pants, sat down on the table and opened his diaper up, using the wipes to clean. Shortly he was in clean padding and slipped his pants back on. He didn't like disposables but he didn't want to walk around with a loaded diaper till he got back home. He only wore his good diapers on days off. Paddington was watching tv when Michael came back into the main room. The man was still in the costume. 

“Why are you still in that thing?” the otter finally asked. Paddington looked his way with a smile. 

“Its not a costume.” he said flatly. Michael blinked, smiled and shook his head. 'Ok, time to go' he thought.

“Look, I appreciate you...um, inviting me up here, really. It's a honor but I really need to get ou...” he started. Paddington stopped him with a shake of his head. 

“You aren't leaving till I'm ready for you to leave. You're locked in.” the bear informed him.

Michael refilled his pampers. 

“Wh..why am I locked in...?” he squeaked, eyes wide. Paddington turned around on the couch to look at him fully. 

“Because I wanted some company and you're it buddy. Now sit down. You don't leave till i'm good and company'ed out.” he ordered. The otter felt his face redden, balling his fists up...and then the fight leaving him as he realized the utter silliness of the situation. A crazy man in a diaper costume had trapped him in his million dollar apartment. This was so stupid that if he called the cops they'd record it to listen to at parties. He waddled around to the chair on the other side of Paddington and sat down with a soft smish noise. The bear looked his way and took another sip of his drink. He sat it down and then leaned forward, clasping his paws together. They crinkled softly. 

“Alright. Straight talk kid. I'm Paddington the diaper bear. You know that, I know that. I've been this way for the last...oh 40 years or so?” he started. Michael nodded. That's when the 3 big diaper companies started to get big he remembered. When they started the lottery for making diapers at the 'academys'. The bear thought a moment and continued. 

“This isn't a costume. I am Paddington. I'm the only one. Been the only one. They ship me out to do tv shows, cut ribbons, all that crap.” he grunted. He stood up now, approaching the otter. Michael squirmed, trying to push himself into the seat to get away. The big bear loomed over him, his plastic body wrinkled and crinkling with every movement. 

“I'm lonely.” he said with a growl of pain. 

Michael's body lost all tension and he pulled himself out of the couch cushions a bit. He couldn't help but suppress a sharp little giggle. Even with the permanent smile, that clearly hurt the bear. Michael put his hand over his mouth and turned red before he regained his composure.

“L..lonely? Dude...you're rich. Look at this place.” he gestured to the room. 

“Someone with this kinda money can buy all the friends he wants. In fac...” the otter would have continued but he was cut short by Paddington's big paw on his mouth.

“This isn't a costume. This is not a fucking costume.” he growled. And then pulled the otter forward against his body with a crinkle. Into a literal bear hug. Tight as he could manage. And even then it felt like Michael was being hugged by a big stuffed toy. He could feel the softness of the bear. Feel him being squeezed against him as hard as Paddington could manage...and he was soft. There was nothing firm to him. At all...

The otter stiffened up and Paddington let him loose, the boy plopping back onto the couch. He was pale. 

“You...youre a...yourafuckindiaapa..” he sputtered. Paddington rolled his eyes and slapped the man's head with a paw. The otter blinked, once, twice, three times before he looked up at the bear again. He rolled up a long wild scream.

Paddington shook his head and went to the bar to get himself another drink.

-

“Please stop screaming kid. I may be a diaper but that's really damn annoying.” Paddington growled. 

Michael let out one last ragged cry and resumed his fetal position under the coffee table. The bear made a grunt and got back up from the couch and made his way into the changing room. He dug around in the diaper pail and pulled out Michael's 'deposit' from earlier. The otter heard him leave the main room and risked a peak from his hiding spot. He saw the most peculiar sight of the big bear at his bar.  He had the diaper Michael had on earlier in his paws. He was squeezing it. Wringing it out like a fruit. Yellow musky pee was dripping out of it and into a glass. Michael finally got up, all screamed out, and watched this happen. 

“..are you going to...?” he managed to say weakly. Paddington looked his way and nodded. 

“Yep. I'm a diaper remember. What do you think I eat?” he explained and than drank.

Michael felt his stomach lurch a bit. 

“That's disgusting.” he managed. Paddington shrugged. 

“You taste terrible. Here, drink this...” he ordered, having produced a glass of cranberry juice from the fridge. Michael looked at it, then back at the bear, and finally took it and downed it in one long gulp. At minimum, that made his throat feel better. After a long quiet bit of staring at the walking, talking diaper, Michael felt up for words once more. 

“So... you're a...diaper.” he squeaked. Paddington looked at himself in feigned surprise. 

“Holy shit. I am!” he laughed snidely. The otter gave him a look and the bear giggled. 

“...don't. This is...weird. I'm not screaming...because that hurts now.” Michael explained. Paddington nodded. 

“I get that a lot. Kinda hard to have company around when they know you're made of plastic.” he explained. The otter nodded and thought a moment. 

“Why am I here? Really?” he asked. Paddington scowled. 

“You don't listen. I am lonely. I want someone to talk to. Just somebody...Someone who doesn't work for the company.  Someone who isn't five years old. Just...just someone to listen to me rant and rave alright?” he shot out. Michael waited to reply. 

“I...I can do that I guess. I...I am a reporter.” he smiled weakly. The big bear smiled at him, a real one this time. The otter returned it. 

-

“I can't really go to the movies ya know. Well, not like you can. I have to get all in a big trench coat, big hat, the works. And then bunch of handlers with me...its not a great setup.” Paddington explained as he sunk the 8 ball. Michael made a little curse under his breath. The bear was a frigging pool shark. 

“So you wait for dvd. Big deal.” he countered. The ball clacked against the side wall uselessly. Paddington shook his big head. 

“Not the same at all. I'd have them put a theater in here but they won't do it.” he sighed. 9 ball, side pocket. 

Michael grunted. “Crap man. I lost as soon as we started playing.” he whined. Paddington laughed. 

“That's no fun. At least let me have the satisfaction of  kicking your ass all the way?” he begged. Michael furrowed his brow before leaning back over the table for another try at the 5 ball...

-

“So...how do you...or do you...?” Michael started to ask. Paddington asked 

“Do what?” before the otter pointed to his own wet crotch. The bear made a giggle.

 “Oh! Oh that. Well, I do wet and mess. Just...not like you would. I don't have this for one.” he smiled, taking ahold of Michael's penis. The otter whimpered and sat up on the changing table.

“Hey! I'm...no i'm not...” he started, realizing that one of his childhood favorites was touching his dick. The bear laughed, paw still on the otter's cock. 

“Ha. No no. That's not happening.” Paddington said, wiggling the member for effect and then letting it go. 

“No pee pee, no sex drive.” he said flatly as he ran the wipe across the otter's damp ball sack. He shifted a bit and let the diaper creature finish changing him. 

“Sorry...this is just..”

“Weird?” Paddington finished his thought for him. Michael nodded. 

“I pee and poop myself just like you do. I just don't have the parts you do. And I don't need changed. It just absorbs into the rest of me over time. Then i'm nice and clean again.” he smiled. 

“Convenient.” Michael said as the bear finished taping the new diaper around his hips. He sat up and put his pants back on once more, seeing the bear eying the balled up diaper. Michael blushed red and looked away. 

“Uh...go...go ahead?” he squeaked. Paddington giggled and there was the sound of him crinkling and then swallowing thickly. Now that he was expecting it, Michel's stomach stayed in place. 

-

     “You...you are soft...really soft.” Michael admitted. Paddington's body crinkled as the otter breathed against him. The bear had no breath of his own. “So I'm told. Kids love to hug me.” Paddington smiled.

Michael nodded and got closer, wrapping his arms around the big bear slowly. A memory of being a little kid came back to him. Paddington put his paw on the boy's head and rubbed slowly back and forth. “It's ok. I'm a big toy. I like being hugged.” Paddington crooned as he finished off his drink, absently flipping through the channels. The light of the tv was the only thing illuminating the room now. Michael wiggled closer against him, his body making Paddington's crinkle with each movement. The otter was tired. Very very tired. Paddington rubbed his head and didn't mind when he started snoring. The bear smiled. He was a good kid. Stupid, but a good kid. He liked him. He would be happy to keep this one. 

Paddington laid back a bit, laying the sleeping otter on his belly and chest. He started to hum. A soft lullaby that his plastic lips made into a soothing vibrational tone. Micahel stirred only slightly in his sleep, wetting silently. Paddington ignored this and kept humming, the tone becoming distorted as he started to un-tape the sides of his mouth. The plastic tapes didn't want to come loose but gave with sticky smack sounds as he undid them. He opened his mouth wider, pealing down his lower jaw as he opened himself up. He gently slid the otter to one side as the bear opened the tapes along his throat,  chest and belly, ending just above his sexless groin. Pealing himself open like a bizarre banana. Exposing the soft, squishy padding of his insides. A hollow cavity awaited inside him. The bear was unable to hum like this but tried anyways as he gently eased the sleeping otter into his stomach. The padding was warm, soft, and a bit smelly. Michael wiggled a bit in his sleep as the bear made him comfortable and started to work his flap closed. Taping it shut slowly, step by step. 

    Paddington stood up slowly, his belly heavy and swollen with its new contents, as he made his way to his bedroom. The big crib that dominated it was open and waiting for him as he crawled inside and gently laid down. The diaper bear didn't really sleep but the motions were still there. He rubbed the thick bulge that Michael made inside him and sighed contentedly.

-

“Wakey wakey. You still in there Michael?” 

Michael stirred. He felt groggy. Slow. Hungover. He tried to speak but nothing came out.

“There you are. Good morning. Don't try to talk. You can't. Just relax.” Paddington said gently. 

Michael felt something warm, soft and squishy around him. It was dark but he could sense a bit of light. Was it morning already? Where...was he still at Paddington's place...what stinks in here?

“Oh that's you. You're all nice and smelly. Feels nice doesn't it?”

Michael had to admit...he did like the stink. All nice and warm too. Damp...wait...that doesn't seem right...

“Oh it is right. You're suppose to stink. You're a messy.” Paddington informed the former otter. He ran a paw along his droopy brown butt and squeezed it a bit. Michael was lost in bliss for a moment. 

Messy? I'm mess? I wasn't mess yesterday. I'm a reporter, i'm an otter,  i'm not poop! What did...

“Settle down. You're not any of those things anymore. I ate you up and made you into poopoo and wet. That's all. No more, no less.” Paddington smiled as he rubbed his damp, squishy groin. The bear waddled into his living room and sat down with a squish. He turned on the morning news and spread his legs, mushing his saggy swollen groin around with his paws. Micahel's essence squishing and spreading around in his stinky diaper sag. 

Why did...? Why am I in here?!

“I don't eat just diapers silly. I need something more...substantial. Once or twice a year. That's all.”

Wait, I don't want to be this... I have a job to...get back...

“No you don't. Not anymore. The company makes sure to cover things up nicely. They screen you before they send you my way. Everything is taken care of. And I'll take care of the rest.”

Michael could dimly feel himself now. He was soft. Mushy. Damp. And spread out like peanut butter. He was inside the big bear, soaking into him, mushed and squished around inside him. He could feel the bear's paws on him through his own body. Squeezing and rubbing him. Playing with him. Oh god it felt good. He liked it. He liked being stinky. Being wet. Poopy. Messy pee pee. He stank and felt so nice...

“That's good. You're a big dump in my diapees and you'll stay that way for now. I'll take care of you...” Paddington 'mmm' ed. He rubbed his damp paws together and sniffed them. He could feel a bit of Michael soaked into them and giggled. 

The otter was becoming spread out. Incoherent. Less clear thoughts, more wants and needs and general feelings. 

“Don't worry. You won't go away. I like you Michael. I'm gonna keep you in here with me. Keep you safe in my padding with the others. You'll have lots of friends.” the bear 'mmm'ed as he made a fart sound and squished a bit. 

Michael became aware of other thoughts in here...ones that weren't his own. Men and women, kids too. All their stories open to him with their memories and consciousnesses, mixing with his own. He discovered instantly what happened to the diapers that were recycled when they stopped coming clean.

Paddington got them delivered as his three square meals a day. And they were all in here with Michael. Happy and content. Just like he was becoming. 

“Good messy. Soon I'll absorb you fully and then I'll be nice and clean again. In the mean time, just be smelly and squishy and wet for me. You'll like that, I like that. Everyone's happy. 

Happy...messy...stinky...wet...messy...

“That's right. Let go of the things you don't need. No names, no worries. Just be a happy stinky messy in my diaper...”

Stinky...messy...happy.

-

     There was a ding at the door. Paddington waddled to it, groggy and slow.  Fleming was standing there when he opened it. The rabbit pinched his nose once the air from the apartment hit him. 

“Good morning. I see you met that reporter from last night.” the rabbit stated flatly. Paddington smiled and rubbed his soggy groin at him. 

“I did. He doesn't care much for you. He's calling ya an asshole right now.” he giggled. Flem's face remained stoney. 

“Charming as always.” he assessed and let himself in. He eyed the couch, found it was wet with the bear's juices, and settled with sitting on a bar-stool. Paddington shut the door and followed him, squishing all the way. He sat down and waited for the rabbit to light his next coffin nail and offer him one. As always, the bear took it and left it unlit in his lips. 

Paddington sighed. “You do this to make yourself feel better you know.” he smiled. Flem said nothing but kept puffing on his smoke. Paddington continued his thought unheeded. “You send them my way, I gobble them up, and you pay your pet monster a congenital visit afterward.” 

The rabbit raised a eyebrow at that. 

“I'm just paying an old friend a visit. That's all.” he replied. The bear smiled back and looked at the ceiling. 

“Old he says. I haven't aged a day. The lab boys still don't know how long I'll last...” the bear replied. 

He then took a moment to look the rabbit's way. The early morning light caught his white fur and made it glisten. 

“My offer still stands by the way.” Paddington reminded him. Flem smiled and breathed out a smoke ring. It bounced off the diaper bear's plastic face and faded. 

“Being a part of your...'merry little band' is not my idea of a proper retirement.” the rabbit declined. 

Paddington smiled regardless, mostly because his mouth was stuck that way. The bear sighed and stretched a bit. 

“We'll see. You staying long this time or?” the bear asked as the tv caught his attention, a weatherman hyena talking about a thunderstorm. Flemington shook his head. 

“No, not today. I have a award ceremony to not attend this afternoon.” he smiled and started to get up. 

Paddington watched him start to leave out of the corner of his eye. 

The door handle jiggled but didn't open. The rabbit cursed and finished his smoke. He looked Paddington's way and scowled. 

“Open the door please. I am not watching your tv shows again. We did that last time. Or pool. Or anything else. I have plans 'Duncan'.” Flem grunted. Paddington didn't flinch, merely watching the tv as the morning sun filled the room. 

“Actually Flem...your retirement party is today.” he said matter of factually. The rabbit sneered. 

“No, its in 2 months. If I retire.” he spat. 

Paddington shook his head and sighed. His body let out a great big crinkle when he did.

“No. It's today. I'm not the one who locked the door. Its computer controlled remember?” he informed the white rabbit. Flem took out his phone...and found it was without a signal. 

“I'm lonely Flem. I really am. And I couldn't bear the thought of you all alone in retirement. And the higher ups agreed.” Paddington the diaper bear smiled, still watching the tv. There was a storm coming in. Lots of rain. 

Fleming put away his phone. 

End

