Moxxie was sure, he did NOT deserve this kind of punishment. Sure, he had stolen Loona's lunch as some kind of revenge act, because she always acted rude towards him. And this bitchy hellhound had eaten his lunch often enough, so it was only fair that he did the same with her food at least once. At least that was what he thought. This morning, he had opened the fridge in Loona's presence, with a grin on his face, had taken out the lunch box with her name on it and poured its contents into his mouth. And while Loona was watching him, she had growled and squinted her eyes.

Millie had told Moxxie that she would like him to be more assertive. And he had never felt more assertive than in that moment, when he closed the fridge, burped and wandered away in front of the growling hellhound.

But now that he was strapped to Loona's bed, nothing of the positive feeling was left.

Loona had attacked him from behind when he left the kitchen and she had been strong enough to render him unconscious for a few minutes. Minutes she used for tying him to her bed and locking the door to her room. She had turned the flip sign on her door to “Do not disturb unless you want to be bitten”, a warning for those who had the urge to go on her nerves while she was on lunch break. Before Moxxie's consciousness came back, she had put a ball gag in his mouth to keep him from screaming. Of course this bitch was into BDSM.

But he tried screaming. From the top of his lungs he screamed until he had realized that no one would come to help him. All of his protests were muffled by the ball gag. 

Loona herself had been absent since she tied him to the bed. She had left him in the dark of her room for what must have been a few hours. And when she returned, she had a grim look on her face that spelled trouble. She glimpsed at Moxxie just to check if he was still strapped to her bed and then went out of his field of vision again.

He heard her opening her closet door, and after that there was a crinkling sound. What the fuck was she doing over there?

“If you like to stick your nose into other people's business, how about you stick your nose in here?”, her voice suddenly came from behind him. Moxxie tried to turn his head, but didn't come far enough to see what she was referring to. And he didn't need to.

With a jump she landed on top of him and pressed her rump right into his face. Her rump that had a thick diaper taped around it. Moxxies eyes turned big, he tried struggling against his bonds, trying to push her away from him. “Mmmph! Mmmppph!”, were the only sounds that left his throat.

Loona's tail brushed over the horns on his head as she made herself comfortable, laying down on his belly. Her boobs resting on his thighs, she turned her head around and lifted her butt a little. “Yes, I'm into diapers. Problem with that?” 

She didn't leave him any time to reply. “As Blitzo's receptionist I don't have much time for potty breaks, so I use these out of convenience. But I haven't shit all day. I wanted to save it for my lunch break. For you.”, she grinned.

This bitch had to be kidding him, hadn't she? She never did any of the dirty work for I.M.P., she just took pictures and selfies and tried to stay clean when they got rid of the dead bodies. She hated getting dirty. No way she was into scat!

His line of thought was interrupted as she lowered her diapered butt on his face again. “Sniff my hellhound poop, loser!”, she exclaimed. Her tail flagged up and Moxxie heard her grunting. This couldn't be happening! And yet it happened. 

Loona's tight pucker opened up and a wave of stink hit Moxxie's nostrils when a first loud fart left her butt.

“Oh, I can feel it coming. A nice, fat load just for you. I've eaten a lot since you stole my lunch earlier, so I can give you a good facesitting with a full diaper.”, she said, straining herself.

With a wet Plop a huge lump of shit hit the seat of Loona's padding right where Moxxie's nose was.

He wanted to hold his breath when he felt the diaper growing warm around his nose, but the smell was already there and he gave into the urge of coughing. And when he did, he inhaled more of the breathtaking stench from the mudslide that was being unloaded into the hellhound's pamps.

Now that Loona's anus was uncorked, the rest of her poop followed quickly after the first lump as a mushy load that stained the formerly white padding brown.

The imp's face under her was quickly fully covered by the padding as it sagged down and enveloped his head. Loona sighed in relief as her bladder emptied as well and the front of her diaper grew warm and squishy, just like the back of it was still growing hotter and muddier. 

Moxxie wanted to die. The putrid smell was everywhere. His face had disappeared completely between the pillow on her bed and the soiled diaper and only his horns were poking out between them. He screamed into the ball gag and the diaper, struggled against the bonds and did everything he could to break free. But he was powerless and the padding in his face grew heavier with every wave of messy poop that splattered against the already filled inside of Loona's diaper.

“How do you like my lunch now, shithead?”, Loona taunted him. “Do you want a bite of it as well? I'll gladly pack it for you for take-away! Let me just add some hellhound dressing to it!”

She started grinding her mushy padding against his face and used it to pleasure herself with it. He heard the squishing and shifting that her mess made as it spread in every crevice. The rancid smell of piss and shit mingled and Moxxie felt like he had to throw up. He would have died from the suffocation a while ago, if he hadn't been already dead. This was hell. Literally. 

Loona had moved on to lifting her butt off of his face and then slamming it back down on him. Every time she lifted her ass, her diaper sagged down between her legs and every time she pushed the full padding against his face, she moved her butt in circling motions while moaning lustfully before lifting her rump again. 

Moxxie wasn't quite sure, but he could swear that the heat was getting more intense, whenever she smashed her brown pamps in his face. And indeed the hellhound was getting off on torturing him.

She rubbed her mess-coated pussy against the fabric of the dirty diaper, shivering in pleasure and panting with exhaustion. 

Moxxie was disgusted by how far this bitch was going to torture him. He was disgusted by the smell of the diaper in his face. And he was disgusted by the fact that this mutt was using him as some kind of living sex toy.

Then her climax came. She rocked back and forth on his face, riding out her orgasm with lustful moans and creamed her diaper with her pussy juice. Loona was still panting heavily when she sunk down on Moxxie's body and lay there for a good two minutes until her breathing had normalized again while still grinding her diaper against Moxxie's nose, causing the contents in it sloshing around noisily. The whole room was stinking now but miraculously her diaper held everything inside. Moxxie had feared that it would tear open from the rough treatment, spreading the mix of piss, shit and cum all over his face and he was thankful that the fabric had been sturdy enough. 

“Mmmph!”, he tried to speak up as soon as Loona lifted her butt off of him, but the hellhound didn't take the ball gag out of his face.

“Oh, shut up, I'm not done with you. That was just the warm-up.”, she snarled. She stood up from the bed and waddled out of his sight, the completely brown diaper on her butt swinging dangerously low now.

Was she going to leave him here just like that until the end of the work day, or what?

“Nghh!!! Mmmph!”, he protested, but she was already gone.

~

Roughly 15 minutes later, she returned. Her fur was still damp from the shower she had taken and she had a clean new diaper around her waist. Apart from that she was completely naked. Loona didn't seem to have a problem with nudity, Moxxie on the other hand closed his eyes when he spotted her dark gray nipples on her well-rounded breasts. 

“You are acting so gay right now.”, she laughed at him, while going to the dresser in the corner of the room and pulling some clothes and a small syringe out of it. “Is Millie never showing you her tits?”

Moxxie wanted to answer, but the ball gag in his mouth still prevented any meaningful words from coming out of it.

He heard Loona snickering. “You can open your eyes now. I'm dressed.”

Moxxie blinked and saw her, right in front of him. She held a syringe in her hand. His eyes widened in panic as he realized what she had there. 

With an evil grin, Loona injected a dose of S.H.R.A.N.K. right into his thigh. S.H.R.A.N.K. was a drug and the acronym for Secretly Hide&Retreat In Aborted Killing. And like the name said, it was causing the user's body and his own clothes to shrink to the size of a mouse if a mission to assassinate someone had to be aborted and one needed to flee.

Loona grabbed him by his leg as his body began to shrink in size so he couldn't run away after he was too small for the bonds that had tied him to the bed. 

“What the fuck are you doing to me?”, Moxxie screamed. His voice was getting squeakier with every word. 

Her grin was still on her face when she lifted the struggling, mouse-sized Moxxie to her eye-level. “I'm going to have more fun with you.”, she said. Her words buzzed loudly in his ears, her voice seemed to be a lot deeper now. 

He looked down at her. Her typical clothing was on her body, but she had her other hand at the waistband of her diaper and pulled it away from her body. Then she let him fall. In panic, Moxxie screamed. He sounded like a mosquito while the ground was coming nearer. 

Loona adjusted her body position a bit, pulled on the waistband of the diaper a bit more and Moxxie fell directly into the open front of her fresh padding.

Face first he landed in the fabric that was warm from Loona's body heat. Then with a deafening snapping sound, Loona let go of the waistband that jumped back into place again, turning Moxxie's world around him dark. “Enjoy your timeout.”, he heard Loona's voice. Then he felt her hand pressing into the padding and he was being moved around a bit. Suddenly he was pressed into something wet and warm. “That's a good spot for you.”, Loona snickered. “Keep struggling. That's turning me on.”

Moxxie knew that this was her wet snatch. His clothes were soaked almost immediately with the hellhound's wetness and the smell was a good indicator as well, even though Millie's sex smelled a thousand times better than this bitch's.

“I swear, you are so dead!”, Moxxie screamed.

“That's funny.”, she said while shoving his face deeper inside her cunt, so his protests were once again muffled, this time by the hot sex of the receptionist.

Loona stretched herself, yawned and left her room to get back to work. Her lunch break was long over and she needed to go back to her job.

When she sat down on her swivel chair again, she rubbed her diaper once more to make sure that Moxxie was still in the perfect position for pleasuring her. And she felt him struggling against her wet clit, his horns poking her sex, sending jolts of pleasures through her body. 

She sat on her desk, answering phone calls of customers that either wanted to annoy her really hard or were just trying to flirt with her. Between the calls she looked on her smartphone, while poking her diaper from time to time just to check if Moxxie was still alive. Of course he was. And every time she poked her fingers into her diaper, his face got pressed deeper into her cunt. He didn't want to give her the pleasure of struggling anymore after a while. His clothes were already soaked in her juices and he felt sticky.

Loona had been so close to another orgasm, when Moxxie suddenly stopped moving. She had had a phone call when all of a sudden she didn't feel his motions anymore. It had been two or three hours now that she was at work again and she was horny as fuck. And she also had to pee. 

“No! I don't want to sleep with you, you fucking piece of shit! If you call one more time, we will assassinate YOU!”, she screamed into the phone, slamming it in the station, hanging up. With an annoyed sigh, she leaned back in her chair, put one hand on the front of her padding and released her bladder.

Moxxie heard a hissing sound and then a hot, smelly liquid was suddenly poured all over him, washing away the slimy wetness of Loona's cunt, but also coating him in a layer of hellhound piss. It reeked beastly, even worse than it did through the diaper before. He held his breath and covered his nose, but the golden fluid was everywhere. The diaper under him soaked it up and became squishy and thicker, pushing him a little deeper into her moist sex.

She felt the padding swelling up with hot urine against her fingers. She knew the warmth wouldn't last long, but it had the desired effect: Moxxie was moving again, massaging her pussy with his whole body while flailing and trying to escape. A quiet moan escaped her mouth as she pressed him harder against her clit again and felt another orgasm drawing near. Loona bit her lip and looked around. No one else was here at the moment. When she felt the stream of urine coming to an end, she started to grab the front of her diaper with both hands, kneading and grinding it and its involuntary inmate against her quivering snatch.

The imp inside her diaper was screaming as he was used as a makeshift vibrator. The warm wetness of the pee-soaked padding wrapped around his body only to let him free a second later, just so he could be engulfed by it again. The squishing and squeezing of the diaper buzzed in his ears and when another wave of sticky fluid hit him, he couldn't tell up from down anymore.

Loona panted with exhaustion and laid back in her chair again. Another well-deserved orgasm. Just when she laid back, Blitzo entered the reception with a big smile on his face. “Aww, Loony, if you it's too warm in here, you can activate the air conditioner.”, he came over to her and patted her head. 

She was still panting a little. Hopefully he didn't see the swollen diaper under her shorts. “I'm fine. Just some stupid customer whom I had to tell to fuck off.”

She heard Moxxie inside her diaper screaming, but mostly because of how close he was to her body. Slowly she shifted her position a little to press him between her thighs and silence him. It worked. His screams were being muffled again.

“Well, it isn't easy working with customers, but you are the best at this job.”, Blitzo complimented her and she made a happy humming sound as a response. “See you later, Loony.”, he said and went off again.

When he left the reception and she was sure that he was gone, Loona screamed out loudly in pain. Moxxie had bitten her thigh. “Now you are in trouble!”, she growled, stood up and shook her diaper.

An earthquake. That was what it felt like for Moxxie. He was thrown up and down and upside down in the wet fabric, until he lost every bit of orientation. Again. 

Loona was still shaking her diaper, when the door opened once again and she sat down hectically. Millie entered the reception. “Loona, have you seen my husband? He's missing since this morning.”

“Nope, sorry. He just told me that he had shit to do.”, she shrugged her shoulders. 

What a fitting lie. Because of the shaking, Moxxie was in a new position now. When Loona sat down, the weight of her ass cheeks pressed down on him. And directly over him was her shithole. Moxxie couldn't see it, but he definitely smelled it. Loona may had taken a shower but not a very thorough one. Of course he tried to scream again, but no matter how loud he was, Millie wouldn't be able to hear him.

“And I also got shit to do!”, Loona said, shooing his wife away, when the telephone rang.

“If you see him, please tell him to come to me.”, Millie sighed.

“Of course.”, Loona said and picked up the phone.

Millie left the reception again and Loona was alone with the customer on the phone and a tiny Moxxie in her wet diaper. She never had the intention to shit on Moxxie. Not really. But now that he had bitten her and he was already soaked with her pee and cum and in a position that was almost an invitation to shit on him... why the fuck not? She also felt her tummy gurgling. Her heart rate began to speed up. She got rid of the customer on the phone quickly, writing down some notes about the job he had for their little start-up. Her bowels were working now. A slight pain in her guts notified her that if she wanted to find a toilet in time, she should have started to search for it now.

But she was very content with the toilet that she already wore. 

After two more phone calls, she couldn't hold back anymore. The cramps were getting worse and little farts already escaped her ass on a regular level, hitting Moxxie directly in the face. She heard him coughing and screaming for help. 

“Oh, eat shit, Moxxie...”, she growled. And then she pushed.

A mighty long turd curled out of her ass, hitting Moxxie and pushing him into the back of her padding. The log of shit buried him almost immediately under it, bulging out the diaper's backside with the outline of his body. 

The muddy warmth had hit his face without much of a warning. Of course, the little farts could have been warning enough, but until the point where he heard the crackling of the shit leaving her hole, Moxxie still thought that this was the line she wouldn't cross. And again she proved him wrong.

His eyes wet with tears, he was drowned in a stinking pile of hellhound shit that curled on top of his body. The smell was unbearable. He tried to turn around so he would face the padding and not the smeary shit that began to spread all over his body, but to no avail. The stench was everywhere. He couldn't breathe. Wet farts accompanied her ongoing bowel movement that pushed more and more shit against Moxxie's tiny body until he was sinking into it. 

Loona sighed and gave one final push. Sputtering, her ass fired little chunks of almost liquid shit into the diaper. She was grinding her ass against the swivel chair. Orgasm number three came into view on the horizon and she was certain she would reach it.

~

Four orgasms. Moxxie had counted four orgasms that Loona had had that day, before she was done with work, going back into her room and taking the diaper off. 

Loona didn't even think of Moxxie anymore. Her mind was in a state of total bliss. She locked her room and went into the bathroom, where the diaper pail was standing. She undressed herself and took the messy thing off. 

Moxxie was too exhausted to move a muscle and so he couldn't call Loona's attention to him, when she balled up the diaper and threw it into the pail. After that, she once again hit the shower, cleaning herself of the mess she made. 

When she laid in bed, the realization hit her. Moxxie was still trapped in that messy diaper. But she didn't want to deal with his ranting now. He would survive a night in that thing. 

All in all, it had been a pretty normal day at the I.M.P.
